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SKETCHES OF S O U T H- C A R O L I N A. 



NUftfBVR r:v:f 



It was as bcautifal an evening as a lover could ask, the second 
day of April, 1842, that I bade my friend Dana good-bye, and started 
in my sulky for a tour over the land of Nullification. I left Charles- 
ton in the evening, that the wearisome task of crossing the river 
might be over, and the earlier start upon my journey be made the 
following morning. Tarrying at the house of a fine old planter 
during the night, who amused me until nearly cock-crowing with his 
long stories of revolutionary days, I arose, after a very shght 
refreshment from sleep, and was on my way toward Georgetown 
an hour before sunrise. It was a toilsome way enough, the road 
running parallel with the sea-shore the whole distance of sixty miles, 
just far enougli inland never to catch a glimpse of the water, and 
leading you over a dreary pine barren, where neither house, culti- 
vated field, nor flowing streamlet occurred to divert your attention 
for the whole day. It was pleasant enough at first to feel one's self 
alone in those boundless forests of pine ; and for an hour or two of 
the early morning I was sufficiently amused by the novel sight of 
some young alligator splashing into the water from the road-side, as 
the noise of my wheels awoke liim from his siesta, or of a huge 
moccasin darting away beneath the dense reeds and lily-pads of 
the swamp, or of the ever- varying, myriad-toned music of the mock- 
ing birds who filled the air with their melody. But by degrees, as 
the sun began to rise above the trees, and the heavens to assume 
that brazen face which chamcterizes a southern sky, the never- 
changing scenery about me grew dull and wearisome, and I found 
myself looking forward in the hope of finding some place by the 
roadside where my horse might slake his thirst. No such place, 
liowever, appeared; on and onward we jogged over that appa- 
rently unending level of creaking sand, without one sign of human 
industry or human life. As matters began to grow serious, and my 
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weary steed to manifest synii)toms of dissatisfaction which could 
not be mistaken, a kind Providence sent a fellow-being along my 
path, in the shape of the most hideous, tattered, and wo-begone 
negro I had ever seen — my first specimen of a plantation servant 
The poor fellow's face and garments, however, sadly belied him ; for 
upon my salutation of * Boy, good morning ; can you tell me 
where I can find water for my horse ? ' he touched his rimless hat 
and most civilly replied : 

* Oh, yes, Massa I dere is fine water just back ob you I ' 

* Back of me ? ' I replied. * Strange I did not see it ! ' and turn- 
ing my horse to retrace the path, the negro discovered my green- 
ness, and laughing, said : 

* Why, Massa, you 'ab no bucket to water de horse ! ' 

* Bucket ? ' I inquired in astonishment I * Bucket ? What do 
you mean, boy ? What do you mean ? ' 

Tlie poor fellow could scarcely contain his gravity, while he 
replied, pointing to the bottom of the- sulky : * Sure, Massa *ab no 
bucket I Massa no bin long in Carolina to tink water he horse wid- 
out bucket ! Every body hab bucket on he carriage in Carolina I ' 

Here was indeed a perplexity of which I had never dreamed, 
and to extricate myself from which more than surpassed my share 
of even Yankee shrewdness. I could not think of driving fourteen 
long miles back to my morning resting-place in the heat of that torrid 
sun, nor of going forward the twelve miles to my first stopping place 
on the Georgetown road; and yet, from all the information I could 
sain from the negro, these seemed the only conditions upon which 
horse or driver were ever again to meet with the proprieties of civil- 
ized existence. In utter despair I looked up to my informer, with 
a respect I had never bestowed upon tattered garments before, and 
asked : * Boy, what am I to do ? ' 

* Don' know, Massa I Neber see a carriage wid'out bucket afore I 
Don' know, Massa ! ' 

Though my informant had hitlicrto evidently been greatly 
amused at my perplexity, the despair of my countenance, or his 
pity for the jaded beast, now awakened his sympathies ; and after 
scratching his head — a manipulation which the negro invariably 
performs when he is in trouble — he suddenly rolled the whites of 
his great eyes up to me and said with quickness, ' Me tink now, 
Massa ! Me tink how Massa water he horse ! ' and plunging into 
the woods, presently returned with his hat filled with water. It 
was a capital thought, and the prom])titudc of its execution would 
have done honor to a Connecticut pedler. My dilemma was over ; 
the negro's hat of water was a goblet of ambrosia to my steed ; and 
the tattered son of Ham became in my eyes fair as a messenger of 
the gpds. 

Between the Ashly and Santee rivers, a distance of more than 
thirty miles, there are upon the main thoroughfare but three dwell- 
ing-houses. Upon the banks of the latter, one begins first to see 
something of the wealth of the Carolina rice-plantations. For 
many miles up and down the North and South Santee rivers, which 
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are here separated but a single mile, are cultivated those deep, rich 
bottoms, annually flowed and inexhaustible in resource, which are 
the glory of the State. The lordly owners of these manors pass 
the winter months in superintending the affairs of the homesteads, 
gathering about them all those luxuries which minister to ease and 
pleasure, of which none better understand the value, or select with 
more taste, than do these descendants of king Charles's cavaliers, 
and entering with a zeal and alacrity into those rural sports which 
are the zest and glory of a southern country life. Finer horsemen, 
more skilled marksmen, on the plain or in the forest, hardier frames 
for pugilistic feats, or a quicker eye and prompter hand for a game 
at fence, the world cannot produce. They are generally men also 
of liberal learning and generous dispositions ; frank, hospitable, and 
courteous ; and, bating a tithe of that hot-blood chivalry upon which 
they are too apt to pride themselves, noble and humane in all their 
impulses. 

One marks every where at the South the eminently kind relations 
which exist between master and servant. To every man born and 
bred upon the plantation, the negro seems essential, in a thousand 
respects with which a northerner can have no sympathy. I saw 
nothing of what we call prejudice against color in all my travels. 
In infancy the same nurse gives food and rest to her own child and 
to her master's ; in childhood the same eye watches and the same 
hand alternately caresses and corrects them ; they mingle their sports 
in boyhood ; and through youth up to manhood there are ties which 
link them to each other by an affinity that no time or circumstances 
can destroy. An illiterate, rough planter, who was by no means 
remarkable for the kindness he showed his servants, said to me one 
day : ' I travelled last summer all over Iowa territory, and I did n't 
see a nigger in two months. To be sure I felt kind o' badly, but it 
could n't be helped ; so I made the best of it, thinking all the time I 
should be home again bye and bye. Well, Sir, I got back again as 
far as Zanesville in 'Hio, where there was a gineral muster and a 
heap of people ; and pretty soon I heard a banjo ; thinks I, there *s 
some of our folks, I know ; and sure enough there was two niggers 
and a wench going it powerful ; and the way I went up to *em and 
got hold of their hands, and says I, * How are you, my good fellows ? 
how are you, girl?' and the way I shook and they shook, was a cau- 
tion to aboUtionists, I tell you ? ' 

Georgetown District is the wealthiest portion of the State ; but a 
more miserable collection of decayed wood domicils and filthy beer 
shops than are clustered together to make up the town, it would be 
difficult to find. Indeed, unlike the free States, the wealth of the 
South lies almost entirely in the country ; the towns, unless Charles- 
ton form an exception, being made up of artizans and traders. The 
historical associations of Georgetown District are of great interest ; 
and many of the localities, rendered famous by feats of valor during 
the war of our Revolution, are still pointed out. An old soldier, 
whom I met by accident at the ferry-house on the banks of the 
Pedee, conducted me to the spot where General Marion invited the 
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British officer to dinner — a scene immortalized by the pencil of 
White. Marion had long contended against the enemies of his 
country at fearful odds, and though the poverty and daily diminution 
of his troops were not known to the British, yet to himself, through 
the whole of the first campaign in South Carolina, they were 
sources of great disquietude and alarm. He managed, however, 
by celerity of movement and a perfect knowledge of the country to 
keep the enemy's forces in constant fear, and now and then to 
obtain over detached bodies of troops a signal victory. It was after 
one of these sudden dashes upon a foraging party whom the British 
colonel had sent into the country, in which Marion had been even 
more successful than usual, that an officer was sent to his camp 
with a flag of truce to propose an exchange of prisoners. Marion 
received him in the woods, negotiated the terms upon which the 
exchange should be made, passed the writings necessary for the 
purpose, and, after concluding all the preliminaries, invited the 
officer to dine with him. The invitation was accepted, and Marion, 
leading the way still farther into tlie forest, took his seat upon a 
log near which a watch-fire was burning, and invited the officer to 
do the same. Presently a negro appeared, and, raking open the 
ashes, uncovered a batch of roasted potatoes, which he presented 
upon a board, first to the stranger, and then to his master. No 
apologies were oflfered for the meagre fare, and after the dinner was 
over, the officer departed with his flag. It is said that upon regain- 
ing his own lines, he forthwith threw up his commission, on the 
ground that it was hopeless to contend with an enemy who 
required no shelter but that of the forest trees, and no food but 
roasted potatoes. 

As you advance inland from Georgetown, and begin to enter the 
cotton country, the scenery is completely changed. The huge live 
oaks, draperied with moss, the peculiar characteristic of the sickly low- 
lands, all disappear, and with them depart nearly all the evidences 
of wealth or taste or refinement Instead of princely mansions sur- 
rounded by old parks and highly cultivated plantations, one sees 
notliing but low, piazza'd domicils, in fields bare of vegetation, and 
the appendage of miserable hovels scuttered at short distances here 
and there for the field-hands. In the low country the rank growth 
upon the marshes aflbrds some comi)ensation for the want of green 
fields of grass ; but in the up country every shade of greenness is 
lost in the interminable red clay-fields which spread out every 
where around you. It was new to me that the upland grasses could 
not be cultivated below Virginia, but so it is. Every where, by the 
road side, in the court-yard, over the fenced fields, and in the forest, 
the bosom of mother earth is bared before you ; and to one accus- 
tomed to the green mantle with which she robes herself in New 
England, the sight is almost shocking. Equally so was another 
sight, with which, however, I soon became familiar, but which at 
the outset startled my sense of decency to a degree ; I refer to the 
nudity of the young negroes. Up to ten and eleven years of age, the 
colored children of both sexes run about entirely naked ; and in the 
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more secluded plantations they may be seen at even a later age, 
without a fig-leaf of covering to their jetty limbs. I beg my friends, 
tlie abolitionists, will not set this down as a new instance of the 
cruelty of the masters, as I had repeated and indubitable evidence 
of its being a habit of such determinate choice upon the part of the 
children, as to defy every effort to break it up. That it manifests 
the state of utter degradation to which the slaves are reduced, I do 
not deny ; for every where, in low-land and high-land, country and 
city, nothing is more evident than the mental and moral degradation 
of the negro. 

As the value of the lands and the wealth of the inhabitants 
decrease, while you journey toward the back country, so also does 
the intelligence of the people. I never met in my whole life with 
so many while persons who could neither read nor write, who had 
never taken a newspaper, who had never travelled fifty miles from 
home, or who had never been to the house of Gk)d, or heard a sen- 
tence read from his Holy Word, as I found in a single season in South 
Carolina. Like the inhabitants of Nineveh, many of them could 
not discern between the right hand and the left. What wonder 
then that the hosts of Yankee pedlers, until driven out by the sump- 
tuary laws, fattened upon the land I ' What do you think I gave for 
that?' asked an ignorant planter in Sumpter district, while pointing 
to a Connecticut wooden clock which stood upon a shelf in the comer 
of the room. * I do n't know,' was my answer ; * twenty dollars, or 
very likely twenty-five ! ' ' Twenty-Jive dollars, stranger I ' replied 
the planter ; ' why, what do you mean ? Come, guess fair, and I '11 
tell you true ! ' I answered again, that twenty-five dollars was a 
high price for such a clock, as I had often seen them sold for a quar- 
ter of that sum. The man was astonished. * Stranger,' said he, * I 
gave one hundred and forty-four dollars for that clock, and thought I 
got it cheap at that I Let me tell you how it was. * We had always 
used sun-dials hereabout, till twelve or fourteen years ago, wiien a 
man came along with clocks to sell. I thought at first I would n't 
buy one, but after haggling about the price for a while, he agreed to 
take sixteen dollars less than what he asked, fbr his selling price 
was one hundred and sixty dollars ; and as I had just sold my cotton 
at thirty-four cents, I concluded to strike the bargain. It 's a pow- 
erful clock, but I reckon I gave a heap of money for it I * 

In fact, during those years when the staples of Carolina sold for 
nearly thrice their intrinsic value, and wealth flowed in an uninter- 
rupted stream through every channel of industry, the plantations of 
the South became the legitimate plunder of Yankee shrewdness. 
It was no meeting of Greek with Greek in the contest of wits, but 
a perfect inrush of shrewd, disciplined tacticians in the art of 
knavery, upon a stupid and ignorant population. The whole coun- 
try was flooded with itinerant hawkers. There is scarcely an arti- 
cle in the whole range of home manufactures upon which fortunes 
were not made during those times of inflated prices of the southern 
staple products. Through th^ mountain passes of Buncombe county 
there flowed a stream of pedlers' carts, wagons, carry-alls, and 
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arks, which inundated the land. Indeed, so great at length became 
the evil, and so overmatched in the contest of wits were the plant- 
ers of the uplands, that the legislature passed laws forbidding a 
Yankee pedler to enter the State. 

It is this deplorable ignorance, which is prevalent over a large 
portion of South Carolina, that constitutes the most insuperable 
obstacle to the removal of slavery. Among the more wealthy and 
intelligent of the population, justcr sentiments prevail in regard to 
that great evil ; but their opinions and wishes are greatly overbal- 
anced by the masses of the middling classes. They, wedded to 
the customs of their fathers beyond all hope of improvement ; vege- 
tators upon the soil cleared and prepared by their ancestors ; igno- 
rant, idle, and overbearing ; driven by thriftless modes of agriculture, 
and the impoverishing system of slave-labor, to penurious economy, 
and scouting every suggestion of manual toil as servile and degrad- 
ing ; t/itfy compose the great barrier around the institution of negro 
servitude, which the tide of public sentiment never reaches, and 
which the advancing intelligence of other portions of the world 
cannot soon affect. To them, hedged in by the antiquated preju- 
dices of a barbarous age, alike unfitted to know and unwilling to 
receive the new truths of humanity and religion, the negro seems 
the connecting link between man and the brute. Of their own 
origin and destiny they know and care little ; of him who toils for 
them, less ; and it is vain to hope, until the States between them 
and the free people of the North shall have broken down the system 
which curses alike the owner and his soil, that the intelligence of an 
independent and virtuous people can ever reach them. 

In these Sketches, which are now brought to a close, I have 
endeavored to represent the condition of South Carolina as I saw it. 
Of slavery I have said what I believe, and of its white population 
what I know to be true. There, as elsewhere in a world tainted by 
evil, injustice too often embitters the cup of life. But it is not the 
slave only, bending to his irksome task, nor he who toils under the 
heat of a southern sky alone, who drains it to its dregs. The chalice 
is commended to the lips every where. And deeply has the writer 
drank, from the hands of those who profess to be guided by the 
divine precepts of Christ, banded as they were to subvert oppression 
and wrong in southern institutions, a draft of injustice more poisonous 
than the bitterest potion of slavery. 



TO PLEASURE. 

List a mortars gxiest, sweet Pleasure! 

Why so fleeting, answer, pray ? 
Lost as soon as found, thy treasure! 

None can thy dear presence stay. 

Thank thou Fate, she cried, whose minioDS, 

All the gods, love me alone ; 
Were I fashioned without pinions, 

Thay would keep me for their own ! w. p. p. 
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THE TRYSTINO HOUR 



BX ICBS. R. ■. MIOH01,a. 



Beside my casement's trailing' vines. 

By meditation led, 
I sit^ when Sleep his pinion waves 

Above each drooping head : 
When all the shadowy forms that haunt 

The bright abodes on high, 
Steal softly forth, in silvers* troops 

From chambers of the slcy. 



II. 



As down the midnight air they float 

Upon celestial cars, 
I turn roe to a steady light 

That gleams among tne stars ; 
A prophet- light it is to me, 

And shadowtii fortli the hour 
That calls my spirit there to meet 

A seraph in its bower. 

III. 

Beside my casement still / sit, 

When goes my fpirit forth, 
With waving pliime, and rustling wing, 

Up toward the blazing North : 
While solemnly the stars look down, 

And solemnly they seem 
To shed a fair and brilliant light 

On this, my waking dream. 

IT. 

And high each everlasting hill 

Lifts up its crowned head. 
Like some tall, stately cenotaph 

For nations of the dead ! 
The broad, blue river rolls as free 

As waters in that clime 
Which bends above these waves, that flow 

Like some subduing rhyme. 



Beside my casement's trailing vines 

The zephyr finds me still. 
When matin-hymns are gushing forth 

From bird, aiid bee, and rill ; 
For not until the morning star. 

That herald of the dawn. 
Has flashed upon the eastern skies, 

Are my sad eyes withdrawn. 

▼r. 

I weary of the brilliant day. 

The warm, sunshiny air. 
And cling unto the solemn night, 

When natiire kneels at praver ; 
For then my spirit wandera forth, 

With a resistless power, 
And, with its kindred spirit, holds 

The midnight Trysting-Hour. 
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THE QUOD CORRESPONDENCE. 



Il^arrs |l|ar0on. 
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In the same room which has been already described, in Harry 
Harson's dwelling, and in one of the stout, plethoiic chairs before 
mentioned as constituting a part of its furniture, and beneath the 
superintendence of the busy clock, and under the watchful eye of 
that respectable dog Spite, sat Jacob Rhoneland, with his elbow 
resting on the table, his cheek leaning on the palm of his hand, and 
his eyes half shaded by his long blanched locks, listening with deep 
anxiety to Harson, who occupied a chair opposite, and was speaking 
with an earnestness which showed that the subject on which he 
discoursed was one in which he felt no sUght interest. 

The manner of old Rhoneland would have attracted the notice of 
even a casual observer. He seemed restless and nervous ; and at 
times even frightened. Occasionally he smiled faintly, and shaking 
his head, half rose from his seat, but sat down, scarcely conscious 
of what he did ; and leaning his forehead on the palm of his hand, 
seemed to listen with breathless attention, as if dreading to lose a 
word of Harson's remarks, which were occasionally strengthened 
by his pressing his hand gently on Rhoneland*s, as it rested on the 
table. At last, Harson, in conclusion, said in an earnest tone : ' Now 
tell me, Jacob, on your honor, do you love her ? * 

' Do I love her ? * repeated Rhoneland ; * do I love my own little 
Kate, who slept in my arms when a child, and who, now that she 
has become quite a woman, and I am gray, and feeble, and broken 
down, still clings to me? Others found me a quemlous, trouble- 
some old man, and fell away from me ; but she never did. Do n*t 
ask me if I love her, Harry, do n't ask that again,' said he, shaking 
his head, and looking reproachfully at Harson. * Do I think of any 
one else, or care for any one else ? Dead and frosty as this old 
heart is, she has the whole of it ; and she deserves it ; God bless 
her ! God bless her ! It 's not a little matter that would make me 
forget Kate.* 

The old man raised his head ; and his eye lighted up with an 
expression of pride, as he thought of his child. It was transient, 
and as it passed off he seemed to be absorbed in deep thought ; and 
sat for some time with his eye resting on a small speck of blue sky 
which looked cheerily in at the open window. What strange things 
peopled those few moments of thought ; for each moment in the 
memory of the old is teeming with phantoms of hopes and dreams, 
which once crowded about them; familiar things, part of them- 
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selves, of their very being, but now melted into air; faded and 
gone, they cannot tell when or whither ; and of faces and forms long 
since shrouded in the tomb. And in the dim fancy of age, in faint 
whispers, speak voices whose tones are never to be heard again ; 
awakening old affections for those at rest, subdued indeed by time, 
but yet unextinguished, and slumbering in hidden corners of mem- 
ory, and appcahug to the heart of the living, and begging still to be 
cherished there. Rhoneland sighed as he turned his eyes from the 
window, and looked down at his withered hands. * They were not 
so when Kate was a child. He was far from young, even then, 
but not so old and shattered as now. Kate's mother was living too ; 
she was much younger than he was ; and he had hoped that she 
would have outlived him ; but he had followed her to the grave, and 
he was left alone with his little girl.' His lip quivered ; for he 
remembered her watchful kindness ; her patience ; the many marks 
of affection which had escaped her, showing that he was always 
uppermost in her thoughts ; and that amid all other occupations, she 
never forgot him. They were trifling indeed ; perhaps unnoticed at 
the time ; but he missed them when she was in her grave, and they 
came no more. She had begged him to cherish and guard their 
child when she should be gone, and there would be none to love 
her but him. Had he done so ? Ay I with heart and soul ; with 
heart and soul,' muttered he, rising and walking across the room, to 
conceal the working of his countenance, and the tears which started 
in his eyes. 

* Oh Harry I * said he, turning to Harson, * if you knew all, you 
would n't ask if I love Kate. She 's every tiling to me now. All 
are gone but her ; all — all I ' 

He returned, and seated himself, with a deep sigh. His lips 
moved as if he were speaking, though no sound escaped them ; but 
after a moment he said : ' It 's all that I can do for one who 's dead.* 

* I do believe that your child is dear to you, Jacob ; I never doubted 
it,* said Harson ; but there is another question which I must ask. 
* Have you observed her of late ? Have you noticed her drooping 
eye, her want of spirits, and failing strength ? ' 

Rhoneland moved restlessly in his chair, and then answered : ' No, 
no, Harry, you *re jesting. Kate's eye is bright, and her cheek full 
and round ; her step clastic and firm. I watch that., Harson. Oh ! 
Harry, you do n't dream how anxiously I watch her. Her life is 
mine ; licr heart's blood is my heart's Ijlood. She 's in no danger, 
no danger, Harry,* said he, taking Harson's hand between his, and 
looking ai>pealingly in his face. 'Is she in any danger? Don't 
deceive nie. Is any thiug the matter with her ? ' 

* No, not just now,' replied Harson. * But suppose you should see 
her becoming Ihin, and her looks and health failing ; and even though 
she should not die, suppose her young heart was heavy, and her 
happiness destroyed — and by you ? ' 

The old man looked at Harson with a troubled, wistful eye, as he 
said : * Well, Harry, well ; I 'm old — very old ; do n't trifle with me, 
I can't bear it. What do you mean ? Is Kate ill ? * 

VOL. XXII. 2 
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* No, not exactly il/* replied Harson, much at a loss how to intro- 
duce his subject * Suppose, in short, that she should fall in love, 
some day — for young girls tcill do these things — and suppose that 
the young fellow was a noble, frank-hearted boy, like — like Ned 
Somers, for instance — would you thwart her ? I only say suppose 
it to be Somers.' 

' Kate does n't think of these things,* said the old man, in a queru- 
lous tone. * She *s a child ; a mere child. It will be time enough 
to talk of them years hence. God help me I ' muttered he, pressing 
his hands together, *Can it be that she, my own little Kate, will 
desert me ? I 'II not believe it I She 's but a child, Harry ; only a 
child.' 

' Kate is nearly eighteen, Jacob,' replied Harson, * and quite a 
woman for her years. She 's beautiful, too. I pretend to no know- 
ledge of women's hearts, nor of the precise age at which they think 
of other things than their dolls; but were I a young fellow, and 
were such a girl as Kate Khoneland in my neighborhood, I should 
have been over head and ears in love, months ago.' 

Jacob Rhoncland folded his hands on the table, and leaned his 
head upon them, without speaking, until Harson said, after the lapse 
of some minutes, *Come, Jacob, what ails you?' 

Without making any reply to this question, Rhoneland sat up, and 
looking him full in the face, asked, in a sad tone : ' Do you think, 
Harry, that Kate, my own child, has turned her back upon me, and 
given her heart to a stranger ? And do you think that she will desert 
her father in his old age, and leave him to die alone ? ' 

'Come, come, Khoneland, this is too bad,' said Harson ; ' this is 
mere nonsense If the girl slwuJd happen to cast a kind glance at 
Ned, Ned 'a a fine fellow ; and if Ned should happen to think that 
Kate had not her equal among all whom he knew, he would be per- 
fectly right. And then if, in the course of time, they should hap- 
pen to carry matters farther, and get married, I do n't see why you 
should take it to heart, or should talk of desertion, and dying alone. 
I *ll warrant you Ned is not the man to induce a girl to abandon her 
friends. No, no ; he 's too true-hearted for that.' 

* Well, well,' said the old man, rising and gazing anxiously about 
hira, *God grant that it may never happen. It will be a sad day for 
me when it does. I 'd rather be in my grave. I cannot tell you all ; 
but if you knew what I do, perhaps you 'd think so too. Indeed 
yon would, Harry. There 's one who knows more about Somers 
than either you or I; much that's bad, t;rr^ bad. I can't tell his 
name.' 

' I know it already,' replied Harson : * Michael Rust.* 
' Ha I ' ejaculated Rhoneland, in a faint voice, his cheek growing 
ghastly pale ; * You know Michael Rust, do you ? ' 

' I know something of him, and but little in his favor. What he 
says against Somers is not worth thinking of Let him clear his 
own name. Perhaps he may be called on to do it some day, and 
may find it no easy matter. And now, my old friend,' said he, taking 
Bhoneiand by the hand, ' since we have spoken of this Rust, let 
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me caution you against him. Listen to no tales of his respecting 
Kate, or Ned, or any one else. Beware of all connection with him. 
Above all, give him no hold on yourself; for if you do, depend on it, 
you '11 rue it. I 've made inquiries about him ; and you may rest 
assured that I do not speak unadvisedly.' 

Rhoneland had risen to go ; but as Harson spoke he sank feebly 
in his chair, and buried his face in his hands, his long hair falling 
over them, and shrouding them and it from view ; but no sound of 
emotion escaped him ; although Harson could see that he trembled 
violently, and that there was a great internal struggle going on. At 
last he said : * It 's very hard, Harry, to feel, that you are in the power 
of a man who would not hesitate to sacrifice even vour life to his 
own ends ; and yet to know that it must be so ; that, hate and loathe 
as you tnay, your fate is linked with his, and that he and you must 
sink or swim together. But so it is, God help me I a poor, bewil- 
dered old man I Oh I Harry, could I but die, with none to molest 
me, or see me, but my own dear child ; with no one to haunt my 
death-bed, and torture me ; and threaten me and her ; and could I 
but know that when I am gone she at least will be happy, I 'd do it, 
Harrv, I 'd do it I Life is not to mc what it once was. It 's dull 
enough, now.* 

*And who is this who has such power over you ? ' inquired Har- 
son, placing his hand on his shoulder; 'Come, be frank with me, 
Jacob ; who is it ? Is it Michael Rust ? ' 

Rhoneland started up, looked suspiciously about the room, and 
said in a quick, husky voice : * Did I say it was Rust? I 'm sure I 
did not, Harry. Oh I no, not Rust. He 's a noble, generous fellow; 
so frank, and free, and bold. Oh I no, not Rust ; he 's my best 
friend. I would n't offend Rust, nor thwart him, nor cross his path, 
nor even look coldly on him. Oh I no, no, no I Do n't speak of 
him. I do n't like to talk of him. Let's speak of something else; 
of yourself, or Ned, or Kate — of Kate, my own dear little Kate. 
She's a noble girl, Harry, is she not? Ha! ha I OuU she is I' and 
the old man laughed faintly, drew a deep sigh, and turned abruptly 
away. 

* Harry,' said he, after a pause, * Will you make me a promise ? * 

* ]f it is one which a man may honestly keep, I will,' replied Harson. 

* When I am dead will you be a father to Kate ? — love her as I 
have loved her — no, no that you cannot — but love her you can, and 
will ; and above all,' said he, sinking his voice, * let no evil tales 
respecting her father be whispered in her ear; let her believe that 
he was all that was virtuous and good. It 's an honest fraud, Harry, 
a deceit without sin in it, and I know you '11 do it ; for when I 'm in 
my grave, her heart will be the last hold I shall have on earth. 
When the dead are swept from memory, too, the earth is lost to 
them indeed. Will you promise, Harry ? ' 

' I will,' said Harson ; ' as my own child, will I guard her from all 
harm.* 

* That 's all ; and now, God bless you ! I 've lingered here too 
long. Do n't forget your promise. I feel happier for it, even now.' 
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Jacob Rhoneland, however, was not doomed to reach his home in 
the same frame of mind in which he then was ; for he had not gone 
a great distance from Harson's house, when a voice whose tones 
sent the blood rushing to his heart, exclaimed : * Ha, Jacob I my old 
friend Jacob I It makes my heart dance to see you walking so 
briskly, as if old age and the cares of life left no mark upon you. 
You *re a happy man, Jacob/ 

Rhoneland started ; for in front of him, bowing, and smirking, and 
robbing his hands together, stood Michael Rust, his eyes glowing 
and glittering, with a glee that was perfectly startling. Rhone- 
land muttered something of its being a fine day, and of the 
pleasant weather, which had tempted him abroad, and then stopped 
abruptly. 

' You acted unwisely, my friend, very unwisely, in being from 
home at such a moment,' said Rust, * for I just came from there ; and 
such doings, Jacob I such plots I such contrivances I such intrigues, 
and love-making, and billing, and cooing, and whispering I and such 
conspiracies against old dad ! Not that I believe little Kate has any 
thing to do with it. Oh, no I but she 's young, and Ned Somers 
is — no matter what. J know what he is; and others know too. 
But I never make mischief, nor meddle. J say nothing against him. 
No ! he *s a noble fellow — very noble ; so open and candid I Ha ! 
ha ! ha ! I hope you won't go to your house some day and find your 
daughter flown, and with him; and I hope if it is with him, that it 
will be to the church ; that 's all — that 's all. Good-bye, Jacob ; 
I *m in a vast hurry,' said he, bustling ofl^ as if recollecting some 
important engagement. * Dear me I I 've lost a world of time. 
Good-bye, good-bye. If you should happen to get home soon, you '11 
surprise them both.' 

As he went off. he turned back, and muttered to himself: * I've 
sown the seeds of suspicion in his heart against his own child. Let 
him hate her, if needs be ; and let him think her the vilest of the 
vile. It will favor my ends.' 

The old man stood for a long time where Rust had left him, with 
his hands clasped, looking about him with a bewildered air. He 
seemed like one stunned by some heavy and overpowering blow. 
Ho took one or two steps, tottering as he went, and then leaned 
feebly against a house. The words * my child I my child I ' once or 
twice escaped him, in a low, moaning tone ; he passed his fingers 
over the buttons of his coat, unconsciously twitching and jerking 
them ; he looked on the pavement, and seemed endeavoring to 
regain some train of thought which had passed through his mind ; 
and then shaking his head, as if disappointed at his want of suc- 
cess, scarcely knowing what he did, he commenced counting the 
cracks in the bricks. A few small stones were lying on the side- 
walk, and he went to them, and idly kicked them off, one by one : 
his thoughts wandered from one subject to another, until he began 
to watch the smoke, as it escaped from the chimneys of the houses 
6pposite. Some was dark and brown, and some blue and bright, 
and circled upward, until it and the sky became one ; while the 
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other floated ofli a dark lowering mass, as long as he could see it 
People were passing in various directions ; and he wondered whither 
they were going, and how many there were ; he commenced count- 
ing them ; he made a mistake ; he had got to twenty, when three 
or four passed together ; so he wiped the score from his memory, 
and commenced afresh. At last a man jostled him, as he stood, and 
told him to get out of the way, and not to occupy the whole walk. 
This recalled him to himself; and he set out for home. As he went 
on, the recollection of what Rust had told him again crossed his 
mind ; and his feeling of indifference gave place to one of fierce 
excitement. With his teeth hard set, his eyes flashing fire, his long 
hair streaming in the wind, his step rapid, yet tottering and irregular, 
and with an expression of bitter anger mingled with intense mental 
anguish on every line of his face, he bent his steps toward his own 
hoiTse. It was a bright day, and the warm sunshine was sleeping 
on roof and wall ; on cellar and house-top, warming many a sad 
heart ; lighting up many a heavy eye, and calling forth all that is 
happy and joyous in earth and man. Strange was it I that under 
such a sky, with such a glad world about him, an old man, hanging 
over the grave, should dare to utter curses and imprecations against 
his fellow man. Yet such was the tenor of his words : 

•Curses on them I curses on them I * muttered he ; ' the false ones ! 
When I was striving like a very beast of burden, yielding body and 
soul to torments, for her sake, to play me false ! It was bitter, but 
it was human. Whenever troubles thicken about a man ; when he 
is blighted and crushed to the earth ; when his heart is bruised and 
bleeding, and yearns for the love and sympathy of those about him ; 
when a mild word, a kind look, are of more worth than gold or jew- 
els, then friends drop off! Suffering and trouble drive off* friends, 
like a pestilence. I was in drivelling dotage, to think that she would 
be aught else than the rest of them. What though I did give her 
life, and fondle her on my knee in infancy ; and hang over her when 
she slept ; and pray, come what might to me, that she might be 
happy ? What though I did cherish and protect her, and love her, 
when this old heart was warped against all the rest of the world, 
until every fibre of it was entwined with hers ; until every thought 
was for her ; and how I should plot, and plan, and contrive to pre- 
serve the accumulations of a hard life, so that when the earth cov- 
ered me, she might live luxuriously, and think kindly of me ? What 
though I did all this ? I became in her way ; for I had gold, and 
she wanted it I That *s it I Oh I what a fool I was,* continued 
he, bitterly, * to imagine that she would prove tme, when all others 
have proved false ; and that gratitude would bind her to me, so that 
when I should become decrepid, and so that I could not totter about, 
but must mope out the remnant of my life, like a chained prisoner, 
that she would be near me, with her bright face and cheerful voice ; 
and would cheer me up ; and would tell me that I had watched over 
her childhood ; and that she loved me for it. Happy dreams they 
were ! ' said he, mournfully ; * happy dreams ! Ah, Kate ! my own 
little child ! you should not have forgotten your old father ; indeed 
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you should not But no, no I * he added, checking himself, ' it could 
not have been her ; I '11 not believe it It was not her — poor child ; 
she never did harm in her life. She was always good tempered, 
and kind, and patient I have tried her patience sadly. As my fac- 
ulties desert me, and my mind becomes feebler, I grow more and 
more peevish, and I want her more and more. Oh, no ! she must 
not leave me — she must not I '11 go to her, and kneel to her, and 

J>ray to her not to turn me off. I am too old now to find a new 
hend. 1*11 beg her to stay with me until I die. I'll not live long, 
now, to trouble her; and perhaps she will bear with me till then; 
she must not go ; oh, no I she must not Go* muttered he, his mood 
changing, and his eyes beginning to flash ; * go where ? with Somers ? 
with Somers ! Can it be that he has been all this while scheming 
to rob me of her ? Go with Somers ? with Ned Somers ? He said 
he hoped it would be to the church. What did he mean ? what 
could he mean ? But I '11 soon know,' said he, hiurrying on ; * I '11 
soon know ! ' 

Impetuous the old man had always been, though age had in a great 
measure subdued his spirit; but now the recollection of Rust's 
words lashed him into fury ; and when he reached his house, he 
dashed into it without pausing to reflect what he should say, or how 
he should act He flung the door open ; and, as if to justify the 
very tale of Michael Rust, there stood Kate, with her hand in Ned's, 
and her head resting against his shoulder. 

' Ha ! ha ! taken ! taken ! ' shouted the old man, with a kind of 
frenzied glee ; * taken in the very act I Plotting treason I plotting 
treason I It was a glorious conspiracy, was it not, Ned Somers ? to 
steal into a man's house, and, under the garb of friendship, to 
endeavor to wean away his child, and to carry her off? Oh I how 
some men can fawn I what open, frank faces they can have I how 
they can talk of love, and honor, and generosity I what friendly 
smiles they can wear I And yet, Ned, these very men are lying, and 
all the while the Devil is throned in their hearts, and sits grinning 
there I ' 

Somers stared at him in undisguised astonishment ; for he was 
fully convinced that the old man had lost his reason ; and under that 
impression he placed himself between him and Kate, lest in his 
fury he should injure her. 

This movement did not escape Rhoneland. *GrOod God I' said 
he, mising his clasped hands to heaven, * he already keeps me from 
my child I Shall this be ? Out of my house I out of my house 1 * 
shouted he, advancing toward him, and shaking his fist 

' Never,' retiurned Somers, * until I am convinced that you will not 
harm your daughter.* 

'/ harm her I I harm her I * repeated Rhoneland. ' God of heaven I 
what black-hearted villains there are I The very man who would 
by false oaths and protestations decoy her from her own hearth, and 
when she had deserted all for him, would cast her off, a branded 
thing, without name or fame, he, he talks of protecting her from her 
own father ! No, no, Ned Somers,* he said, in a voice of bitter calm- 
ness, ' you may go ; I '11 not haim her.' 
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His words had given Somers a clue to the cause of his conduct ; 
and pale as death, but with a calm face, he said, * Will you hear me, 
^Ir. Rhoneland?' 

* Hear you I Have I not heard you and believed you ? Ay, I 
have, I was in my dotage ; and you too, Kate, you listened and 
believed, did you not ? Ah I girl, girl ! a serpent charmed in Eden I 
But it *s past now. I *11 love you, Kate, though he do not. They 
said that gold was my Gfod. They said that for gold I would barter 
every thing ; but they did n't know me. He told you so too, Kate, 
did he not? — he told you that I 'd sell you for that. He whispered 
tales of your father in your ear, until you became a renegade at 
heart ; and yon, my own child, plotted with a stranger to desert your 
home. He told you that he loved you ; and would make you his 
wife ; did he not ? Poor child ! poor child ! God help her ! she 
knows no better I Ned Somers,* said he, turning to the young man, 
' you must leave this house, and come here no more. My daughter 
is all I have to liind me to life, and I cannot spare her. You must 
go elsewhere to spread your web. For your vile designs upon her, 
may God forgive you — I never will I ' 

'Jacob Rhoneland,' said Somers, * I have borne more from you 
than I would have taken from any other man. You are not now in 
a state to listen to reason, nor perhaps am I able just now to offer 
it ; but you have said tJiat of me which I should be false to myself 
not to answer ; and which I declare to be utterly untrue. I do love 
yoiur daughter ; and love her well and honestly ; and I would like to 
see the man, excepting yourself, who dare say otherwise. Some 
one has been lying to you ; and can I but find him out, he shall jiay 
for it You, Kate, do n't believe it ? ' said he, turning to the girl, 
who stood by, with blanclicd cheek, and the tears in her eyes. 

* No, no, Ned ; I do not ; nor will father, when he *s calm,* said 
she, taking the old man's hand. ' Some person has been slandering 
you to him ; but he '11 get over it soon.' 

Rhoneland drew his hand hastily from her, and turning to Ned, 
said : * Leave the house ! I have already told you to do so. Will 
you wait until you are thrust from it ? Begone, I say I * 

'Go, go, Ned, for my sake I ' exclaimed Kate, pushing him toward 
the door. ' He '11 never be right while you are here. Go, dear Ned, go.' 

* I can't go before I 've told your father how matters stand.* 

' No matter for that now,* said Kate, earnestly ; ? I *11 make all 
right ; go, go I * 

Half pushing, half persuading him, she finally induced him to 
leave the house. 

* Friend Ned seems in a hurry,* said a voice in his ear, when he 
had gone but a hundred yards. * Has sweet little Kate been unkind ? 
Has she told you that she loved Michael Rust ? Ha ! ha I Or has 
old dad been crabbed ? Ha I ha I A queer old boy that dad of 
hers, Ned ; a queer old fellow ; full of freaks I Do you know he 
hinted to me that he thought you had an eye on Kate, and wanted 
to run off with her ? Was n't that a good one, Ned ? Ha I ha ! It 
makes me laugh to think of it He did n't know that Michael Rust 
was the fellow ; that he was the one to guard against' 
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* I believe you/ said Ned, bitterly ; * I believe that Michael Rust 
is the one to guard against ; and Jacob Rhoneland will find it out 
some day/ 

' To be sure he will, to be sure he will ! * said Rust. ' Yet the old 
fellow was afraid of you ; you Ned, you ! He even hinted that yoiur 
purposes were not honest. Some kind friend had been at work and 
filled his head with queer tales about you. And all the time he 
did 'nt dream of me ; and did n't know that it was me that Kate was 
dying for. He '11 find me his son-in-law yet, some day. I wish you 
would keep away from his house, Ned. To tell the truth, I *m jeal- 
ous of you. For in confidence, Ned, I do believe that Kate is a little 
of a coquette at heart ; and I have often said to myself : * Although 
I see nothing particularly kind in her manner to Somers, who knows 
what it may be when they 're alone ? I 'm sure there *s nothing in 
her actions, when others are present, to betmy how kind and coax- 
ing she is to me when we are alone. Ah I Ned ; she is all tender- 
ness in our moments of privacy. The last time I saw her she said 
that she respected you, but swore that she did not care the snap of 
a finger for you. God bless her for that I how happy it made me ! 
how charming she looked I Ah ! she 's an angel I upon my soul I 
must go back and kiss her ! ' 

Somers, chafing with fury at being thus beset, had walked on 
with a rapid step, while Rust kept pace with him, hissing his words 
in his ear ; but as he uttered the last sentence. Rust turned away. 
As he did so, Somers caught him by the collar, and drawing him 
close to him, said : 

* Michael Rust, I believe that every word you have just uttered is 
false, and a vile slander against as noble a girl as ever lived. I will 
not punish you as you deserve, because ]ipromised Kate Rhoneland 
that I would not ; but before you go let me tell you this : A greater 
liar and villain than yourself, never walked. Things are oozing out 
about you, which will make this city ring with your infamy. 
Tongues which have been tied by gold have found fear more pow- 
erful, and have spoken ; and there are those tracking out Michael 
Rusi^s course, for the last few years, who will not let him rest till 
they have run him down. You 're fond of figures of speech ; there 's 
one. Now go and kiss Kate Rhoneland, with what satisfaction you 
may!' 

He flung him from him ; and, without looking at him, tiurned ofi* 
in a by street. 



OBArrVR TSKTIX. 



The few words uttered by Somers, as he flung his tormentor 
from him, threw Michael Rust into a fit of profound abstraction. 
Pondering over his schemes, and wondering which particular one 
was about to fail ; and yet so confident in his own sagacity and 
clear-sightedness, that he felt disposed to think failure impossible ; 
he took his way to his own house. There, assuming the same cos- 
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tume which he usually wore when in his office, and which, in age, 
certainly added ten years to his appearance, he locked the door of 
his room, put the key in his pocket, and sallied into the street. 

* If what he said be true,* muttered he, * there must be a traitor. 
Him I can put my finger on ; and first of all, him will I punish ; 
and now, for a trial of that new animal Komicker. Bah ! ' 

Had Mr. Komicker overheard this allusion to himself, it is scarcely 
probable that his gratification would have been extreme ; for admit- 
ting himself and all the rest of the human race, zoologically speak- 
ing, to be animals ; even then, there was much in the tone of 
Michael Rust to indicate that Mr. Komicker belonged to a genus 
distinct from and inferior to the human species in general ; and this 
was a position against which there is little doubt that Mr. Komicker 
would have contended manfully. Without pausing to reflect upon 
the justice or injustice of his observation, and in truth forgetting 
that he had made it. Rust took the shortest route to his office, 
whither, to explain what will follow, it may not be amiss to precede 
him. 

From the day on which he had taken Komicker into his service, 
he had not been at his office, nor had he met his new clerk, or seen 
him, or heard from him. In truth, many other matters pressing 
upon him, prevented his calHng there ; and although he did not 
forget that Komicker was almost a stranger to him, for he forgot 
nothing, yet knowing that he could do no harm where he wa^, and 
that there was httle to embezzle or steal, except the door-key, he in 
a great measure dismissed him from his thoughts, until he required 
his services. Although this matter dwelt thus lightly on the mind 
of Rust, it was the source of much profound thought and intense 
abstraction on the part of Komicker. He had endeavored to learn 
something respecting Rust ; and even formed an intimacy with * the 
desperadoes,* for that purpose ; and what little he learned there 
certainly did not make him more at ease ; for even the most des- 
perate of tkem shook his head, and gave him a friendly caution 
' to look sharp ; * at the same time adding, though in less refined 
language, that Rust was * a small colored man, but hard to masti- 
cate.* It was observed, however, that by degrees Mr. Komicker** 
abstraction grew less and less, and his spirits rose. At times, 
unnatural sounds, such as loud laughter, and even songs, were 
heard to emanate from Rust's hitherto silent room ; and in the dusk 
of the evening, dim figures were seen skulking to and from it; and 
in the day time, shabby-genteel men loitered carelessly through the 
entry, and after listening at the key-hole, gave a. shrill whistle, 
which being answered from within, they dove into the room, and 
disappeared. At times, too, the chnking of knives and fo^ks against 
crockery was heard from within ; and on such occasions, the phan- 
tom of the small boy with a white cap on his head was seen to flit 
up and down the stairs, with a dish in his hand, or a bottle under 
his arm, always vanishing at Rust's office, or disappearing in the 
bowels of the refectory below. 

But notwithstanding all these symptoms of returning vivacity, 
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Mr. Komicker's mind was far from tranquil on the subject of the 
mystery of his present situation. 

' Fallen into the toils of a little old man/ said he to himself, as he 
sat, on the morning on which we open this chapter, in front of the 
fire, with his legs stretched at full length in front of him ; the toe of 
one foot, supporting the heel of the other ; of a little old man, with 
a red handkerchief tied round his head, a broad brimmed hat on the 
top of that, and a camblet cloak over his shoulders. ' It 's too deep 
for me. I can't fathom it. The victim of a hideous cx)mpact, 
whereby I am decoyed into his service, to sit in a room eight feet 
by twelve, on a chair without a cushion, a yellow wooden chair, 
with four legs, and a back made of the most uneasy kind of timber, 
probably lignum-vitae, and yet with no cushion ; to wait for people 
who never come, eat without drinking, and submit to divers other 
small inconveniences ; such as bringing up coal in a pail without a 
handle ; kindling my own fire with damp wood, and snuffing six- 
penny dips with a pair of tongs, one of whose feet is absent 
There *s something very mysterious about it — very. All I hope is, 
that this Mr. Rust is not the 'Old Boy/ That 's all. I do n't wish 
to speak disrespectfully of him : but I do sincerely hope, for his own 
•ake, that he is n*t the * Old Boy.* It would be bad for him, if he 
was. As for myself,' said he, drawing out his snuff-box, and snuff- 
ing with great absence of mind, ' it makes no difference ; I 'm used 
to it. I 've been brought up in trying circumstances. I slept in a 
grocery sand-bin on the north comer of a street for a week. Not 
such a bad place either, in warm weather ; but I was ousted by a 
tipsy gentleman, whom I found there one night The tipsy gentle- 
man was sick, too ; and when tipsy gentlemen get sick, most people 
know what follows. The place was untenantable afterward. But 
that was nothing to this; positively nothing. I knew what I was 
about then; now I do n't I never met but one case in point with 
mine. It was that of the fellow who fell into the clutches of forty 
unknown women, and remained with them, feasted with them, and 
all that — they paying the shot, as in my case — until one morning 
they all came weeping, and wailing, and gnashing their teeth, to 
tell him that they were off by the firet boat ; and that he must stay 
there until they came back, and might do whatever he liked, and go 
wherever he chose, except into the stable. There 's no stable here, 
but I'm restricted in liquors; that carries out the simile. The 
house-keeper handed him the keys, and he went jingUng about, for 
forty days, with the keys hanging at his button-hole ; his hands in 
his breeches pockets, whistling and yawning ; locking and unlock- 
ing doors, and smelling flowers ; eating apples, and pea-nuts, I sup- 
pose, although they were not specially mentioned, and poking his 
nose into all the odd corners. There the simile fits again ; only it 's 
soon got through with here, seeing that there *s only under the table 
and up the chimney to look, and I 've done both. No matter ; that 
chap wound up by having an eye knocked out; and I hope the 
joke won't be carried so far with me.' 

Mr. KomickedT cut short his reflections and remarks ; and sitting 
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upright, pnlled up his vest, and felt in the neighborhood of his 
watch-pocket Suddenly recollecting, however, that he had left the 
article which belonged there in the safe-keeping of a friend, who, 
with a kindness worthy of all praise, not only took charge of it for 
him, but actually paid for the privilege of doing so ; he pulled down 
his vest and said, ' he supposed that it was all right, and that they 
would be here presently.' If his last remark applied to guests 
whom he expected, he was apparently correct in his surmise ; for 
he hod scarcely uttered it, when there was a single sharp knock at 
the door. 

' Who 's there ? * demanded he, without starting. 

* Open the door I ' replied a voice from without. 

' It is n't locked,' said Komicker ; and it might have been observed 
that there was a remarkable abatement of furnmess in the tone of 
his reply. 

In pursuance of this hint, the door opened, and in walked Michael 
Rust! 

Mr. Komicker, in the course of his checkered existence, hod fre- 
quently found himself in positions in which he was taken dreadfully 
aback ; but it is doubtful whether he had ever detected himself in a 
situation which threw him into a state of such utter and helpless 
consternation as his present one; for, relying on the continued 
absence of his employer, he had that day invited four particular 
friends ' to drop into the office,' and, as he had carelessly observed, 
' to take pot-luck with him — a trifle or so ; any thing that should turn 
up.' This was the very hour ; and here was Rust 

He made an unsuccessful effort to welcome his visiter. He got 
up, muttered something about * unexpected pleasure,* looked vacantly 
round the room; rubbed his hands one over the other; made an 
attempt to smile, which terminated in a convulsive twitching of his 
lips ; and finally sat down, with his intellect completely bewildered, 
and without having succeeded in any thing, except exciting the sur- 
prise and suspicion of Rust 

* There 'U be hell to pay I * said he, communing with his o\wi 
thoughts, * there positively trill; I know it ; I see it, I feel it ; I 'm 
done up ; no hope for me ! There comes one of them,' thought he, 
as a step deliberately ascended the stair ; but it passed to the flight 
above. There was some relief in that ; but it was only a respite. 
Come they must! He wrung his hands, snufled spasmodically, 
returned ^e box to his pocket, and took it out again instantly. 
' What shall I do? what shall I do? what the Devil shall I do?' 
exclaimed he, mentally. 

Rust had spoken to him three times, but he had not heard a 
word. * This is all very strange,' muttered Rust, looking about the 
room as if to seek some explanation. The first thing which 
attracted his attention was the fact that the two chairs which he 
had left in the office had by some odd process of multiplication 
increased to six. 

' There are six chairs here,' said he, addressing his clerk, in a 
stem tone ; * where did they come from ? Who are they for ? ' 



20 The Quod Correspondence. [July, 

Mr. Komicker looked round, and smiled helplessly. ' Six ? Oh, 
ay ; one, two, three, four, five — six. So there are six/ said he. 

•Well?' 

' Well ; oh, well ? Oh, yes, quite well, I thank you ; very well,' 
said Mr. Komicker, whose ideas were rapidly becoming of a very 
composite order, and who caught only the monosyllable, without 
exactly taking in its meaning. 

*I'm afraid that Mr. Komicker is lonely in the absence of his 
friend Michael Rust,' said Rust, with his usual sneer ; ' that he finds 
this dull, dingy room too dreary for him ; and has invited six chairs 
to keep him company, and cheer up his spirits.' 

Komicker made no reply ; he could not, for he was stupefied by 
hearing another step ascending the stairs. This time it paused at 
the door, as if the visiter were adjusting his collar, and pulling down 
his wristbands; after which, a thinnish gentleman, dressed in a 
green coat, with wide skirts ; white at the elbows, and polished at 
Sie collar, and pantaloons tightly strapped down, gray and glisten- 
ing at the knees, and not a little torn at the pockets, sauntered care- 
lessly in. 

'Servant, Sir; servant. Sir;' said he, nodding to Rust, at the 
same time, advancing with a familiar air, and swinging in his hand 
a particularly dingy handkerchief * This, I suppose, is one of us. 
He 's an old chip ; but he may be come of a prime block.' The 
latter part of this remark was addressed to Komicker ; and termina- 
ted with a request, that he would *do the genteel, and present 
him to his friend.' Komicker, however, sat stock-still, looking in 
the grate, and evincing no signs of life, except by breathing rather 
hard. 

' Ha I ha I Ned 's gone again — brown study I ' said the gentleman, 
winking at Rust, touching his own forehead, and at the same time 
extending his hand. * It 's his way. I suppose you 're one of our 
social UtUe dinner-party to-day ? * 

* Yes, oh, yes I * said Rust, quietly ; for these words, and the six 
chairs, afibrded an immediate solution of his difficulties. ' I dropped 
in ; and being intimate with Ned, thbught I 'd stop.' 

' So I supposed,' said the other. * As Ned tpon't, I tcill My 
name 's Sludge, Mr. Thomas Sludge,' said he, extending his hand 
to Rust ' Happy to make your acquaintance. Your name 
is — eh? eh?' 

' Quite a common one ; Smith ; Mr. Smith,* replied Rust. 

*Ha! ha! you're joking; but no — you don*t belong to that 
numerous family, though, do you? Eh? well; I thought from the 
cut of your eye, that you were an old quiz, and supposed, of course, 
you were joking.' 

At the announcement of the name, Komicker looked round with 
a vague hope that he might have been mistaken ; and that it was 
not Michael Rust who had thus intemipted his plans ; but there he 
stood. * He 's a dreadful reality ! ' thought he, shaking his head. 
•He's no Smith. He's Michael Rust. God knows what he's 
going to do, I don't. If they come, I pity Uiem. That's all I can 
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do for them; but it*s their affair; they must tmst to their own 
resources, and the care of an ovemiling Providence. I suppose 
they '11 survive it. If they do n't, Rust will have to bury them.* 

He was too much overwhelmed by what had already occurred, 
and by what was to come, to attempt to extricate himself from his 
difficulties. They had fallen upon him with a weight which was 
insupportable ; and now, a ton or two more would make but little 
difference. They might mash him flat if they chose ; he should not 
resist them. 

In the mean time. Rust and Sludge became exceedingly socia- 
ble. They conversed on all topics, cracked their jokes, and were 
exceedingly merry on the subject of Kornicker and his employee, 
and of the tricks which were played upon that respectable per- 
sonage. 

' Ha I ha !' said Mr. Sludge, 'would n't he kick up a rumpus if he 
did but know what was going on here ? The very idea of Rust 
arriving at this stage of ^owledge, seemed so absurd that they 
laughed until the room rang. 

It was not long before their number was increased by the addi- 
tion of a short, square-built gentleman, with round cheeks and green 
spectacles, who was introduced by Mr. Sludge as * Mr. Steekup, 
one of us.* He was followed by a thin fellow in elderly attire, and 
with a very red nose. This latter person w£is supported by a friend 
with very large whiskers, and a shaggy great-coat with huge pock- 
ets. The first of these two was presented as Mr. Gunter, and the 
last as Mr. Buzby. Each of these gentlemen, as they respectively 
entered, went up to Kornicker, and slapped him on the shoulder, at 
the same time saluting him with the appellation of * my tulip,* or 
' my old buck,* or * my sodger,* or some other epithet of an equally 
friendly character; to all of which they received not a word in 
reply. But though Komicker's bodily functions were suspended, 
his thoughts were wonderfully busy. 

He felt that he was done for ; completely, irremediably done for. 
Ho had an earnest wish, coupled with a hope, a very faint hope ; a 
hope so vague and indefinable that it seemed but the phantom of 
one ; that his guests would be suddenly seized with convulsions of 
an aggravated character, and die on the spot, or jump out of the 
window, or bolt up the chimney, or cut each other's throats, or melt 
into air. He did not care what, or which, or how, or when, or 
where. All his thoughts and wishes tended to one particular end ; 
that was, their abrupt departure, in some sudden and decisive man- 
ner. But they evinced no disposition to avail themselves of either 
means of getting out of his way, of which he left them so liberal a 
choice. And to increase his misery, amidst them all sat Rust, with 
his head bound in his red silk handkerchief, bowing and smirking, 
and passing himself off as one of themselves ; drawing out their 
secrets, ana quizzing old Rust, and occasionally casting on his clerk 
an eye that seemed red-hot; cracking double-sided jokes, which 
made them laugh, and took the skin off him ; and calling him ' Ned,* 
and asking why he was dull, and why he didn't make himself at 
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home as he did ; and whether he did nH think that old Rust would 
make * a flare up/ if he should happen to drop in ; and why he 
did n't ask old Rust to his dinners sometimes ; and all in so pleasant 
a tone, that the guests swore he was a diamond of the first water, 
and Mr. Sludge hugged him on the spot 

Mr. Komicker wondered if he was not dreaming ; and whether 
Rust was in reality there, and whether he himself was not sitting 
in front of the fire sound asleep. It would be pleasant to wake up 
and find it so ; but no, it could not be ; people in dreams did n*t 
laugh like these fellows. How could they laugh as they did, when 
he was in such a state ! How little they understood the game that 
was going on ! How they *d alter their tone, if they did I It was 
ridiculous ; it was exceedingly ridiculous. He ought to laugh ; he 
felt that he ought ; but he would n't yet ; the dinner was to come, 
and perhaps he might t/ien ; he did n't know ; he could n't say ; 
he *d see about it Hark ! There was a thump against the wall 
below, and a jingling of spoons, and knives and forks, against 
crockery. Now for it ! Another thump ; another, accompanied by 
another jingle. He wondered whether the boy had spilt the gravy. 
He hoped he had n't ; but supposed he had. It made no difference. 
He wondered whether he 'd brought the brandy ; supposed he had ; 
of course he had. It only wanted that to damn him ! and of course 
he would be d — d. He always had been, and always would be ; it 
was his luck. The person who was bringing the dinner stumbled 
again ; but he did n't fall. ' No such good luck ! If he had fallen, 
if he only had fallen, and broke his neck, or smashed the dinner, or 
any thing, to prevent his reaching that door ; but no ; he was too 
sure-footed for that; any other boy would have done so; but he 
did n't. He reached the door, and saluted it with a hearty kick ; at 
the same time informing the company that if they were hungry, he 
rather guessed they *d better open it, as his hands were full. Kor- 
nicker thought that his hands were full too ; and even had a faint 
idea of laughing at this play upon words ; but the inclination passed 
ofi* without his doing so. Michael Rust opened the door, and the 
boy came in. Kornickcr knew it. He neither looked round nor 
moved ; in fact, he closed his eyes ; yet he knew it — he felt it. He 
had an innate perception that the boy was there, within three feet 
of him, bearing in his hands a lEirge tray, with dishes, and a brandy 
bottle on it And now the clattering commenced ; and he was con- 
scious that the boy was setting the table. What would be the end 
of all this ; what could be ? After all, Michael Rust might be a jolly 
fellow, and he had n't found it out ; and perhaps he wanted to make 
him at home, and keep up the joke, to save his feelings. He would 
be glad to think so ; but he did n't ; no, no, he was certain that there 
was some devil's play going on.' 

The only person who seemed fully to appreciate his situation 
was the boy from the refectory, who, with tlie instinct peculiar to 
boys of that class, had detected it on the spot ; and abruptly placing 
a dish on the table, retired to a comer, with his face to the wall, 
where he laughed violently in private. A warning look from Rust 
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put a stop to his mirth ; nor did he again indulge it, until the table 
being set, and being informed that the guests were not proud, and 
could wait on themselves, he retreated to the entry, where he 
became exceedingly hilarious. 

* Come Ned, my boy, be seated,* said Rust, going up to Komicker, 
and slapping him on the shoulder. ' Wake up ; you know we must 
be merry sometimes ; and when could there be a better opportunity 
than when that old fool Rust is away ? He '11 never find it out 
Oh, no ; come, come.' 

Komicker made a faint efibrt to decline ; but a look from Rust 
decided him, and he rose, went to the table, and mechanically 
seated himself in the lap of Mr. Sludge, who reminded him that he 
was not a chair, but that there was an article of that description 
vacant at his side. Komicker smiled feebly, bowed abstractedly, 
and took a seat He could not eat He attempted to sip a little 
brandy, but choked in swallowing it The dinner, however, went 
on merrily. The knives and forks clattered against the plates ; the 
roast beef grew smaller and smaller ; the vegetables skipped down 
the throats of the guests as if by magic ; and the bottle knew no 
rest In fact, the only article on the table which stood its ground, 
was a sturdy old Dutchman in a cocked-hat, who had been meta- 
morphosed into a stone pitcher ; and sat there, with his stomach 
filled with cold water, and his hands clasped over it Lord I how 
merry they were ! And as the dinner went on, and the bottle grew 
low, and another was called for by Rust, how uproarious they 
became ! How they sang, and howled, and hooted I What a din 
they created in the building I By degrees the entry became filled 
with the 'desperadoes' from the upper stories, who, attracted by 
doings kindred to their own, accumulated there in a mass, and 
enlivened the performances, by howling through the key-hole, and 
echoing all the other cries, from the bottom of their lungs. But 
loudest and merriest, and as it appeared to Komicker, most diaboli- 
cal of all, was Michael Rust ; helping every one ; passing the 
bottle, and laughing, and yet constantly at work, endeavoring to 
worm out of his companions something against Komicker which 
might render him amenable to the law, and which he might hold 
over his head ; a rod to bend him to his purposes, should he ever 
prove refractory. 

As the dinner advanced, and the bottle declined, the guests grew 
humorous. Mr. Buzby in particular, who after several unsuccessful 
efforts succeeded in describing the painful situation of a pig, in 
whose ear a dog was whispering some confidential communication. 
He also attempted to imitate the remonstrating scream of the 
animal ; but failed, owing to his utterance having become somewhat 
thick. Mr. Gunter then rose to offer thanks to Mr. Komicker ; but 
sat down on discovering that Mr. Buzby was terminating his com-' 
munication by an address of a similar character; and that Mr. 
Steekup was engaged in restraining Mr. Sludge, who was bent on 
performing cm intricate hornpipe on the table, which he guaranteed 
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to do without breaking a plate or discomposing a glass ; but which 
Mr. Steekup resisted, being of opinion that his guarantee was but 
doubtful security. Mr. Sludge, however, was not to be thwarted. 
He grew animated ; Rust encouraged him ; he discussed the matter 
vehemently ; he addressed every body, on all subjects ; he strug- 
gled ; he fought, and was finally removed from the room, and cast 
into the arms of the desperadoes, in the entry, to whom he pro- 
tested msmfuUy sigainst this treatment ; and one of the skirts of his 
coat, which had been torn off in the debate, was ejected after him. 
This occurrence, together with the fact that a third bottle had 
become empty ; and that no more was called for by Rust ; and that 
it was growing dark, wliich was the hour for deeds of chivalry 
among choice spirits like themselves, seemed to be the signal for a 
general break-up. After shaking hands affectionately with Rust, 
and telling him that he was * a potatoe of the largest kind,' and 
slapping Komicker kindly but violently on the back, and saying 
that they were sorry to see him so * d — d glum,' they all spoke on 
promiscuous subjects at once, and departed in a body, each trying 
in a very earnest manner to impress upon the rest something which 
he forgot before he uttered it, but which he supposed he would 
remember presently. 

Rust waited until the silence showed that the guests and the 
'desperadoes* had departed together; and then turning to Kor- 
nicker, and rubbing his hands together, said : 

* A very pleasant little party we Ve had, Mr Komicker ; a very 
pleasant little party. Michael Rust is much obliged to you for dis- 
pelling the gloom of his office, and making it the gathering-place of 
such select society. He can't express his thanks in terms suffi- 
ciently strong. He feels grateful, too, for your strict adherence to 
the terms of the agreement between us. Twenty dollars a month, 
meals for one, liquor for none. These were the terms, I think; 
but Michael Rust is growing old, and his memory may have failed 
him. Perhaps, too, brandy is n't a liquor ; he is n't ceitain ; it used 
to be, when he was a boy ; and he does n't think that it has changed 
its character ; but it may have done so, and he may have forgotten 
it ; for you know he 's old and childish, and even in his dotage.' 

Mr. Komicker shook his head. * I knew it must come ! ' thought 
he. He muttered something about his * standing the shot for the 
brandy himself* He made a futile efibrt to get at his snuff-box, but 
failed ; said something about * apology to offer,' and was silent. 

* Well, Sir,' said Rust, after a pause, altering his manner, * I have 
found you out. You have n't yet discovered what /am. Get these 
things removed ; for I have that on hand which must be attended 
to. I '11 overlook this, but it must never be repeated.* 

* Komicker, glad to escape thus easily, and yielding, partly to that 
ascendancy which Rust invariably acquired over those whom he 
made use of, and partly cowed by the consciousness of guilt, and 
the fear of losing a comfortable situation, slunk out of the room in 
search of the boy from the refectory. 
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FcLL many a glorious image have I caught, 

Sweet valley! from thv gentle scenery ; 

Brooks blue with the June heaven ; wliite eltflf, and slcyi 
And forest-shaded nooks ; nor less, the Thought 
That stirs in Nature's hushed solemnity, 

The boundleM Thought which tills the solitude 

And holy twilight of the pathless wood, 
Wiih Its perpetual and present mysterv. 
How like a passion it pervades these Jeep, 

Dark jsroves of hemli>ck, while the sultry noon 

Fills the green meadows with the heats of June, 
And hangs Its haze upon the mountain-steep! 
It is the breath of God, who here hath made 
Meet worship for Himself, amid the thickest shade. 



II. 

Benratu this roof of maple boughs, whose screen 
Of thick, young leaves is painted in the brook, 
The golden summer hath a pleasant look. 
Caught from blue, stainless skies, and hill-tops green 
Wiih tiekl and forest. Deep within this noolc 
Of bright, smooth waters, where the lace-like fern 
Is pictured with the wild-flower*» crimson urn, 
And thickets by the winds of noontide shook : 
Amid the twrnUing green and silver, lies 
His glorious image ; clouds that sweep the vale. 
While wood-hawks breasting the sweet August gale. 
Inverted forests, and serenest skies 
Scooped out below the loose and glittering sand, 
With many a glimpse of town and sunny mountain land. 



III. 

Tbebk is a romance mingled with this sweet, 

Wild forest scenery ; this cool, deep glade. 

Whose nooks at noon are dark with thickest shade, 
These ^Ifs where boughs of beech and maple meet 
And mingle in the sultry mid-day heat ; 

Dark hollow, and green blufl; all teem with wild 

And glorious legends. From this cliff up-piled 
With moss-stained rocks, where mid his green retreat 
In the dense thicket the brown wood-thrush sings. 

Far through the landscape's mild and mellowing haze 

I mark the battle-fields of other days. 
Fields trod of old by the red Mohawk kings. 

And misty valleys golden with the blaze 
Which Summer from the heaven of August flings. 

Utiea, {Ntw - Ycrk^) 1843, « ^ •• 
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SABBATH IN THE COUNTRY. 



BT PSUTB^R VON OXIBT 



It is Sunday in our pleasant village, and the very air seems to 
feel it. It is lighter and purer than it was yesterday, and moves 
stealthily, as though afraid of breaking the general stillness by its 
rustling. The shops are all shut, but there is no gloominess about 
them : they too are enjoying the season of rest. And three or foiur 
venerable cows are stretched on the green common, lulled to a state 
of philosophic calmness, and sunk in sober meditation. What deli- 
cious music the church-bell makes I It rings out, sotto voce ; and the 
still, charmed air modulates with a gentle motion, hke unbroken rip- 
ples on the surface of a sleeping pond. First comes a single, heavy 
peal ; then a vibration, like a distant echo ; then another, fainter 
and more distant still ; and another, and another, each fainter and 
quicker than the preceding ; till in the course of a few seconds 
nothing is heard but a confused jingling ; and while we are thinking 
whether this jingling is not that which we sometimes hear in our 
esu^s at the dead of night, and which we then decide to be fairy- 
bells, afar off, another heavy stroke sends down another clear, sweet 
wave of sound, and the process of vibrations is repeated. 

But now the people from the country around begin to come in. 
Huge lumber-wagons, containing farmers and their sons, in Sunday 
coats and stiff collars^ with their wives and daughters in straw bon- 
nets and pink ribands, and calico dresses, come rattling through the 
streets, and deposit their loads on the church-steps. The villagers 
too come out of their houses and walk slowly over toward the meet- 
ing-house. It is easy to distinguish the great men of the place ; 
(what place has not its great men, on one scale or another?) the 
lawyer, the physician, and those older inhabitants, who came here 
first, and have grown rich through age. They wear finer clothes, 
their boots are polished, and perhaps their faces are ornamented 
with spectacles. It is easy to distinguish them, too, by their demea- 
nor. Their walk shows their consciousness of possessing superior 
importance ; and a very pleasant thing that consciousness is, on any 
scale. Arrived on the steps, they accost each other with affability ; 
nod to the farmers with benignity, and say, * How do you do, Mrs. 
Johnson ? ' in an open tone of voice, that the standers-by may see 
how friendly they are to all. The young men and maidens look on 
them with silent veneration : for from their earliest youth they have 
been accustomed to regard Doctor Brown and 'Squire White as 
among the greatest in the land ; men who had a care over the whole 
country, and whose dignity of bearing was the consequence and 
indication of that elevation of mind which was necessary in order 
to take in such wide views. They are men whose Imowledge 
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knows no bounds ; they are the ones who make speeches on the 
Fourth of July ; are officers of the temperance society, and the regi- 
ment of militia; and therefor© the young men and maidens reve- 
rence them, and the old men make way for them, in the assembly 
of the people. It is a natural feeling, natural and pleasant to all 
parties ; and I cannot tell to which* it is the most pleasant, the 
admirer or the admired. But they are going in : I enter with them, 
and walk down the aisle with a sedate step and slow. 

One of those of whom I have spoken last, the doctor, I should 
judge from his appearance, has given me a seat in his slip, near the 
centre of the church. What a holy repose steals over the spirit, as 
we sit down in the house of worship I The strife and turmoil of 
the world never obtrude themselves into this sacred place ; all are 
for a while forgotten. The oil of awe, and yet of gladness, is poured 
on the bubbling waters of passion, and they sink to rest. The faint 
heart, * wounded, sick, and sore,' is revived and healed by the very 
breath of the sanctuary ; for within these walls the air itself seems 
consecrated. A solemn and reverential feeling settles down on the 
mind of the worshipper ; and he involuntarily assumes a serious 
deportment. The people come in, one by one, and take their seats 
noiselessly, as though they had put off their shoes from their feet 
on this holy ground. The light rustle of a lady's dress, and the 
occasional slam of a pew-door, in opening or shutting, alone are 
heard ; and these interruptions only serve to make the succeeding 
silence more deeply felt. 

I look around on the assembly, and among so many men, who for 
the past week have been digging in the earth, or hammering inces- 
santly on the anvil or the laf)-stone, or engaged in the most mean 
and unintellectual employments, there is not one careless or vacant 
face. Every heart is elevated, and every face is refined in its 
expression, by the associations of the place. The humble are 
exalted, as it is in man's nature to be, when his eyes and thoughts, 
from being fixed on the earth, are lifted up, and hold communion 
with things above the earth. Ambition of honor or wealth is 
shamed ; the world is but a little thing, when, as now, we look 
down on it ; and here pride finds no place. Care smooths his rug- 
ged brow, and over the sunny face of the maiden steals a shade 
of deeper thought Therefore we are all alike ; the barriers of ice 
which during the week have separated man from his fellow, are 
to-day broken down ; and we feel, sitting here worshipping together, 
that we are fellow-pilgrims ; that we are indeed of the same 
family. 

Anon the minister comes in, with reverend countenance and care- 
ful step. Every eye is bent on him, with affectionate respect, as he 
places his hat on the bright little table under the desk, and mounts 
up to, and shuts himself in, the pulpit. Instinctively we all rise 
when /ie does, and invoke the divine presence ; though we are con- 
scious that that presence has been with us, and around us, ever 
since we entered the house. When the rustle of re-seating our- 
selves, like that of many dry leaves shaken by the wind, has subsi- 
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ded, how calmly and soothingly the voice of the speaker falls on 
our cars, reading out of the holy book ! It is a familiar passage ; a 
passage which I had heard often and often before I could read it, or 
understand all the words ; one which I learned by heart almost as 
soon as I could learn any thing ; which I have heard repeated week 
after week for many years ; and yet now every syllable is sounded 
so distinctly that the picture comes up as vividly as ever, and I can- 
not help hstening. I forget for the time all that is to come ; submit 
myself to follow slowly along with the words of the speaker, and 
feel my quiet heart overflowing, as it receives the beautiful story, 
with its simple and sublime moral. 

While I sit and suffer these thoughts, like the spontaneous ima- 
ges of a dream, to pass over my mind, the hymn has been read, and 
my reveries are broken by music from the choir, floating softly down. 
I am in no mood to criticise and it is not diflicult to imagine that 
the sounds do not proceed from mere human lips ; but that beings 
who take a deeper interest in man's welfare than he himself takes, 
are clothing their words of exhortation or comfort in melody, and 
speaking at once to our heart and understanding. If this was not 
fully imagined before, it becomes almost real when the last long- 
drawn note dies away, as though the sweet minstrels had accom- 
plished their mission to this earthly tabernacle, and had departed 
toward their own abode. 

And now rises the preacher, severe and grave. Every glance is 
directed toward him, and every ear is o|)en to catch the first, long- 
coming accents. I do not wonder that they love to gaze on him ; 
even I do now. He is a man past the prime of life ; gray hairs 
are plentifully sprinkled over his head; his face is somewhat thin 
and worn, as though with long watching and study ; but his frame 
is upright, and the look which he slowly casts over the expectant 
congregation, is full of import and solemnity. There is a mild, 
afl^ectionate light in his eye, and love to God and to all God's crea- 
tures beams out from every lineament of his countenance. Calmly 
he displays, after the good old fashion, his handkerchief of spotless 
white, and calmly deposits it under the right lid of the book before 
him. There is such an air of quiet dignity about the movement, 
that I love him for it. But the preparations are all gone through 
with ; a routine which we would not miss, and which he would be 
lost without. He reads his text with emphatic enunciation, and 
begins his heart-felt address. It is evident that he does feel it. I 
cannot doubt it for a moment, when I look on his face. I can see 
that it is heart-felt ; nnd therefore it is not strange that it should be 
heart-felt by his hearers too. 

What a luxury to hear those plain truths ! There is no mystery 
about them, no darkness. The mind is not led off* into futile specu- 
lations concerning things infinitely above its reach, or so subtle as 
for ever to elude its grasp ; but the grandest principles — and there 
are none but what are grand — appear on their natural level, the 
level of the humblest comprehension. While we are least thinking 
of it, the good man turns some general remark, in the truth of 
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which we have just acquiesced, toward us, personally, as individu- 
als ; meanwhile, by his eye, making every hearer feel that he is 
meant I cannot divert my attention ; I am compelled to think only 
as he wills, and am stsirtled by the conviction which forces itself on 
me, so personally does he speak to me, that he is looking strait into 
my heart The chapel becomes a hall of justice ; my evil motives, 
and passions, and actions, in long array come thronging up, and I 
must perforce sit in judgment on them. No excuses or shiftings 
avail ; in the twinkling of an eye, I see the character of the motive 
or action, and, in spite of myself, decide justly respecting them. It 
is humbling, truly, and it ought to do me good. 

In fact, it has done me good already, as well as the rest who hear. 
For now, when the speaker comes to tell of love, and goodness, and 
mercy, how much sweeter sound the words than ever they did 
before I The house itself seems lighter, and the faces of all in it 
are brightened, like the faces of men which have been darkened 
through fear, under the shadow of an eclipse, when it passes hap- 
pily away. We all feel that it is good for us to be here, and are 
surprised that it is so late, when, after another brief prayer, we are 
summoned to rise and receive the benediction — it seems to me that 
we should kneel to receive a blessing from such lips — and the 
morning services are over. 

If I followed my inclinations, I should stay here during the inter- 
mission ; but that would expose me to notice ; so I take up my hat, 
and mingle in the crowd which is pouring out How different 
from the crowd which one meets in the ssdoon of fashion, or at a 
political meeting, or at any other place, where men are accustomed 
to congregate ! Here we su^e all jostled together, but gently, deco- 
rously. We do not lose sight of ourselves, or of the dignity of 
reflecting beings. We are rather a company so full of the thoughts 
which we have just received, that we must think them all over 
again, and have no time to stop and exchange compliments, or to 
respond to them with laughter equally inane. Not even when we 
emerge on to the common, and aU take our diverging ways toward 
home, can a voice be heard rising higher than a whisper. A Sab- 
bath stillness reigns over all. 

In the aflemoon, the scene is much the same as in the morning. 
With the first stroke of the bell, I take my former seat, and occupy 
myself with turning over the leaves of a pocket-Bible that belongs 
to the slip. There is rather more confusion and noise of people 
coming in, than there was in the forenoon. Footsteps fall heavier, 
and pew-doors slam louder. A few old ladies, collected into two or 
three contiguous seats, for the purpose of enjoying, in the interval 
of worship, a little whispering consultation, have not yet intermitted 
their humming voices. Children, released from the Sunday school, 
come clattering along the aisles. Young gentlemen and ladies do 
not appear quite so stiff as they did in the morning, and are not so 
careful that their attitudes should be exactly perpendicular. The 
chorister also makes some remarks to the choir on the importance 
of keeping time, and on sundry other things, in a tone of nuld com- 
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mand. All these little things go to make up a good deal of confu- 
sion in the house ; all which, nevertheless, it is exceedingly pleasant 
to sit and listen to. 

But the pastor enters ; the bell ceases its tolling ; the whispering 
old ladies disperse themselves to their respective seats; the deacons, 
who have been waiting for the minister on the steps, follow him in; 
and in less than a minute silence once more settles down on the 
assembly. 

It may be fancy, but it strikes me that the choir sing a trifle 
louder and freer than before ; that the female singers put in varia- 
tions, which are not set down for them in the book, shding graces, 
one might call them ; all indicative of increased confidence in their 
own powers. However this may be, I am certain that the young 
damsel in the shp before me, whose face I have not seen, is ming- 
ling her voice in the harmony. I can almost hear it But while I 
am watching to catch her tones, a universal shutting of books 
announces that the hymn is ended. 

It may be fancy, too, but the preacher seems to me a thought 
less solemn than in the forenoon ; perhaps a little warmer and more 
animated. Perhaps, too, the hearers su^e more restless and disposed 
to be critical There is not that same hush of breathless listening. 
But they are sweet words; and the speaker appears to be con- 
scious that he is not giving utterance to idle breath, so deliberately 
and thoughtfully do the lessons of good come from his lips. And 
this deliberation and thoughtfulness increase as he draws near the 
close of the sermon ; till at last, his voice is sunk almost to a whis- 
per ; and our attention has to be closely riveted to catch the sounds. 
Now may be seen the whole congregation bending forward with 
strained eyes, and animated faces, drinking in the thoughts and 
precepts, and exhortations, as though for their lives. And when the 
conclusion of the whole matter comes, * And thereby shall. ye have 
hope of eternal Rfel and diuring the deep pause which succeeds the 
enunciation of these words, an hundred long-drawn sighs may be 
heard, telling of relieved and lightened bosoms. 

After the prayer, a hymn is read ; a good old hymn, lyimutilated 
from Watts, and we all rise to sing it. It is set to a good old tune 
too, one with which every body is familiar, and the first verse is 
carried roimdly off The second Verse sets in heavier ; the voices 
of the singers grow louder through use. The bass, which before 
was rather faint, now comes out with the power of a dozen organs, 
from fifty pairs of lungs that never knew what weakness was. The 
air, too, has cast off its timidity, and rises high and shrill; while the 
alto and tenor, each clear and distinct, fill up the intermediate space, 
and all foiur blend together harmoniously, so that no jar or disso- 
nance is perceptible. The tide of song sways up and down, like 
the breathless rocking of the wave. The whole house is crowded 
with soimd. The voices gush out and swell with measured move- 
ment ; and while the different parts combine and unite, a mingled 
stream of harmony and praise is sent up toward the heavens. It 
is evident that the hearts of the singers are rising with their words. 
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I can speak for myself, at least ; I find it difficult to resist the cur- 
rent of enthusiasm; so I allow myself to be borne away; and, 
albeit somewhat unskilled in the gentle art of psalmody, into this 
grand hallelujah chorus I cast the strength of my voice with right 
good will. 



SONG. 



A Philosopher once, to the mountain 
or Helicon came, to explore 

The cause of the wonderful fountain 
That gushed from its summit of yore. 



XI. 



Disbelieving^, until he had tried it. 
That water the Fancy could raise, 

Ere he tasted its freshness, he eyed it 
With a most philosophical gaze. 



Xtl. 



Then dipping his fore-finger in it, 
He just wet the tip of his tongue ; 

He sipped and he sucked ; in a minute 
Beside it his full length he flung. 



XV. 



He swallowed his fill, O delicious ! 

Sure never was Chian like this ! 
He was drunk! yet the ass was ambitious 

To find out the cause of his bliss. 



V. 



So he du^, all the mominsr, around it 
With his long, philosophical paws ; 

Eureka ! cried he ; I have found it ! 
This black-looking root is the cause. 



vx. 



He pulled up the fibre ; he smelt it, 
And bit it, and kneeling again. 

Kissed the liquid, and fancied lie felt it 
Had ceasea to enliven his brain. 



▼IX. 



Home took he the plant, and sawed it asunder 
Analyzed it with acids and brine ; 

And found it at last, to his wonder, 
Nothing more than the root of — a vine ! 

▼III. 

Then he doubted, the more he reflected ; 

And the question to thu day is moot, 
If the grape-vine the fount had aflfected, 

Or the lount gave its force to the fruit 
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THE D E V I L - T A V E R N . 



A TAI.y or T KKKCCM. 



• Th« day being fair, and tbe sun •hinlcg brif ht. 
Z tboogbt of Far-Bockaway. wbicb causes me to wiite : 
I tbougbt of Cow. Neck wbicb will ever be denr. 
Tbougb I eboald be away from tbere tbeee full twenty year. 
Tbe place of one's blrtb be always tbinka tbe best. 
Tbouffb we sbculd bave to live tbere balf clotbed, and balf dresa : 
Wbattben muit it be. to one in my cue. 
Wbo bad wbatever be wanted wben I was into tbe place 't7 * 

CoFtcz) moK Mrs. Pxttit's Ai.boic at Rockawat. 

The winter had given a few premonitory symptoms, the winds 
beginning to come with a cutting edge from the north, the last flow- 
ers of the season having long dropped their disconsolate heads, 
where they had been cut down in their late bloom, and short icicles 
depending from the eaves on the frosty mornings. One by one, the 
charms which crown the country during so many months, its roses, 
its green-sward, its foliage, nay, even the melancholy tints of autumn 
were withdrawn, until all was bare and desolate, and there was 
nothing left of all the glorious scene, except to those who can bow 
down to Nature in her severest moods, and can admire the sym- 
metry of the dismantled oak with as true a feeling as when its 
limbs were robed in green. Still can you see in its majestic trunk 
and faultless anatomy, why it bore its honors so gracefully. But 
the woods were literally stripped. Here and there a dry leaf, 
crumpled up, shook on the end of a limb with a palsied motion, 
producing a death-noise, not unlike the reiterated strokes of a small 
wood-pecker's bill upon the bark. For the rest, a thin layer of dry 
leaves whirling about among the skeleton shadows of trees, or 
gathered together in the hollows and the valleys, was all that remained 
of the tissue of that massive, overarching pall which stretched over 
the forest for miles. How contractile is the power of death! 
Caw I caw ! caw ! The crows flapped their jet black wings over 
the region of desolation ; and hark to the roar of the distant sea ! 
The beautiful shores of the Long- Island Sound, its promontories, 
coves, and recesses, so latje the resort of the invalid or the idle ; the 
trout-streams, the wide plains, the forests filled with sleek deer, as 
also the places of note upon the sea-shore, had become deserted. 
Montauk- Point jutted out into the sea more lonely than ever. 
Glen- Cove lost all its charms, and not the least were those it bor- 
rowed from thy presence, glorious Aramintal The Baron Von 
•Trinkets swore that he would die for thee. The Pavilion at Eock- 
away, where beauty and fashion had so lately woven the dance, 
was forsaken in all its halls, corridors, and piazzas ; while the old 
steward sat by night in the kitchen-wing, tapping his feet on the 
hearth to the remembered music of g^opaues, and voluptuous 
waltzes. It was, in fact, the latter end of November — a pretty 
season for an excursion into the Tinnecum bay ! 
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Tertiillian insisted upon my going with him to shoot black duck, 
which were said to be more plentiful than for mony years, affording 
great sport But water-parties, to my mind, cease to be desirable 
when coal fires have become agreeable. Nevertheless, ad sauro' 
nuUfis, to oblige a friend. So we overhauled lock, stock, and barrel, 
which had become rusty since snipe-shooting, and, busying our- 
selves a whole evening in screwing, unscrewipg, oiling, and get- 
ting in order our implements to make war upon the black ducks, the 
morrow found us ready. Tertullian shook me by the shoulders 
as I lay softly pillowed, and in the midst of pleasant dreams. With 
a yawn and a groan I acknowledged the salutation, and looking out 
saw the stars yet shining in the sky. The morning air felt cold I 
cold I As I stood shivering in my long robes, I was ready to sacrifice 
my friendship for Tertullian, and to plunge again beneath the warm 
sheets, and recur to my happy dreams. The rolling of wheels over 
the frozen ground beneath the windows, and Cudjo's sharp 
reproaches to the mules, indicated that all parties were on the 
ground; and although I considered it almost as bad as fighting a 
duel at that unseasonable hour, I clenched my teeth with determi- 
nation, as if to preclude the possibility of a shiver. In a few 
moments we were armed and equipped, provisions for the day 
were placed in the bottom of the wagon, and Cudjo drove us out 
on the commencement of the cheerless journey. My friend, lover 
as he was of aquatic pastimes, and wild-duck shooting, shnigged 
his shoulders as we passed over the bleak meadows. There had 
evidently been a fall of snow during the night, somewhere among 
the Highlands, to judge by the sharper edge of the winds. In the 
course of half an hour we arrived at a landing-place, where a small 
creek put up from the bay. Here two negro boatmen, from New- 
Guinea, a small African settlement in the neighboring woods, had 
consented to meet us, and row us out in their new sedge-boat, 
which was first called the Pumpkin- Seed, from some allusion to its 
shape, but afterward from their own names. The Sam and Jim. On 
arriving at the wharf nothing presented itself but the old mill, with 
its wheel encased in ice, and as far as the eye could reach, the 
bleak meadows and the tortuous creek, and the Tinnecum bay. 
But the black gentlemen who were to be our guides did not show 
their faces, but were probably with the rest of New- Guinea dream- 
ing of clams and eels, or of the gala-day when their new boat, 
fresh and gaudily painted, was launched into the black waters, 
below the dam of the Three- Mile Mill. The * Sam and Jim ' lay 
high and dry upon the shore, chained, padlocked, and protected 
from the weather. It must be confessed that the promise of the 
day's sport was small. With no Palinunis to guide us, and the 
wind blowing as if it came from an iceberg, the black ducks might 
take a new lease of their lives, for all the damage we should do 
them. Tertullian swore roundly, stamped his feet, and went raving 
round the old miU, which we tried to enter, but the doors were 
^%lked. Then getting upon a pile of mill-stones he gazed wist- 
fally into all quarters of the horizon, and raising his trumpet voice 

vol.. XXII. 5 
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as if he had been among the very huts of New-Guinea, called upon 
the delinquents, Sam and Jim. Still no human being appeared to 
offer assistance, and echo only answered * Sam and Jim/ The 
sun began to appear well above, the horizon, the tide was on the 
ebb ; if a little more time were lost, it would be impossible to get 
over the bar, and return by night-fall. The miller s house stood 
near, whither we immediately hastened, and having aroused him 
by a volley of kicks against his door, asked his ghostly advice 
about an expedition into the bay. Joe Annis thanked us in lan- 
guage not very flowery for breaking his slumbers, and then telling 
us that his two boats, the ' Spasm* and * Paroxysm,' (so named by 
some country doctor in that vicinity,) were a little way down creek, 
and that we might take either one, and row ourselves out, drew in 
his powdered head. Difiiculties only serve to quicken the energies 
of men of nerve. * Courage ! courage ! mon ami ! * exclaimed my 
friend, wagging his haunches in the direction of the wharf in a great 
hurry. Tertiillian was for ever speaking French and Latin. The 
first was tolerable, as far as it went, which was to the end of a very 
small vocabulary ; but for the latter, Erasmus help us I it was of the 
canine species, except some few phrases, very pure, drawn right 
out from the body of the Roman authors. Of the latter -wtis Quid 
agis ? * What are you about there ? What are you doing — in the 
stem of the boat ? ' Ohe ! jam satis ! Come, no more of your fun. 
Die, age tibia. Wake up, and tune your pipes.' But then, the 
melancholy, barbarian ages succeeding, 'Miror quid diabolus facie- 
mini sine Sam et Jimmo I ' 

On examining the boats, we found them not very well adapted 
to the purpose. They were rather small skifis, and might be easily 
tilted over, or capsized in a squall. We took the Spasm. She was 
clean, tight, and ready to be launched ; but the Paroxysm was in 
bad condition, full of mud, grass, clams, shells, broken rum-jugs, 
and decayed cucumbers. In a trice we had effected the launch, 
victualled the boat for a day's voyage, and seizing the oars pulled 
with great vigor and hearty determination. We had been both 
indifferently acquainted with the bay, knew its shores, and bottom, 
and the fishing-grounds which were once visited with success. But 
Buch knowledge acquired in school-boy days had become dim. It 
might bo that the old land-marks were destroyed ; for if a certain 
row of poplars which stood upon the plain had been cut down 
during the prevailing unpopularity of poplars, we might be puzzled 
to find the entrance of the creek upon our return. * Courage ! 
courage I ' exclaimed Tertullian ; * range your eye along the summits 
of the salt hay-stacks, thence onward over the ridge of the old boat- 
house, and you will see the trees, with their dry and decayed limbs 
battling aloft, like pipe-stems : 

* Altas marital populos.' 

The broad expanse of the bay seemed to lie before us at a little 
distance, but the course of the stream was winding and ambiguous, 
often making a turn and bringing you back to nearly the same 
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I»lace, which by dint of laborious rowing you deemed you were 
eaving far in the back-ground. Thus» often in life, do we seek to 
arrive upon the scene of some expansive prospect, but tliat which 
seemed a little interval turns out to be a weary distance, to be over- 
come only by patient determination. The exercise of puUiug at the 
oars sent warmth through our bodies, and made the blood tingle in ail 
our limbs, although the flags upon the shores were glazed, and shorp 
icicles hung from the banks, which the sun had not yet power to dis- 
solve. At last the shores began to widen, and we emerged into a 
broad basin, where, coasting warily for a while, we ventured upon 
another more expansive. Here we saw a loon, who screamed out 
when he saw the skiif, in great alarm ; but no harm was done to him. 
Some pieces of ice were seen floating, not of any great size. Having 
pulled heartily thus far, we considered it 'about time' to take a 
small pull at the brandy-bottle. The sun was by this time pretty 
high up in the heavens; the day though cold was of an amber 
clearness ; the black ducks pretty scarce ; but other things promising 
well, Tertullian broke out into music ; a jovial, marine song, of which 
he expected me to sustain a part in the chorus : 

' Cheer up, my jolly boys, 
In spite of wind and weather, 
Cheer up, my jolly boys, 
And ' 

• Mchercle ! * exclaimed he, breaking off suddenly, *ccce duos ovesf* 

' Where?* replied I, in astonishment, looking up to the sky, and 
suspecting that he made some punning allusion to a few fleecy 
clouds. 

' Two teal, by Jupiter I ' said he, cocking his piece, and rising up 
in the boat with great eagerness. Looking in the direction to which 
he pointed, I saw the birds rising up and down on the rough waves, 
and occasionally bobbing their heads beneath the brine. There is 
a grace and sleek elegance which belongs to animals in their state 
of utmost wildness, that is incomparable. Swans in the tranquil 
lake, and kine in the richest pastures, are beautiful for the eye to 
rest on. But the bird which looks out from some high, extreme 
limb in the wood — even if it be the small, red robin, stretching out 
its long neck, and displaying an elegance of form, very different 
from its summer plumpness, ready to flap its wings at the merest 
crackling of a leaf, or approach of the distant shadow; the straggler 
from that long file of migratory birds, (how beautifully it undulates, 
and swerves from a rigid line in yon high aerial flight,) descending 
to bathe in the woodland swamp, and plunging its head deep into 
the waves as the quick eye of the sportsman, the flash, and the 
report are simultaneous ; the stag listening with erect ear to the fall 
of far-off footsteps in the forest, and expressing in that tremulous 
air the full force of his incipient bound ; 

-—~ * Non sine rano 
Anranun, et sUiue metu ; 

these express an idea of ecstatic life and enjoymeat, which it is 
difficult for the painter to depict 
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TertuUian could not get a shot at the teal, for they went under, 
and never came up again, that we could discover. Nor was the loss 
of sport to be regretted, as, had he discharged his piece standing, 
heavily loaded as it \vas, the recoil would have been sufficient to 
upset the skiff. Such casualties are not infrequent It was near 
this very place that Pomp Ruin, poor black I in his eagerness to 
shoot a wild duck, got kicked overboard, and went down, with all 
his sins upon his heatl ; and as the colored clergyman truly observed, 
in improving the subject on the Sunday following: 'Mybrudren, 
he was never heered of arterwards/ Coasting along still with reso- 
lution, we doubled Cape Round-your-hat, and it being high-noon, 
drew up on the beach at Rider's to dine. An hour and a half was 
suffered to elapse before we got off from this sterile place, and the 
afternoon beginning to wear away in divers cruisings, we thought 
it high time to begin to think of a return. 

We had been resting on our oars for a few minutes, Tcrtullian 
ceasing from his French and Latin, and maintaining a profound 
silence. * Hearken I ' said he, suddenly rising up, in an attitude of 
intense listening; *itis the surf bursting upon the shore I' I put 
down my ear, and heard the hollow, heavy roar, and booming of the 
breakers, rolling upon the beach at Rockaway. ' We are near 
the mouth of the inlet/ said he; 'pull for the point of yonder island, 
or we shall be carried out to sea.* I remembered a story told me 
by Captain Phibious, of the small schooner Sally Jane, who got car- 
ried out into the Gulf Stream, four or five hundred miles, without 
provisions, in which expedition all hands liked to have perished. 
Fear lent strength and vigor to our arms. Into what peril were we 
brought through the remissness of those irredeemable negroes Sam 
and Jim ! With such good eiiect did we pull at the oars, that in a 
little while we stmck the point of land, and leaped upon the shore 
in safety. *Do you know where you are I * exclaimed TertuUian. 

* Certainly not, except upon a desert strip of sand.* 

* You are on Scollop Island.* 

My blood froze in my veins. * We are then,' said I, 'upon the 
dominions of Floys Boyo, and \vithin the precincts of the Devil- 
Tavern.* 
' The same,* answered he ; * let us draw up the boat.' 
Scollop Island, whither we had now come, was a small, barren 
place, which lies just at the mouth of the inlet, opposite to the 
RocknwTiy beach. It consists of little hillocks of while sand, and 
intervening valleys, \vith here and there a few groves of pines, and 
gnarled oaks, whortleberry-bushes, and brambles, or whatever will 
prow on so unpropitioiis a site. Beside these, there is at any time 
little sign of life. Only one house or tenement was visible upon its 
highest point, before which the broken mast of some wrecked 
schooner was planted in the sand ; and half Avay up jutted out a 
sign, on which \vas painted some figure, not intended to be "human. 
Some beaks, figure-heads, and gilded ornaments, the relics of 
unfortunate ships, lay about, or were nailed over the doors. The 
house, it must be coxifessed, bad never borne tn excellent reputa- 
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tion. Gibbs and Wamsley had resorted to it frequently, and are 
said to have made some deposits of treasure in the sands of the 
island which have never yet been turned up. The boatmen who 
tarry there usually do so, for the purpose of some drunken spree too 
riotous and noisy for the main land. But the Devil- Tavern had at 
least one merit, for it discarded all semblance of hypocrisy, and did 
not even assume to itself the vestige of a good name. It may be 
said that the present one was forced upon it; at any rate it had 
borne it a long time, and put forth no protest to vindicate the repu- 
tation of the house. The virtuous were afraid of it, and preferred, 
if carried thither in some summer excursion, to wander about the 
hot beach, rather than seek the comparative coolness of its walls. 
It had received its name for many reasons, any one of which might 
be deemed sufficient. A hundred years ago its founder was a man 
of such outrageous character, and withal so successful in his career, 
that it was thought the very Dexnl helped him. He was leagued, 
with wicked landsmen, who, when they had accomplished their 
nefarious plans, sailed hither, and revelled joUily until the storm 
blew over. Many a bottle of pvue wine was cracked in their con- 
vivialities, very different from the vile and burning fluids now served 
up at the bar. But Cargills was at last hans^ed. having been taken 
unawares at the Anchor Tavern, in New- York, whither he went 
when oppressed with ennui, and to get his feelings in tune. A set 
of landlords succeeded him, any one of whom had made society 
too hot to hold them. At last a certain humorist who happened to 
be there, snatching a pot of paint one day, which was near at hand 
to paint the bows of a schooner, clambered up by the aid of a lad- 
der, and inscribed upon the sign-board, with great freedom of brush, 
a picture of that ancient gentleman, the Devil. He painted him 
rampant, with all that dismal aspect which is usually attributed to 
him, with hell-flames bristling from his forked tongue, his tail coiled 
up and superfluous, while in the back-ground was an extent of 
highly picturesque country, whence he had just issued, seeking 
whom he might devour. The semblance must have been correct, 
since by those that came there, the recognition was pleasurable and 
immediate. Indeed, the frequenters of the place for the last fifty 
years had been distinguished by the harsh term of hellicat devils. 
Latterly, nothing specific had been alleged against the Inn, only 
some murderous suspicions connected with the gancrs which fre- 
quented it, and the very unsatisfactory character of a bad name. 

The present landlord, Floys Boyo, came here originally from 
Thimble Islands, and managed to gain a miserable subsistence 
throughout the year by the entertainment of strangers, and the sale 
of strong waters. Of whatever else he did for a living, there arc no 
witnesses. We now pro]K)sed to make his acquaintance, and we 
could have wished under better auspices, unless his hospitality 
would overflow toward those thrown by accident upon his shores 
at an inclement time. Objects were Avaxing dim in the A^^f^jmin^^ 
light, and the 'wind of the winter night' blew dismally woond the 
coasts of Scollop Island. We drew up the skiff upoiL th* lud. 
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took our over-coats and fowling-pieces, and went in the direction of 
the house, along the ill-beaten tracks, with heads bent down to 
shield us from the sharpness of the wind. Tertullian received my 
reproaches for bringing nic upon the expedition, and for conducting 
the ship into such a harbor. The appearance of the house, upon 
a nearer aspect, was eminently cheerless, without tree or dried bush, 
or enclosure, or domestic animals, or any thing to remind one of 
life, or cheerfulness, or hope. The wind had blown the white sand 
to the very threshold of the door, while, scarcely visible in the 
declining day, the Devil looked down upon us with a malignant 
leer. A dim light appeared in front at the windows, tlirough the 
only panes of glass the house could boast. Nearly all were shingled 
over, or otherwise stopped. The barking of a dog would not have 
been unwelcome, though it had been a snarl. It was a place into 
which one feels an instinctive reluctance to intrude. 

There are some houses which by their very air and aspect, as 
plainly as if characters of hospitality were written upon the lintels, 
extend to the stranger the undoubted welcome of a home. Others 
are guarded in all their avenues by their own repulsiveness. We 
inspected the premises narrowly, examined the house on all sides, 
as if the entrance were doubtful, then came again in front, and 
looked up at the eaves. A little smoke curled out of the chimney, 
indicating the presence of small warmth within. Tertullian set up 
a strong claim upon the sympathy of the convent, by hammering 
against the door with his musket. A response came from within 
like the howl of a wild beast aroused from his lair, an outburst of 
compound curses, unkno\vn to the every-day swearer. * Floys Boyo 
is in his tantrums ; knocking is too gentle an etiquette at the Devil- 
Tavern ; he must be mollified with hard words, and subdued with 
counter-oaths. Follow mc,* said Tertullian ; ' it is but a specimen of 
his airs and graces.' 

Pushing into the room, we found it black and dismal, and all 
things in correct keeping. The smell of gin tilled it like a fume. 
In one comer a small greasy enclosure of boards, breast-high, like- 
wise shut off by pendant pickets from the wall above, formed that 
spiritual sanctum, usually called the bar. Beliind it were a number 
of dripping glasses, whose only washings were from the dregs of 
those little corpulent banels, and whose only wipings were from the 
foul lips of the frequenters of the Devil-Tavern. An irregular file 
of bottles and cracked decanters eked out the remaining crockery. 
The beams and walls of the room overhead were darkened with 
smoke ; the floor was filthy ; and greasy, unwashed vessels lay 
about in profusion, among the remnants of chairs, and broken benches, 
and the last timbers of a cradle, of which the baby was gone. 
Three men moped in the fire-place, thrusting the heels of their 
gigantic boots into the coals, muttering and cursing in cheerless com- 
panionship. They were without coat, vest, or neckcloth, their red 
shirts were open upon their necks and hairy bosoms, their marred 
faces, lip-comers streaming with tobacco, harsh beards, and shaggy 
heads, made them look like a group of infemals. 
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Floys Boyo, the captain of this delectable crew, was distinguished 
from the rest by a scar or gash, which from the comer of his eye 
came down his right cheek in a deep gulley as far as his nose, where 
it branched off, and cut his upper lip into two parts, which had been 
ill patched together. 

• We 're going to lodge here,* said Tertullian, walking up and slap- 
ping Boyo upon the back. 

• H — HI' repUed the other, not pretending to move from his 
seat, while the rest of the company rolled up their eyes in silence. 

* Yes ; and want some south-side clams for supper ; tliere 's bread 
enough in the boat' 

* You won't get no supper, and there *s very little lodging for you. 
Do you think we 're as dead as door-nails, d — n you, and as deaf 
as stones ? Hammer the^ door down next time, will you ? Bullion, 
call the old woman.' 

It was evident that Boyo meant to entertain us, notwithstanding 
his threatening and sullen aspect ; and although he fulfilled his word 
by making no preparations for supper, yet a chamber was getting 
ready for our repose in the cockloft; of the Devil- Tavern. This, in 
the inclemency of the season, and the want of another house or 
place of shelter on the island, we considered a piece of princely 
hospitality, worthy to be paid with gold. Ensconced within the 
jamos of the fire-place (how different from the blazing, hospitable 
hearth of the farm-house I) we read the horrid physiognomies around 
us, and did not derive much comfort from the perusal. Silence 
reigned in the company. The men had arrived at that brutal stage 
of the process of intoxication, when the excitement of the brain 
having passed away, there comes a sullen mood. A host of worse 
spirits take possession of the man, which, if they are not so turbu- 
lent, are of a more fiendish nature. The dull eye, the downcast 
look, the moping silence, show forth the vile temper wliich lays its 
vindictive hands on a woman, and speaks harsh words to the wife 
of one's bosom. Then come lust, murder, revenge — the passions 
which vaunt themselves less furiously at other times, and the slow 
working resolve of the mutinous. 

The night became colder, and the fire more dim. Floys Boyo 
ordered Bullion peremptorily to fetch some * kindlings.' The latter 
did not disobey the command, but went out grumbling, and returned 
with some sticks, and wreck-wood, and by the aid of the paint 
which adhered to them, a more cheerful flame was produced. But 
it only served to make the darkness more visible ; to bring into 
stronger relief the bar, the cobwebbed ceiling, the filth and squalid 
wretchedness of the apartment An uncomfortable feeling of inse- 
curity increased upon me, notwithstanding TertuUian's pe^etual 
* Courage! ' and * Cras magnum iterahimtis aquor! Extremes are always 
suggestive of their opposites. I thought of the cheerful study at 
home; the fire blazing; the faces of friends; the hot-pressed volume, 
the Magazines for the month. There, by the side of Blackwood, 
brought in violent haste by the last steam-packet, lay the Old Knick., 
first in our affections, whose plain exterior of blue bnt ill bespeaks 
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the luxury within ; whose pages, co-rivals of the Alpine flakes, are 
never stained by impurity ; but there the old man chirrups with the 
vivacity of youth, and the young has managed to assume the wis- 
dom of the sage. Both meet together in loving cheerfulness, and 
the ancient sits in his gubernatorial chair, and puffs the long pipe 
in that dreamy atmosphere. Let the old Dutch spirit reign for ever 
in * our beloved regions of Manahatta * ' 

A prisoner for the night in that dreary place, I felt as if I were a 
thousand miles from the abodes of civilization ; and as one naturally 
does, amused myself by examining with intense curiosity the most 
indifferent object which served to remind me of more congenial 
places. I kept my eye long fixed on the lock of my fowling-piece, 
which had the word ' London,' and the maker's name engraved upon 
it: then looked in the bottom of my cap, and was peculiariy inter- 
ested with the vignette which accompanied the manufacturer's 
name; and an old almanac seemed to link me with the literary 
world, although it was out of date by several years The pictured 
little page, and calculations of eclipses which had come off', and 
gone mto the musty record of by-gone events, the signs of the 
zodiac, the prophecies of wind and weather, the old maxim of * early 
to bed and early to rise' and the way to make an apple-pudding, 
these had a fresh interest and a zest hardly to be equalled by Bul- 
wer's last novel. I felt that there must be an * imperfect sympathy ' 
between Scollop Island and the great world of literature, ai-t, and 
learning. 

But a deeper sense of satisfaction and security arose from the 
presence of woman. A fair face and a fragile form glanced occa- 
sionally across the apartment where we were seated, but retired, 
driven back by harsh words and vile language. It was the wife of 
Floys Boyo. She bore about her the marks of former beauty, 
although altered in all its lines by a prevailing expression of wo, but 
she still performed the duties of a wife with unffinching patience, 
though coarse and cruel treatment had long since rendered it a heart- 
less task. Floys Boyo married her in the comparative innocence of 
his youth, before he had yet blunted all the kindly feelings of his 
nature. He had taken her from the abounding plenty of a farm- 
house, and from parents who loved her with the tenderness which 
falls to the lot of an only child. Afterward, as is always the case 
with a drunkard, he cherished her no longer with affection ; dragged 
her about from one comfortless abode to another ; and at last, on this 
desert place, cut her off* from the last link which attached her to her 
friends. Still she adhered to him, when she might have returned to 
the bosom of her family ; so hard is it to shake the fidelity which is 
a component part of a woman's nature, and so often in this world 
are the extremes of disposition linked together, the fierceness of the 
vulture with the enduring gentleness of the dove ! 

It was not until a late hour that we left the kitchen of the Devil- 
Tavern, and retired to our apartment for the night ; for the prospect 
of sleep did not bring with it much consolation, although extremely 
weary. Floys Boyo conducted us, leading the way up the steps of 
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a perpendicular ladder to a landing, whence he stepped into a cock- 
loft, set down the lamp on an empty barrel, and departed with an 
oath, grumbling about the trouble which we had given him, and 
wishing us in the Rockaway surf. * He is an atrocious devil,* said 
TertulUan ; * let us inspect the den, while the lamp holds out to 
bum/ 

We found neither lock, catch, nor fastening of any description ; 
and to have our slumbers supervised by any of the amiable crew 
below, was not pleasant Having tortured ingenuity a little, we 
took an eel-spear and a broken oar which lay on the beams beneath 
the roof, crossed them, and secured them against the door by the 
aid of some tarred ropes, which were likewise at hand. Then we 
made a broken barb of the spear serviceable by jamming it violently 
between the floor and the lower part of the door ; after which we 
lugged a heavy old chest, and deix)sited it, together with whatever 
movables were to be found in the room. This done, we threw 
ourselves down upon the straw in all our clothes, drew over us our 
cloaks, and over these the blankets which belonged to the bed, and 
placing our fowling-pieces by our side, abandoned ourselves to the 
protection of a kind Providence. In less than half an hour Tertul- 
Uan snored prodigiously, and had I been stretched on clover, fanned 
with the sweetest airs of summer, and without a care to ruffle my 
tranquillity, I never could have slept a wink with such an uproarious 
fellow beside me. As it was, there were other causes which kept 
me wakeful. For, beside the fears which might assail one at mid- 
night in such a solitude, it was dismal to hear the winds raving 
about the house ; the bricks tumbling irora the chimney and rolling 
with a hollow noise down the roof; the blast now screaming in your 
ear and instantly heard afar off, as if it had gone off to join the 
troops of the winds; the rattling of doors and loosened window- 
frames, and the creaking on its rusty hinges and slam -banging of the 
sign of the Devil- Tavern. To this might be added the moaning of 
pine trees as their heavy tops swayed in the grove, tlie plashing of 
the waves on the still shore, the roll and confusion of the breakers 
at Rockaway. How impatiently I coimted the hours, and longed 
again for the light of day, that scatters fears and vagaries with the 
brooding shades, and imparts fresh life, and courage, and determined 
zeaL 

It must have been half past two o'clock, or thereabout, in the 
morning, when, being all on the alert, I was sure I heard a move- 
ment in the house. A sound came from below stairs like the gruff 
voices of men engaged in low conversation. It kept dying away as 
the winds exceeded it in loudness, and then it came back monoto- 
nous, and was continued several minutes without cessation. Then 
a door opened, and a confused whispering succeeded, after which, 
slowly, and with a creaking noise, I heard steps, one by one, ascend 
the rungs of the ladder ; and springing up on my elbow, my heart 
thumped so furiously, and my brain whirled in such confusion, that 
for a moment I could hear nothing. But a bar of light coming 
through the crevice in the partition, flashed across the wall. Then 
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there was an evident pressure and force applied to the door, which 
it resisted well I sprang out of bed, pressed my eye to a crevice 
in the wall, and saw the red-flannel shirt of one of the men ; then 
rushing back, I shook Tertullian violently by the shoulders. He rose 
up a moment, uttered something impatiently, and fell back into bed. 
* Tiillian ! * said I, shaking him energetically, * Tullian ! Tullian I up, 
for heaven's sake I we shall be — (here I placed my mouth close to 
his ear, and whispered) — murdered I * 

He pressed his flsts to his eyes, and sprang upon his heels. I 
never knew him wanting in an emergency. He rallied his senses, 
and understood my suspicions in an instant He understood them, 
and supposed them ill-founded. But as we stood with our fowling- 
pieces in our arms, the violence against the door was continued, 
with angry imprecations, by those without It was evident that the 
pressure of the whole gang was upon it, and it could not hold out 
long. What could we do against their numbers, and with so con- 
tracted a place for battle ? * Up with the window and out of it ! ' 
exclaimed Tertullian. As he uttered the words, he sprang toward 
the sash, uplifted it, and told me to leap. I set my foot upon the 
sill, crouched down in order to squeeze through the narrow apertiure, 
and sprang in safety upon the sands below. The distance was not 
very great, but it was a leap in the dark. Before I could look up 
for him, Tertullian was by my side, the sash slamming down as he 
leaped, and the broken glass tinkling in little pieces at our feet At 
the instant a crash, an onset was heard above; oars, eel-spears, 
chest, chairs, and the whole barricade must have given way, a light 
streamed into the room and lit up the casement, shadows flitting 
about ; a shout and confused mingling of voices met our ears ; we 
could distinguish those of Floys Boyo and his men : ' The birds 
have flown I ' * To the shore I to the shore I * exclaimed Tertullian, 
grasping my arm, and attempting to hurry me along. 

It was very dark, and I remember that we rushed through the 
deep sands in company with frantic haste, never turning round, now 
cast down by getting our feet entangled in briers, then panting on 
against the cold night wind. It seemed as if our pursuers were 
very near us, nay, almost at arm's length, outnumbering us, with the 
weapons of death in their hands, and the only remedy was to flee, 
flee for our very lives I Already I imagined the grasp of Floys 
Boyo upon my throat, and the death-struggle near. Life, with its 
delightful memories, its hopes of the future, the loves and afiections 
which were in store for me, a host of ideas and emotions rushed 
through my brain with the rapidity of characters penised upon the 
fiame page. There was a sudden and intense conception of the 
preciousness of life, and the agony of losing it ; and persisting in 
the chase, I felt as one does who labors under a horrid night-mare, 
and is pursued by phantoms or flends, while his limbs refuse to do 
their omce, and his shrieks are inaudible murmurs, which die away 
in the utterance. Oh, my sisters I my fair cousins I dear, and beau- 
tiful betrothed ! would to God I had never come to Scollop Island ! 
Onward^ onward we went, scarce guided by the dim star-light. 
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' Tallian, Tullian, I can go no farther ; we can never reach the 
water's edge ! ' Scarce had I spoken when the ground gave way 
beneath us, we plunged forwara, and sank into a hollow twelve or 
fifteen feet Breathless and wearied, we lay together in the sand, 
with our fowling-pieces by our side. We were in a sort of cavern, 
where the earth caving in stood around in semi-circular walls, and 
was slightly arched above us. The place was sheltered from^ the 
northern blast, and a pine grove partly shielded it from the icy breath 
which came over the waves, while the sun had shone all day upon 
its sands. 

Were we pursued by the gang ? — or had my fears as well as my 
ears deceived me. ' Hush ! ' whispered Tertullian ; ' do you hear 
voices ? Here they come ! lie perfectly close ; if the worst comes 

to the worst * At the instant a clamor was heard behind us, 

as if a half a dozen men were calling to each other from different 
points ; it came nearer, and ever and anon the oaths of the crew 
were borne with horrid distinctness to our ears. Floys Boyo's hoarse 
voice called his men to follow him to the shore. They passed round 
the hollow where we lay buried, through the pine grove, and so 
down to the water's edge, where their lanterns kept flashing about 
as they ran upon the sands with a vain search, and we heard the 
hollow tramp of their feet, as they leaped upon a sedge-boat which 
lay anchored near by. We examined our locks and percussion-caps, 
and lay silently, looking up at the stars, in painful doubt and sus- 
pense, as to what issue was at hand ; and unwilling to pEurt with our 
* sweet lives.* 

How dreary and disconsolate were those moments ! What a con- 
trast with the present, the scene which I had witnessed only three 
evenings before; lights, and voluptuous music, beauty, and the 
dance ; now Scollop Island, Floys Boyo and his chosen men, and 
above us the cold sky, about us the howling winds, and perpetual 
roar and confusion of the sea. Hark ! that was a woman's voice ! 
A scream! Inarticulate sounds come up from the shore, as if 
another boat well manned had arrived. They are on the return to 
the Devil-Tavern. They approach us ; now liiey are by the pine 
grove ; their indistinct forms are visible by the light of the lanterns ; 
BuUion stood there in a horrible tableau ! * To Bone Cavern I to 
Bone Cavern ! ' we heard them say, but the wind blew the remain- 
ing words away. * Tullian ! Tullian ! now comes the trial ! Here 
they are ! ' murmured I, leaning my head upon his shoulder. ' Stand 
fast ! stand fast ! ' replied he. We held our hands upon the triggers 
of our fowling-pieces. The men stood upon the bank directly 
above us, causing the loose sand and gravel to roll about us, ana 
bury us still deeper, while the twigs and bushes were now and then 
illuminated by the dancing lights which glittered upon the ends of 
our guns. 

It seemed at that moment that my heart, which had been flutter- 
ing so long and fast, became perfectly calm, and wound up by the 
excitement of the crisis which had at last come. I lay there, uncer- 
tain, yet ready and composed, Hstening intently to every word which 
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they said. While I ardently awaited their movements, they turned 
their backs upon the place where we lay, and moved off; the light 
of the lanterns disappeared ; their voices becoming more and more 
indistinct, at last died away ; and except the waves which plashed 
upon the shore, there reigned a deep silence : we were compara- 
tively safe. We drew the sands around us, and lying close together 
in ofpr coats composed ourselves for the night In a little while 
Tertnllian snored ; and I myself, overwrought with excitement, fell 
fast asleep. It was a sleep without dreams ; and when we awoke 
the sun had risen, and was shining into our eyes. We sprang from 
our resting-place, clambered to the summit of the bank, and looked 
around us in the direction of the Devil- Tavern. There hung its 
sign, still creaking in the breeze, but not a sign of life appeared 
around it. Its inmates must have resigned themselves to slumber. 
It was a bright day, and the solitary island looked pleasant We 
ran to the shore, pushed off the skiff which lay safely in the place 
where we had drawn it, seized the oars, and pulled merrily. The 
breeze blew cold, but refreshing, and the sun glanced over the 
waves. We were full of life and vigor, delighted with the idea of 
a safe return. In a little while we paused to release some choice 
spirits which were imprisoned in a bottle of old Otard. TertuUian 
poured forth a volume of pure Latinity, and again a chorus was 
heard over the waves which might have roused Floys Boyo cmd his 
crew: 

* Cheer up, my lively lads, 
In spite of wind and weather. 
Cheer up, ray lively lads, 
And ' 

The * Spasm' shot over the waves with the speed of light; the 
shores faded in the distance ; our ancient adversary the Devil was 
lost in his pictured proportions ; and with a light hcEurt we bade fare- 
well to Scollop- Island, and to the hospitalities of the Dbvil- Tavern. 
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All that could sufler change and ftde 

Of one 't were sin to weep, 
Deep in this narrow bed is laid 

In everlasting sleep. 

The grassy turf was never spread 

Above a gentler breast ; 
O ! bitter, bitter tears were shed, 

When she was laid to rest. 

Her praLse might partial friendship swell 

With not unseemly pride ; 
But this were vain — enough to tell, 

She lived, and loved, ana died. jav«« AirKxcR. 

Kew-York^Ju$if, 1&13. 
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JUNE. 



KT V A ■» n VON •PISaZL. 



Jimc, 1BI3 



Sweet June, the loveliest child of all the year ! 
With quickened life 1 hail thy slow return, 
And feel my torpid soul within me burn. 
As on the hill-side s verdant slope appear 
The well-knovm flowers that mark thy presence near. 
And not alone am I in loving thee ! 
For Nature dons her richest livery 
When thou appearest ; with a soAer blue 
The sky pavilions earth ; the forest's hue 
Is fresher ; and the brooks more merrily 
Gurgle their slender, changeful melody. 
Were there a world where thou didst ever reign, 
And I, aloney could reach it, I would fain 
Dwell there for aye ; nor sigh for earth again ! 



C X E T L A 



B!f TUS rr.ANIOR. 



It is the beginning, the premier pas qui coute, in all compositions. 
Once started, there is no difficulty in proceeding ; but how to begin ! 
Shall we borrow of the prolific James ? 

' Upon a lovely morning in November, that season of the year 
when the woods have dofled their summer green to robe themselves 
in sombre russet, two horsemen were seen riding down a glade 
of one of those noble old forests wliich are still to be met with in 
some parts of England. The elder of the two, a fine, soldier-like 
figure, sat his horse/ etc., etc. And there we will leave him, and 
look out for our own beginning. Strange that a chapter on this 
subject is nowhere to be found in any book on rhetoric or criticism. 
For our part we are determined not to begin at all for the present, 
but to propound a number of queries suggested to us by the name 
of the exuberant novelist above mentioned. 

First, then : Why are tears always called * pearly drops ? * Would 
not that definition apply better to drops of milk ? Lands have been 
said to flow with milk, but never did the wildest romancer assert 
that the lachrymal duct in the human subject was a milky -way. 

Then, why does the clievelure of dark-haired persons always 
resemble the * raven's wing ? ' Why not his tail-feathers, occasion- 
ally, for the sake of variety? Or a crow's wing, a black-bird's 
wing? Or why not say, ' Dark as the wool on negro's poll?' — or 
as the mane of a bay horse ? — or ' as black as my hat ? ' Is it abso- 
lutely necessary that it should always be a raven's wing ? 



46 Ca et La: by 'Flaneur: [July, 

When you say, 'cherry lips,' do you particularize sufficiently? 
Some cherries are yellow, some black. Should you not say * rtd 
cherry lips? If any 'young orphan* happens to be engaged in 
novel-writing when cherries are in season, let him place two in 
juxta-position, and remark what a mouth such a pair of labia would 
make ! Why are these cherry lips always slightly parted ? Does 
not ttiis give that stupid expression which the French call ' bouche 
beanie? 

Why are all necks, not buU-necks, ' swan-like ? ' Why does swan- 
like in necks mean beautiful and well-proportioned, and crane -like 
abominably extended, when the neck of a crane is no longer than 
that of a swan ? Why are handsome noses always * chiselled ? ' 
Why are fingers always * taper ? ' And finally, for we must stop some- 
where, why are beauties * lovelier far in tears?* Did swollen eyes, 
bound with red, and nose pinkish in tinge at its extremity, ever 
improve the appearance of any mortal since the flood ? 

As it is not fair to destroy without creating something to supply 
the place of the destroyed, we take the liberty of showing our own 
ideal in stories : 

' Upon a crimson sofa, in a darkened room, sits a lovely lady. 
Bright are her eyes as gas-lights in a shop- window; dark her hair 
as Day and Martin's best ; and her red hps contrast with her white 
skin as do the red stripes with the white in Stewart's peppermint 
candy. Salt tears trickle from her eyes as fall the drops from an 
umbrella in a gentle November drizzle ; and James's last novel hes 
unnoticed upon her lap. Why sits the lovely lady on the crimson 
sofa? And why does she rest her pensive and pomatum'd brow 
upon her embroidered handkerchief? ' 

TluU we flatter ourselves is an exordium, over which a discerning 
public may hang entranced. 

' This young lady was hight Liner, Catherine Julia Liner. She 
wept for love of Shuflleshank, her inconstant beau. 

* For one whole season Shuflleshank, whose soul, if he had any, 
was in his toes, hovered about Miss Liner, and attended her every 
where. He waltzed with her night after night, (and Shuffleshank 
twirled divinely,) and in the pauses of the dance he wiped the per- 
spiration from his face, and with his touching and tender eyes, 

* Gazed on the fair, 
Whu caused his cnre. 
And wiped and looked, wiped and looked, 
Wiped and looked, ana wiped again,' 

until her parents and herself were quite certain of an offer. He 
certainly owed her one. She deserved some compensation for 
listening to his interminable stories, which were as monotonous as 
long. So celebrated a narrator was he, that his friends, when 
endeavoring to give each other an idea of some distance traversed, 
would say, * It was one of Shuffleshank's stories,' or two stories. 
Sometimes unfortunate men could tell of a six-story walk, and 
these were looked upon as persons of great strength and vast 
powers of endurance. But the heartless, ungrateful Shuflieshank 
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allowed the mercury to descend in the thermometer of his affections 
for Miss Liner, and gradually his attentions grew colder and colder, 
until they sunk below zero and became neglect. But the faithless 
one did not long survive his treachery. He broke his wind in 
attempting to finish his tenth story that day, and expired soon after 
suddenly. He was discovered lying on his back, his toes turned 
out, and his head resting on a volume of Cotillons d quatre mains. 
His executors found among his papers the first sheet of a pamphlet 
on his favorite science, waltzing, dated only a few days before his 
decease. 

You will pardon us, friend Knickerbocker, for giving your 
readers one or two original rules of so great a professor : 

* Rule L The cavalier should endeavor to waltz with women 
of a suitable size. The relative test is, that the noses of the couple 
be on a level. 

' Rule II. He should put his right arm as far round the lady's 
waist as possible, and draw her toward him with the other hand, so 
that the noses before mentioned shall be not more than half an inch 
apart 

'Rule III. In case the lady should be inclined to jump, he 
must hold her down to the floor by pressing firmly upon her tour- 
nure* 

Society has indeed suffered a sad loss by his untimely death. 
But before we go any farther with our story, we will give a crow- 
quill croquis of the career of Miss Catherine Liner, down to the 
period of Shuffleshank*s catastrophe. 

* Miss Liner was of a good family : her pa, a retired merchant, 
with some tincture of the humanities, and she herself well edu- 
cated ; that is, she knew enough Italian to say pescKe ; enough 
German for * es ist warm ; * and enough French for * 0/t, vce.* Music 
she loved to distraction. True, she sometimes nodded at a concert, 
but then it was only to beat the time, and when awakened by a crash, 
she would shake her head in languid ecstasy, and sigh out a senti- 
mental *ah!* Or, if the nature of the air required it, she could shout 
in a voice sonorous as a cricket's : 'Divine f * * niagnifique I * 'gran- 
dioso ! * or the hardest word she might remember out of any lan- 
guage. The gentlemen in waiting caught the cue ; and men who 
had not ear enough to keep time when dancing, were unintelligibly 
scientific in allegros and andantes, and made frequent and familiar 
allusions to Hummel, Meyerbeer, Beethoven, and Weber. We 
ourselves must plead guilty of claiming an acquaintance where we 
never had cm introduction. How true is that saying of Fuller: 
• The best of God*s children have a smack of hypocrisy ! ' 

Miss Catherine's papa Silas was rich, and Miss Catherine was 
fashionable. She came out and ofiered a book-muslin view of 
herself to two hundred and fifty warm people. Bouquets, ay, 
double-bouquets, were sent her by insane beaux, by means of which 
yoimg gentlemen who only knew two ladies in the room were con- 
verted into flower-stands for an hour or two, trying to look easy and 
at home, by gently rubbing the camelias against their noses from 
time to time. And when Miss Catherine had given a ball herself, 
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then did she become perfect in manner ; then handled she her fan 
with consummate dexterity, and adopted an expression of intense 
fashionable agony when a badly-dressed woman passed by, or a 
clumsy Unshtffflesliankian waltzer ran against her. Then sighed 
she in German to a gentleman from Connecticut, lisped in French 
to a dandy from Pliiladelphia, and whispered in Tuscan to her 
Italian master, if he happened to be within hail. Then waltzed 
she with young men, warm or cold, dry or moist ; she would have 
taken a turn with a steaming tea-kettle, if tea-kettles wore white 
vests and valsed. Then danced she like a Bacchante, and only left 
the ball-room just before the lights ; while melancholy Silas, pining 
for his pillow, clasped his hands and sometimes muttered, * Ultima 
July ; * and sometimes, as if desparing of rest below, ' in coda quies! 
To have seen Miss Catherine Julia, you would have sworn that she 
was a descendant of Lord Lanesboro', si passionne pour la danse, 
who, after the death of Prince George of Denmark, waited upon 
Queen Anne, and advised her to take a quarter, by way of consola- 
tion. 

Let us pause a while to take breath. 



FORGET-. ME-NOT: 'MYOSOTIS AVENSIS 



WnOiS THt OKRltAN BT riTZORICSNX BALLXOK. 



I. 

There is a flower, a lovely flower, 

Tinged deep with Faith's unchanging hue ; 
Pure as the ether in its hour 

Of loveliest and serenest blue. 
The streamlet's gentle side it seeks, 

The silent fount, the shaded grot. 
And sweetly to the heart it speaks, 

Forget-me-not, forget-me-not. 

XI. 

Mild as the azure of thine eyes, 

Soft as the halo-beam above, 
In tender whispers still it sighs, 

Forget me not, my life, my love ! 
There where thy last steps turned away. 

Wet eyes shall watch the sacred spot, 
And this sweet flower be heard to say. 

Forget! ah, no! forget-me-not! 

txi. 

Yet deep its azure leaves within 

Is seen the blighting hue of care ; 
And what that secret grief hath been. 

The drooping stem may well declare. 
The dew-drops on its leaves are tears. 

That ask, 'Am I so soon forgot? ' 
Repeating still, amidst their fears. 

My life, my love ! fiMfget-me-noc ! 
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OUR PUBLIC MEN. 



MOKBXm OVB. 



PSRSONAL TRAITS OF PRESIDENT TTLER AND HIS FAlflLT. 

The interest which is felt in the personal history of a distin* 
guished man is materially increased in the person of Mr. Tyler, 
for and against whom so much has been said and written. And as 
I am no politician, but have had the opportunity of seeing a great 
deal of our Chief Magistrate, personally and in private, I propose 
to give to the readers of the Knickerbocker a few personal char- 
acteristics of the President, drawn from my own knowledge and 
observation." They are not in themselves of any deep interest; 
being such as arise in the every-day occurrences of life ; but they 
therefore the better portray the man, and are of mueh interest o& 
that account 

I remember one evening that a plain countryman from the inte- 
rior of Pennsylvania called upon the President, and seemed to eye 
him with keen scrutiny. He was evidently a person well-to-do in 
the world ; who owned the acres that he tilled, and had a good many 
broad ones ; a holder of his own plough, from habits of industry 
rather than from necessity; and one who, evidently, had always 
spoken his mind without fear or favor. His plain but clean attire, 
and his honest, open countenance and proper bearing, struck me 
very forcibly, and reminded me of a remark which I once heard 
General Harrison make of Tecumseh, the celebrated Indian war- 
rior, who has been called the ' Napoleon of the West* General 
Harrison observed that the Indian was one of the most gentle^ 
manly men he had ever seen. I asked him how that could be ? 

* Why,' he replied, * he had self-possession and self-respect' 

This old farmer had these manly qualities. Afler a long chat 
with the President, he observed : 

' Well, Mr. Tyler, you are a very different man from what I took 
you to be.' 

' How so V asked the President, laughing. 

' Why I thought you were a large, red-raced, haughty man, with 
your hair combed back and tied in an old-fashioned cue, and that 
you were as proud as Lucifer. Why, you are as plcdn as a pike- 
staff", and as free-spoken as if you had no secrets in the world. I 
am glad I came to see you. Sir; I have been much deceived.' 
And so has every man been much deceived who has taken upon 
hearsay personal prejudices against the President His personal 
appearance is very prepossessing. He is above the middle height, 
and slim, with long arms, and a quick, active gait. His forehead is 
prominent and very intellectual, with the perceptive faculties, 
according to phrenology, strongly developed. His hair is li|^ and 
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thin, and mixed with gray. His eye is a light bine, quick and pene- 
trating ; at the same time it is frank and open, with a quiet humor 
lurking in the corner. His nose is remarkably prominent, cheeks 
thin, and mouth compressed. The whole face is full of character, 
and the features are remarkably plastic and expressive ; changing 
with every shade of thought that passes through his mind. He is 
said to bear a strong resemblance to the Duke of Wellington, but 
his features have none of that rigidity which marks those of the 
Duke. His conversational talents are of the first order, and he 
tells a tale with great unction and glee, and with remarkable effect 

I remember the first time I saw the President, I was invited to 
dine at the White House by his son ; and it so happened that afler 
dinner I fell into conversation with the Chief Magistmte upon 
Mr. Jefferson, of whom he spoke in terms of great enthusiasm. I 
have since seen a letter from an old friend of the President's, remind- 
ing him that he had often expressed the wish before the decease of 
Mr. Jeflerson, an event which, from his advanced age was long 
expected, that he might deliver his eulogy. It so turned out that 
the President was appointed ; and any one who will read the differ- 
ent eulogies pronounced upon Jeflerson, will be struck with the 
republican appreciation of his character and virtues which Mr. Tyler 
hsLS set forth with such earnest and vivid eloquence. 

I remember well seeing the President the day after the first veto. 
Great excitement prevailed in all parties throughout the day. The 
avenue was alive with groups of people in earnest talk, and many 
visiters, particularly, members of the Democratic party, repaired to 
the White House at night to tender their thanks to the President 
for the course he had pursued. 

In the dead of the night the inhabitants of the President's square 
mrere aroused by the shouts of a drimken mob, who, with discordant 
fife and old tin-pans for drums, proceeded to the executive mansion 
and yelled, in consequence of the veto, those insults in the ears of 
the President and his family, among whom was the wife of the 
President, then in extremely delicate health. The day after all 
this, I met Mr. Robert Tyler in the street, as I was proceeding to 
my dinner, who invited me to dine with him, observing that there 
was nobody at the house but the family. We entered the White 
House at the southern front, and found the President seated with 
his son Tazwell by his side, a lad of fourteen, whom the President 
was teaching his lesson. It instantly struck me that there was a 
moral energy in the President of which his enemies little dreamed. 

* Peace hat her victories. 
As well as war ; > 

«ays Milton, in his splendid lines to Cromwell, and this is one of 
them. For months every persuasion to which eloquence could give 
power, had been exerted on the President, to obtain his veto on the 
one hand, and his signature on the other. The Whig party, in the 
plenitude of its power, personified in the person of their bold leader, 
the 'lord of the lion heart and eagle eye,' and standing on the 
grave of General Harrison, hallowed by his death, and full of the 
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dictation of success, felt themselves like Olympian Jove with 
thunderbolt in hand ready to strike down to endless political perdi- 
tion the 'Acting President' if he dared to veto. The threat was 
made in tones of thunder, by their great champion. But, lo I the 
veto came, and calm amidst the breaking of the storm, the Presi- 
dent was teaching his httle son his lesson. It was a Eoman one. 
In the battle-field a moment often decides the victory. A moment 
of decisive action which requires no wear and tear of spirit for days* 
weeks, and months — amidst imprecations and execrations — but an 
energy which springs to life on the instant, such as Napoleon 
exerted at Lodi, but which exhibits no greater powers of purpose 
than President Tyler exhibited — for none but those who witnessed 
it, can have any idea of the many and the powerful influences 
which were brought to bear, lo obtaia the President's signature to 
the Bank Bill — influences exerted not only by the distinguished 
and the powerful, face to face with the Chief Magistrate, but through 
the portentous threatenings of anonymous letters, of the most 
assassin-like and dastardly character. 

We all remember the effigy-burning that succeeded the veto, and 
which, the President said, * served but to light him in the path of 
duty.' A little anecdote which occurred at the dinner-table one day 
between Mr. John Tyler, Jr. and the President, will show how good- 
humoredly the President bore a jest upon the subject There were 
several young gentlemen present at table, guests of the sons of the 
President. The Chief Magistrate sat among them, enjoying the talk 
with apparently as much interest as if the magnates of the nation 
were around him. 

The conversation happened to turn upon the question as to which 
was the greatest man. Napoleon or Ceesar ; and during the conversa- 
tion, Mr. John Tyler, Jr. chanced to observe, that he had seen it 
stated, that Pompey's statue, at the base of which Csesar fell, had 
been discovered in some excavations made in Home. 'Ah?' said the 
President; *well, John, was there any blood upon it?' 

* You do n't believe it, I suppose, father? ' said the son. 

* Why, John, I do n't doubt that you have read of the excavation, 
but I doubt very much if it was truly Pompey's statue ; for, after the 
lapse of so many centuries, the authentication of the statue must 
be very doubtful.' 

* Well, Mr. President,' rephed his son, very archly, * I will tell you 
of one thing, of which there will be little doubt' 

' What's that?' asked the President. 

* Why, some years from this, when some well-digger, or house- 
builder, or other person, is excavating in the neighborhood of 
Nashville Tennessee, Louisville Kentucky, or some other place 
that might be named, he may light upon a stuffed Paddy some six 
feet high, the earth half burned, with a rope around its neck : 'Ah, 
what's this?' some one may inquire. ' Why,' replies another, *it is 
the effigy of that John Tyler, who vetoed the Bank Bill I * 

'Ah/ said the President, laughing heartily, ' you have me there, 
John.' 
I may here remark of Mr. John Ttler, Jr., who is the private 
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secretary of the President, that he is a very handsome man, with 
courtly manners ; that his partialities are to the study of the sciences, 
rather than to politics ; and that he has written a pamphlet upon 
electricity, which is said to exhibit much knowledge and originality. 

Those who have not witnessed the terror which prevails among 
the clerks, on a change of parties in power at Washington, or even 
of a change of the head of a department, who, it is rumored, intends 
to make removals, can have no idea of it Some poor clerk, who 
supports a large family upon one thousand or twelve hundred dol- 
lars, may have inadvertently let shp an imprudent expression, which 
some ready spy retails and makes public, with a thousand exagger- 
ations, and, lo ! the report takes wind that he is to be removed. 
Then comes the distress of his agonized wife and children, while 
the poor woman hurries to 'the President, or to the head of the 
department to which her husband belongs, to intercede for him, and 
save herself and family from ruin. 

When General Harrison came into power, multitudes of such 
fears prevailed, and with fearful truth for their foundation. The 
good old Greneral himself had no wish to proscribe, but proscription 
was the word with too many of his friends. I may mention a 
circumstance which came under my own knowledge. 

The head of a certain department, shortly before General Harri- 
son's death, turned out a clerk of his, who was accused of having 
busied himself in politics — a poor man, who had a wife and six 
children. She is a beautiful woman, but twenty-six years of age. 
Her agony was such as to render her almost insane. The removal 
left her and her children houseless and homeless, with the husband 
and father in debt Fiction has wrung many a heart to tears with 
a fancied picture not to compare in soirow to the truth of this. 
Shortly afler this removal. General Harrison died, and was laid in 
state in the hall of the White House, whither flocked multitudes to 
gaze upon his lifeless remains, and reflect upon the instability of 
earthly power, and the vanity of all human greatness. I met the 
lady of the removed official with another lady, and but one escort, 
on their way to look their first and last upon the departed President ; 
and I joined her. General Harrison I had known well, and I 
spoke of his goodness of heart, and manliness of character, as we 
proceeded, with an earnest truthfulness, which seemed to impress 
the wife of the official, by whose side I walked. 

* I blame for my trouble,* she said, naming the head of the 

department, half to herself; ' I believe the old General was good- 
hearted.' 

We entered the White House. In state, just before the entrance, 
lay the General. His features were placid, and betrayed little or 
none of the sufferings of the departed spirit My companion gazed 
upon him earnestly and long, and then said, with a hysteric start : 

* I would to God it was who was lying in that coffin ! I 'd 

give a party to-night, poor as I am I ' 

One may well fancy how deep the agony of heart of a sensitive 
lady must have been, to wring from her such an expression. In 
fancy, she heard the voice of her c^dxen crying to her for bread; 
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and to her excited mind they appeared before her, dead as the 
departed President, and of hunger ; for so she said, in speaking of 
her expression afterward. 

It was a scene, in those days, to see the department * let out,* as 
the boys would say at school. The aspect of those clerks whose 
political bias was known to be against the party in power, was 
lugubrious enough. They did not look like gentlemen who, after 
their official labors were over, were going to their dinners, but as if 
they were wrapped in sorrow, and wending to a funeral. 

One day„shortly after the succession of President Tyler, a certain 
gentleman turned out fifteen of his officials, in one fell swoop. 
They got their notices that their services were no more needed by 
the department, about two o'clock, p. m. The public gardener, 
happened to be in the President's grounds when he heard the news, 
and seeing the President on the portico, he advanced to him and 
said : 

* Mr. President, only think of it ; they 're turning all the poor 
clerks out* 

The President immediately despatched a note for the official, 
who was soon in the President's presence, and ready to recount 
the poUtical sins of the expelled. 

* Keinstate them,' said the President ; * I cannot bear to have their 
wives and children coming to me with accounts of their suffisrings, 
when I can prevent it* 

The President never thinks of making a display of mere official 
dignity. He never thinks of the President, unless he is fulfilling 
some presidential duty, or unless some one presumes, from his kind- 
ness of manner, to encroach upon his dignity; and then the 
encroacher instantly discovers how much he has erred. This, more 
than one senator and representative can tell, who has undertaken 
the task of dictation to the President. 

Dickens, who found so much fault with our institutions, and oiix 
people generally, justly remarked of our Chief Magistrate, when he 
called to pay his respects to him : * The expression of his face was 
mild and pleasant, and his manners were remarkably unafiected and 
agreeable. I thought that in his whole carriage and demeanor he 
became his station singularly well. And yet, as I have before said, 
he never seems to think of the display of official dignity.' 

A distinguished artist who had been employed by the King of 
France to copy Stuart's full length likeness of Washington which 
hangs in the White House, was invited by the President to be his 
guest while copying the picture. The President also employed him 
to take the hkeness of himself, Mrs. Robert Tyler, and his youngest 
daughter, Alice. The artist's manners were distinguished by the pro- 
foundest observance of courtly etiquette ; and the Jeffersonian ease 
of the President's manners served to surprise him. I remember one 
day while the family circle were all seated round the fire after din- 
ner, the artist rose, and with a profound salaam, said : * Mr. President, 
with your permission I will retire to my work.' 

* My good fellow, do just what you please,* replied the President, 
good-humoredly smiling, as the artist bowed himself out of the room. 
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The President has a peculiar power of inspiring confidence in all 
who approach him. In the summer-time it is the custom for the 
Nationsil Band of the Marine Barracks to play alternately at the 
Capitol and in the President's grounds. Crowds of citizens, with 
senators and representatives accompanying the ladies of their fami- 
lies, walk through the grounds while the band is playing, salute 
their acquaintances and chat with their friends till the music ceases, 
when they all, as the sun goes down, loiteringly leave. The Presi- 
dent and his family always appear on the portico that fronts on the 
grounds of the White House, to which steps ascend from both sides, 
and receive their friends and acquaintances, who call on these occa- 
sions to pay their respects to the Chief Magistrate and his household. 
His manners are so very unpretending that, but for the respect that 
is paid him, you would not distinguish the Chief Magistrate from the 
group among which he familiarly mingles, unless you were an 
observer of character, and then you would know him from the 
absence of all restraint in his person and conversation, and the free- 
dom and entire frankness of his intercourse with those around him. 

On one of these Saturday afternoons, two countrymen, who 
looked like persons who had come to market, approached the portico, 
evidently with a desire to see the President. One of them asked a 
gentleman who was ascending the steps, which was the President. 
The gentleman pointed out the Chief Magistrate, and asked the 
countryman if he would like to be introduced to him. 

* Why,* replied the countryman, * I am not of his way of thinking, 
but they say so much about him and against him, that I should like 
to have a good look at him, any how.' 

' Come up ; he '11 be glad to see you. Won't your friend come ? * 

The friend declined ; and the gentleman with his new acquaint- 
ance beside him, who gave him his name, ascended the steps. The 
President instantly noticed the countryman, and observed that the 
visiter felt some diffidence in approaching him. Mr. Tyler accord- 
ingly quit the group by which he was surrounded, and advanced to 
meet him. On his name being mentioned, the President gave him 
a hearty shake of the hand, and asked liim from what State he 
came? 

The countryman replied, from Virginia. 

The President entered into conversation with him, and they stood 
talking together some ten minutes or more, when with a smiling 
countenance, and a frank offering of his hand, the visiter withdrew. 

* There,' said the President, as the visiter left, * is a man who, 
consulting the native manliness of his impulses, has a propriety of 
deportment that is better than any thing that Chesterfield has taught 
He is one of Nature's noblemen.' 

After hearing this remark, the introducer was anxious to know 
what impression the President had made upon a political opponent, 
■who had made such an impression upon the President He accord- 
ingly followed him as he walked away with his friend, who had 
waited below. 

He was persuading his friend to go up and be presented to the 
President, and his introducer overheard him say : 



1843.] Our RibUc Men. 56 

* I tell you what it is, neighbor, I believe they lie about him faster 
than Eclipse can run.' 

The President is truly a republican. He is oflen heard to express 
the lofliest sentiments of patriotism in his family circle, when he 
can have no purpose of popularity in view, but merely the wish to 
give utterance to his feelings. A visiter at the . White House 
remembers well on one occasion, being then the only guest, when 
the Rhode Island difficulties were in their midst, when some one 
laughingly asked him, ' how he would like to be a King ? ' The 
reply was : ' I am afraid, in spite of my democracy, that I should 
say what the king of Prussia said to Doctor Franklin, that were he 
in the Doctor's situation he would be a republican too ; but being 
bom a king, he was determined to support king-craft.' 

The President, who was gazing out of the window, and as it was 
thought not at all attending to the idle talk, turned quickly round 
and said with animation : 

' I would rather settle the Rhode Island question upon the true 
principles of the constitution, establish a just treaty with Great 
Britain/and give my administration an honorable place in the history 
of the republic, than win and wear the most princely crown in 
Christendom.' 

The jokes between Mr. Wise and the President are oden very 
amusing. Mr. Wise is the devoted friend of the President The 
representative from Virginia drives a little one-horse carriage, and 
one day the President observed to him : 

' Wise, that carriage of yours looks like a candle-box on wheels ; 
why do n't you get a more genteel one ? ' 

' Why, Mr. President, it is a much more genteel one than yours. 
You keep four horses, which you do n't drive more than once a 
month ; and when you do, you hitch them to a second-hand carriage.' 

• Why, Wise, how did you find that out ? ' 

' Find it out ? Did n't you drive it about for a month, with the 
coat of arms of Mr. Paulding, late Secretary of the Navy upon it?' 

'What of that? Is not Paulding the real Simon Pure of the 
democracy ? ' 

' Democracy blazoning its coat of arms ! ' replied Wise. • I was 
really glad one day when I stopped at the carriage-maker's to get 
my truly republican vehicle mended, to see the ex-secretary's car- 
riage there, and a workman employed erasing the coat of arms ; 
making a plain pannel for your excellency.' 

' Well,' replied the President, * I claim to be descended from Wat 
Tyler, the blacksmith, and I had better have a good stout arm grasp- 
ing an uplifted hammer, blazoned on my pannel ; do n't you think 
so ? It would be a real democratic knock-down to Paulding's her^ 
aldry.' 

Speaking of the President's carriage, reminds me of an anecdote 
of his coachman, Burrell. Somebody asked Burrell which he liked 
best, Virginia or Washington ? 

' Virginia,' replied BurrelL ' I think there are more gentlemen in 
Virginia, Sir, than there are about Congress. In Virginia, Sir, if a 
gentleman wanted tct abuse the President, he would n't oome tight 
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by his carriage, where I, his coachman, am sitting, to talk it out so 
as I can hear it I, Sir, I Ve waited on him ever since he was first 
married ; I ought to know what kind of a man he is ; and the way 
they lie about him makes me so savage sometimes, that I feel as if 
I 'd like to have some on 'em tied to a tree, and have fair play at 'em 
with this horse -whip.* 

This anecdote is enough to show what kind of a master the Pres- 
ident is. 

When Pettrick the sculptor was stabbed by some midnight assas- 
sin, as soon as the President heard of it he hurried to his studio, 
where the deed was perpetrated, and not only ordered him to be 
provided for, but saw him attended to himself 

One Sunday just after dinner, there were several loud ringings of 
the front door bell, when the President, who had led a gentleman 
alone in the dining-room, retiumed and said : * They have it through 
the city that I have been shot ! ' 

' With paper bullets of the brain, I suppose they mean, Mr. Pres- 
ident,' said the guest. 

* No,' replied the President, * with leaden bullets from a pistol.' 
Come, walk out on the portico, and smoke your cigar. 

The President with his guest walked out on the portico, whither 
soon came thronging a crowd of the President's friends, who, hear- 
ing the report through the city, had hastened to the White House to 
learn if there was any truth in the story. 

There was no truth whatever in it ; but every body present was 
stnick with the President's indifference to the report, and the 
absence of all curiosity on his part as to how it originated. He only 
remarked : ' If I am shot at, gentlemen, it will be more in malice 
than in madness ; ' and apologizing, by saying that daily confinement 
required that he should take exercise, he rode away in his carriage 
unattended. 

As a husband and a father, President Tyler is a model for any 
man ; and particularly for public men, who too often neglect their 
families. For a very long time the lady of the President was in 
feeble health, which terminated in her death last summer. It was 
a beautiful moral spectacle to see the President, amidst all the 
cares and perplexities of his exalted station, beset by so many 
detractors, so devotedly watchful of Mrs. Tyler's declining condition. 
In the midst of the veto days, when engaged in the most anima- 
ted political conversation, if Mrs. Tyler chanced to be in the room, 
the President's eye every minute wandered to her, in affectionate 
regard ; and when she left the room upon the arm of her son or 
daughter, he would watch her anxiously and in silence till she with- 
drew, and would often remain in melancholy thoughtfulness for 
minutes afterward, forgetful of the conversation cmd those around 
him. 

In bringing up his family, Mr. Tyler has been fortunate. His 
daughters, except the youngest, Alice, who is at school, are happily 
married, and his sons who are grown, Mr. Robert and Mr. John 
Tyler, are gentlemen of honor, manliness, and intellect ; and Taz- 
well, his youngest son, is a lad of promise. Miss Elizabeth Tyler, 
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who is now Mrs. Waller, and living with her husband in Virginia, 
was much admired in her bellehood when in the White House. 
Her unpretending and gentle manners inspired with admiration all 
who approached her. 

' Well/ exclaimed a fashionably ambitious young lady one day to 
a gentleman who was attending her on a visit to Miss Tyler, ' if I 
were Miss Tyler, I 'd blaze my bellehood out as long as my father 
was President, and make the most devoted lover in Christendom 
bide my beck in the crowd/ 

The fair Virginian had no such ambition, and thereby proved her- 
self worthy of the manly heart that has won her. 

Mr. Robert Titler, the eldest son of the President, is a young man 
of brilliant genius. As a poet, in high-wrought and vivid imagery, 
he resembles Shelley, whose likeness he personally resembles ; and 
as an orator, there is not a speaker of his years in our country who 
has made a greater impression than he made in two extempora- 
neous efibrts before the Irish Association. Bold, eloquent, and 
manly, he dashes into his subject with his whole soul, while com* 
prehensiveness, energy, and point characterize every thing he says. 

Certain persons, forgetting the decencies of life, have abused and 
calunmiated Mr. Robert Tyler in the most gross and libellous man- 
ner. It is therefore due to him to say, that a kinder son, a more 
devoted husband and father, or a firmer friend, those who know him 
have never known. Magnanimous and chivalrous, he throws no 
veil over either his actions or opinions ; and his frank and high bear- 
ing wins the regard of all those who come in personal contact with 
him, however much they may have been before prejudiced against 
him. 

The lady of Mr. Robert Tyler does the honors of the While 
House. She is the grand -daughter of the late Major Fairlie, of 
New- York, a soldier of the revolution, and a distinguished citizen, 
who was well known to many of the oldest inhabitants of that city. 
Her mother was a celebrated belle, whom our present minister to 
Spain, Washington Irving, remembers vividly as his friend, and one 
or the most brilliant women of the day ; a fair and witty and most 
worthy lady, who might well have inspired the author of the 
' Sketch Book ' with those exalted perceptions of female character 
which glow so brilliantly in his portraits of the sex. 

Mr. Cooper, the celebrated tragedian, married this lady, and Mrs. 
Tyler is their eldest daughter. Three years since Miss Cooper 
married Mr. Robert Tyler. Dickens says when he visited the 
White House, that Mrs. Tyler * acted as the lady of the mansion, 
and a very interesting, graceful, and accomplished lady too.* 

The just perception of Dickens understood at once the character 
of Mre. Tyler. She does the duties of the White House with a 
graceful naturalness that is remarked by every one, and she com- 
bines with a keen perception of character, an acute sense of the 
ridiculous and a ready wit, the most feminine gentleness of manner 
and deportment ; qualities which are rarely found in combination. 
McB. Tyler is devoted to her children, and she dresses them as 

rots. zxii. 8 
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plainly as if they were dwellers on a retired estate in Virginia. 
Her own attire is simple, and she never departs from tliis simplicity 
except when slate occasions demand some little ornament. The 
greatest sense of propriety marks her whole deportment in every 
relation of life. 

Mrs. Robert Tyler is now on a visit to a married sister in Alabama ; 
for another beautiful trait of her character is her devotion to her sis- 
ters and brother. The only inmates of the White House at present 
( May first) are the President with his three sons, and Mrs. Jones, 
his eldest daughter. Mrs. Semple, the President's second daughter, 
is living in Virginia, and is a lady of great beauty, and in the bloom 
of health. 

The fine features of Mrs. Jones are wan with long illness. She 
never leaves her room except on some balmy day, to take a short 
ride. The President always accompanies her, supporting her in his 
arras to and from her chamber to the carriage, with a tenderness as 
gentle and as watchful as her own to her babe. The President, 
imlike some distinguished statesmen of other as well as of our 
times, is remarkable for his high estimate of female character. He 
receives the lady visiters of the White House with a deference and 
respect which has been much noticed, and which is not the manner 
of a worldling and a courtier, compliment and hollowness, but the 
impulse of a lofty and holy sentiment. When a lad at school, he 
prepared as a theme for declamation an essay upon female educa- 
tion, in which the boy expressed those opinions which have ever 
since been entertained by the man. 

The President is a man of the strongest sympathies. There is 
not a human being about him, from his servants to his children, of 
whose feelings he is not regardful, and in whose welfare he does 
not feel a daily and living interest. If the day be cool, he will ask 
his coachman why he has not liis overcoat If his servant happens 
not to be cheerful, he will ask him, in the kindest manner, what 's 
the matter with him. And the complaint, if the servant have one, 
is made without the least hesitation, and with the certainty that he 
will meet at the President's hands both sympathy and justice. In 
his intercourse with his servants he is always kind, and frequently 
jocular, for he is a great lover of a harmless jest. 

A few weeks since, the Irishmen of the Capitol waited on the 
President in a body, and through Mr. Hobson, their orator, expressed 
their gratitude for the interest he had taken in them, and their pro- 
found respect for his character, to which the President made a most 
eloquent reply. 

It was amusing to watch the interest which the President's ser- 
vants, all of whom belong to him, except Wilkins, the butler of the 
establishment, and his son, felt in his speech. They modestly took 
their station by the door, to listen to their master's reply, for they 
are devotedly attached to him. 

* Short/ asked a gentleman, of one of these humble listeners, 
' how did you like the President's speech ? ' 

* I always likes the President's speeches* Sir, but I do n't think 
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this one of his happiest efforts. I prefers him, Sir, before a jury. 
He can beat any man in Virginia, before a jury,' was the reply. 

The President's love for Virginia is truly worthy of a mother, 
whose 'jewels are her children.* He delights in telling anecdotes 
of his early days, in Virginia ; and he always has the most cordial 
greeting for his old Virginia friends, however humble they may be, 
when they call to see him. How is such and such a one ? he will 
inquire, from the humblest laborer on a farm, up to the highest 
dignitary of the State. 

President Tyler is a man of very unsuspicious nature, and there 
is no morbidity of feeling in him. He is always cheerful and 
natural. In the midst of great difficulties of state, when the 
Cabinet have held protracted meetings, and when, doubtless, there 
were differences of opinion among them ; when the Secretary of 
State, with his beetling brows and cavernous eyes, passed by alone, 
absorbed in his own thoughts; when Mr. Spencer's quick step lost 
some of its elasticity, and the frank and firm Kentuckian, at the 
head of the Post Office Department, wore an anxious look; and the 
Attorney- General forgot, for a moment, his courteous salutation to a 
friendly passer-by; when that true statesman of the old Virginia 
school, Judge Upshur, seemed involved in what those who have not 
the mind to comprehend him, call ' abstractions ; ' and when Mr. 
Forward looked as if the cares of the Church, as well as those of 
the Treasury were resting on his shoulders ; the President would 
pass from their midst to his family circle, assembled for dinner, 
greet most cordially, and apparently without a care, whatever 
l)erson might chance to be their guest, and mix in the cheerful chat 
around him, as if he had no thought but the wish to promote it. 

The President is a statesman with no secret opinions. He 
speaks out plainly whatever he thinks; and he listens respectfully, 
nay, kindly, to the adverse opinions of others, without the least 
spirit of dictation. 

He is not the least of a formalist. K he has a guest, whom he 
asks to take a glass of wine with him, he will himself search for 
the keys of the side-board, if the servant happens to be absent, 
produce the decanters and glasses himself, and tell some pleasant 
story the while. When he talks of men, he speaks of their worth, 
and seldom of their wealth. With his purse he is too open, and 
too oflen he bestows more than his means warrant, upon some 
needy applicant, for whom he can find no office, or whom he may 
think unfitted for one. 

For the President his family have the most unbounded love. 
The only restraint they know, is what they think he would not 
approve; and their familiar talk among themselves is never 
checked, in the least, by his entrance; it is, on "the contrary, 
promoted. 

These little personal traits of President Tyler and his family, 
which might be easily extended into a volume, are offered to the 
readers of the Knickerbocker as being not \<rithont interest, since 
they illustrate the private character of the Chief Magistrate of our 
great Republic, and with the assurance that they are strictly true. 
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It was a glorious day 
When, on the winding way 
That led to Salem's towers ana temple high, 
From the assembled throng 
Loud burst the choral song : 
* Hosanna in the highest ! ' rang the cry ; 
While shouting thousands lined the road, 
Aud boughs of palm before triumphant Jesus itrowed. 



ZI. 



'T is morning : and again 

The mighty crowds of men 
Tread Salem's streets and throng her towers high ; 

llieir many-voiced roar 

Swells louder than before, 
But ' crucify him ! ' is the savage cry ; 
The furious curse the welkin tore, 
' His blood be on us and our children ever more ! ' 



zir. 



In vain false Pilate stands ; 

No washing of the hands 
Clears from the heart the tinct of innocent blood. 

The crowd, with cntel care, 

Load his shoulders bare, 
Like Isaac s, with the sacrificial wood : 
And the red lash, with many a blow. 
Scourges his faltering steps along the road of wo. 



zv. 



Nor stripes, nor mockery, 

Nor heaped-up a^ny, 
Can wring from infinite Love one vengeful word : 

While sufiering Jesus stands 

Amidst your pagan bands, 
And ye laugh round, ye cruel hearts abhorred, 
Hear the Lord's dying prayer for you : 
* Father, forgive them ; for they Imow not what they do ! ' 



Through the city doors 

The shouting tumult pours. 
And up the steep of Calvary they wind ; 

Goi^tha ' on thee 

They plant the accursed tree ; 
No pity can the God of pity find. 
Pierced were the hands that gave them bread. 
And fast *■ the beauteous feet that Drought good tidings' bled ! 
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MUUBXm TWO. 



TO THB EDITOR OF TEB *XHICXESBOCSEB.' 

' Si& : At a prayer-meeting held in the house of a friend of mine, 
in Bleecker-street, one of our most respectable and talented finan- 
ciers, and who was connected with myself in the late Post-office 
transaction, of which I have favored you with a development, I was 
thunder-struck at being shown the last number of your somewhat 
amusing but reckless Magazine. 

' My friend is a subscriber of yours, and was of course greatly 
agitated and ofiended at the unexpected and astounding disclosure 
of the private afiair which you have so unwarrantably dished up for 
the public. As was very natural, he charged me with the author- 
ship of that communication ; and as a man of conscientious princi- 
ple and high moral sense, I was of course unable to deny it. By 
this time the other gentlemen, our colleagues in said Post-office 
business, one of whom is in Bangor, the other in Texas, have prob- 
ably seen the article in question ; and you will perceive that I am 
thus made, through ^our violation of the sanctity of correspondence^ 
to stand with them m the odious light of an informer. 

' Sir, I supposed that your common perception of what is due to 
the ordinary courtesies of epistolary intercourse rendered it unneces- 
sary for me to desire you not to publish any thing of a personal 
nature. What is to become of our ' areas and focus* of our altars 
and fires ? what is to become of the bonds of social faith, the cher- 
ished sentiments of domestic communion, the implicit confidence 
between man and man, if deUcate matters of peculiar and single 
interest are thus to be blurted by an unreflecting conductor of a 
joiumal into the face of all mankind and half New- York ? To use 
the emphatic expression of the western settler, who returned from 
hunting to find his house and family rifled, f rifled in both senses,) 
and the walls of his cabin plastered with the brains of his wife and 
children, it is ' a little too ridiculous.' 

' The mischief, however, is done, and is past recall The least 
yon can do is to make what pecuniary compensation you consider 
due to my outraged sensibilities. Your Magazine is reputed to be 
profitable, and for the pile of correspondence which I have placed 
at vour disposal the remuneration ought to be generous. I am no 
judge of poetry, but the quality of the article which I have sent you 
I have several times heard spoken of as Jirst-rate. 

* If you will enclose a draft through the post to the address of 
'A. B. C. D. £. F.,' a portion of the fund shall go to soothe the lace- 
rated feelings of my triend in Bleecker-street, and the rest shall be 
devoted to charitable purposes, or to the temperance cause. 
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* I had intended to write more fully upon this very vexatious sub- 
ject, but as the ladies arc waiting for me to attend a revival at the 
Tabernacle this evening, you must allow me to subscribe myself, 

* Yours, truly mortified, .' 



Fearless in the discharge of our duties to the public, as an *able 
editor,' we have no hesitation in following the example of all able 
editors, and give to our readers whatever we think will be considered 
as a fair part of their money's worth. It is very odd that our sensi- 
tive correspondent, so keenly alive to the sufferings of his friend, 
the talented but lacerated financier of Bleeckcr-street, does not see 
that the same sympathy which he insists upon would equally apply 
to the persons abroad, whose letters he has 'so unwarrantably' made 
public. This, however, is in the true spirit of the age, which is so 
remarkably obtuse to that proverbial fact in natural history, that the 
same sauce which suits the female gander is equally adapted to the 
male goose. 



LETTER SECOND. 

TO THOMAS CARLYLE. ESQUIRE. LONDON. 

Herkwitu a box, a fragrant casket, goes, 
Of that loved herb which best in Cuba grows ; 
You had my promise, Thomas, you remember, 
In Fraser's shop, one morning last November, 
Of, now and then, a letter from the land 
"Which cocknies write of ere they understand. 
Pick then the choicest of the weeds I send, 
(The Custom House will ^ive them to my friend,) 
There havin§^ paid the duties that accrue, 
Permit me thus to pay mine own to you. 

And oh! how difficult each London wig^ht 

Finds the more Christian duty — Hot to write ; 

For John is reckoned taciturn and shy, 

Slow of address and sullen in reply ; ^ 

Bacchus or Ceres, burgundy or ale, V 

To rouse his fancies are of no avail ; 

But would you force the fellow's mettle forth. 

And of his genius know the pilh and worth, 

In vain you ply him with inspiring drink, » 

Give him a bottle, not of l>ecr, but itilc: 

However tongue-tied, asinine, or dull, 

A quill ay proves a cork-screw to his skull. 

Hence this poor land so scribbled o'er has been, 

*Tis like a window in some counlr\' inn. 

Where every dolt has chronicled his folly, 

His fit of belly-ache or melancholy ; 

Wilh memorandums of his mutton oft, 

And how his bed was hard, his butter soft ; 

How some John Thompson, on a rainy day. 

Found nought to eat, but very much to pay, 

And how said Thompson wished himself away. 

Ye reverend gods, who guard the household flame, 
Lares, Penates, whatsoe'er your name, 
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Wliat dire subversion of your sway divine 
Lets loo:»e all cockneydom to tempt the brine ? 
Why from the counter and the club-room so 
Flock the spruce trader and the Bond-street beau ? 
Whv should the lordlins:* and the Marquis come? 
And many a snui^ possessor of a plum, 
Quitting his burrow on the 'Ampstead road, 
With wife and trunks be flyinir all abroad ? 
Is it in rivers and in rocks to find 
« Some new seni^ation for a barren mind ? 

To mark how Albion's little nook has zrown 

To kiss the limits of the roasted zone : 

From kindred manners, doctrines, men, and sects 

To learn a lesson of their own defects ? 

Or with rapt eye on cataracts to look ? 

No, their sole passion is — to sjmwn a book. 

From the cold Caspian to the Vol^ thus 

The stur;u^eons pour i>ell-mell — a mighty muss ! f 

Eajjer with annual industry to strow 

The slimy bottom with whole heaps of roe ; 

Scarce less I say the multitudinous fry 

Each season brink's to keep a diary ; 

Which oft, to g^ve my simile more truth, 

Proves ' caviare ' to the general tooth. 

Ere yet my prlance anatomized aright 
The insect race that fluttered in my sight, 
Oft as the mote- like myriads of Broadway 
I scanned, their trim and bearing to survey, 
At each third passenger I could not choose 
But curl my lip, with frequent^w/r^w/ and pooks! 
To mark tHe vanity, the coarse conceit, 
That showed the creature's genus to the street. 
* Was ever nation Uke Sienna s vain ? ' X 
Says father Dante, in sarcastic strain ; 
And in my book-learned ignorance I quoted 
The line, to fit the follies which I noted. 
Surely, quoth I, could emptiness and froth 
And the poor pride of superfinesl cloth 
To more excess be carried than by these 
Pert, whiskered, insolent Manhattanese ? 
But soon I found how poor a patriot I, 
*T was miiu own coiuitrymen 1 saw go by ! 
Pride in their port, defiance in their gait, 
I saw these lords oi human kind with hate. 
O, altered race I with hair upon your chins, 
In your strut Si>aniards, Frenchmen in your grins ; 
The ' snob ' and shop-keeper but ill concealed 
^ By boots of Parii, bright and brazen- heeled, 

Newmarket coats, and Cashmere's flowery vests. 
And half Potosi blazing on your breasts. 
Made up of coxcomb, pu^UL^t, and sot — 
Are ye tnie Englishmen i I know ye not ! 

With what fierce air, how lion-like a swell, 
They pace the pavement of the grand hotel ; 
On each new piest with regal stare look down, 
Or strike him dead with a victorious frown ; ^ 
These are the fools whom I for natives took, 
Ere I could read their nation in their look ; 

•8«« Xew-Tork Policj R*pcTti. 

tlio»«. Wfl h*d \\iexyn t\kin3 this word, so c-mmon in New-TiTk*to b« pure and choice LfanbntUneve. 
■Bd thouvht our cockc<97 fr.ead wu tt fault : but oc 1 ockintf up tht autlEorities. we find that one Sbaksfxmc, 
• pexvon of qu'jndasa reputation, hu uaed the same word in the eame way. £^^ XifxCKUuiccxx&. 

] ' Or fu xnai Oente ai vana cczne la Sane«e T ' — Dakts. 

f ▲ i&odMt line t>orr3 wed from Doctor Jobjisoji e ' Irene. ' 
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Now wiMr ^rrowD, I recognize each aas 
For a true bit of Birmingham*! beat biaas. 

In Astor'a mansion, where the rich resort, 

And exiled Britons toss their daily port^ 

And sometimes angels condescend to sip 

Their balmy hyson with benignant lip, 

A nook there is to thirsty pilgrims known, 

But sacred to male animals alone, 

Where foreign blades receive their morning's whet, ' 

As deep almost in jule|M as in debt 

There from the throne it pleases me at times 

To pick out subjects for a few odd rhymes. 

Ana who could guess, amid this cloua of smoke, 

That yonder things were hearts of British oak ; 

Or who that knew the country of their birth. 

Could by the gilding guess the fabric^s worth? 

Come, let us dare these lions to attack, 

And hang a calf-skin on each recreant back. 

Some are third cousins of the penny press. 

Skilful a piquant jwragraph to dress ; 

Some in their vems a dash patrician boast — 

Them StCdz has banished from their natal coast : 

Here sits a lecturer, bearing in his mien 

More glories than he bought at Aberdeen. 

These are tragedians — wandering stars — and those 

Some little nobodies no body knows, 

Manchester men, deep read in calicoes. 

Thomas, your soul abominates a quack. 

Great, small, high, low— the universal pack. 

And sure our London is a proper place 

Wherein to study and detest the race. 

But O, consider jn a land like this, 

Which owns but one distinction, aim, and bliss ; 

One only difference, by all confessed, 

Betwixt earth's vilest ofl^ring and her best ; 

One sole ambition for the young and old, 

Divine, omnipotent, eternal gold ; 

Where senius, goodness, hoid and heart are weighed 

By the wise baunce of delusive Trade, 

How small, how impotent is Truth's defence 1 

Against the strides of that arch-fiend, Pretence, V 

The time's worst poison, blight, and pestilence ! J 

Here, only here, a bold and honest lie 

Its full allowance of success will buy. 



No sanctity of station, age, or name, 
Can check the Charlatan's audacious aim ; 
* A self-made man ' is here a iav'rite phrase. 
So self-made talents earn their self-made praise. 
Whate'er a freeman claims to be, he is ; 
He knows all magic and all mysteries ; 
No matter in what sphere the scoundrel shine, 
He made himself, and that 's a right divine. 

Come, then, ye mountebanks of all degrees. 
New Cagliostros ! fly bevond the seas ; 
Fiddlers from Rome, philanthropists from France, 
Lords of the lyre, the lancet, and the dance ; 
Hydropathists, and mesmerisers, come ; 
Ye who Crcnionas and Clementis thrum, 
Here build your altars, hang your banners out, 
Laurel yourselves, and your own peran shout ; 
Assume what little, take what coin you will, 
Profess all science, arrogate all skill : 
What though no university enroll 
Your name and honors on a Latin scroll? 
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Sure each may constitute himself a college, 
And be himself the warrant of his knowledge. 
Then at small cost in some gazette obtain 
Alike an apotheosis and fane : 
Amid its hallowed columns once enshrined, 
Converts and worshippers you soon shall find, 
Buy of the editor — 'tis cheap enough — 
The sacred incense of his potent puil*; 
The public nose will catch the sweet aroma. 
Tut ! they who advertise need no diploma. 

* Good heavens ! ' methinks I hear my Thomas cry, 

* With what a low, derogatory eye 
You view the beautiful, primeval shore 
Where first-born forests guard the torrent's roar. 
What ! is there nothing in that lovelv land 

Mid all that's fair, and excellent, and grand, 

Nothing more worthy of a poet's pen 

Than sots and rogues and bastard Englishmen ? ' 

Patience ! philosopher : as yet I dwell 

In the dull echoes of a tavern-bell ; 

My inspiration is not born of n>cks. 

Nor meads, nor mountains white with snowy flocks ; 

Streets and their sights are all that fire me now 

To lap the bump ideal of my brow ; 

Mine ears are thrilled not by Niagara's noise, 

But that of drays and cabs and bawling boys ; 

And scarce the day one quiet hour aflbnls 

To fit my fancies with harmonious words ; 

Yet ofi at evening, when the moon is up. 

When trees on dew and men on slumber sup, 

Along the gas-lit rampart of the bay 

In rhvmcful mood as undisturbed'! stray. 

Awhile my present ' whereabout ' I lose. 

And on my loved ones o'er the water muse. 

Sometimes lulled ocean heaves an orient sigh, 

Which brings our terrace and its roses nigh ; 

While each ^olian murmur of the sea 

Seems whispering fragrantly of home and thee ; 

But something soon dispels the pleasing dream. 

The fire-flv's flash, the ni^ht-hawk's whistling scream, 

Or katydid, complaining in the dark, 

Or other sound unheard in Regent's Park. 

For wheresoc'er by night or noon I tread, 

Thought guides me still, like Ariadne's thread, 

Throuarh shops and crowds and placard -pasted walls 

Till on my brain Sleep's filmy fin^rer falls 

And cuts the filament, with gentle knife. 

That leads me through this labyrinth of life. 

I feel It now, the power of the dull god ; 

The verse imperfect halts — Thomas, I nod ; 

*Tis late — o'er Caurus hangs the northern car; 

My page is out — and so is your cigar. t. w. » 
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Who that surveys this span of earth we press. 
This speck of life in Time's great wilderness, 
This narrow isthmus 'twixt two boundless seas. 
The past, the future — two eternities, 
Would sully the briffht spot, or leave it bare. 
When he might build him a proud temple there ; 
A name that long shall hallow all its space, 
And be each purer soul's high resting-place ? 
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Travkls in Egypt, Arabia Peteba, and tbk Holt Land. By Rev. Stephen Olin, D. D., 
President of the Wesleyan Univenity. With twelve DluBtratloiu, on Steel. New- York: 
Harper and Brotherb. 

The descriptions of the Eaatera hemisphere, by enlightened American travellers, are 
the richest contributions to our native literature ; and especially the pictures of Western 
Asia and Egypt, with which the constant perusal of the Bible has already made us 
familiar. Hence, the principle declared by Dr. Olin in his preface is undeniable: 
* An unexceptionable book of oriental travels is a commentary upon the Bible, whose 
divine teachings derive from no other source illustrations so pleasing, so popular, and so 
eflective.' This statement is true, not only of the erudite researches made expressly to 
elucidate the apparent difficulties in the sacred volume, but also of the unpretending 
notices of the visiter who merely records the objects as they passed before his eyes, and 
the actual impressions derived from the scenes as he surveyed them. From the first 
publication of that pioneer work, * Harmer's OhservcUionSy through all its successors of the 
same character, the result has been identical ; the evidence has been progressively 
cumulative, to verify the infallible accuracy of the historical details connected with the 
scriptural archeeology ; and to American citizens probably the illustrations of antiquity, 
especially of Palestine, Egypt, and the intermediate Deserts, are the most acceptable ; 
because our native travellers have none of the prejudices and prepossessions with which 
almost all the European monarchists, and especially those of Britain, are trammelled ; 
and the anti- Asiatic citizens of this republic inspect the* modem antiques 'of the old 
countries through a medium of original freshness and simplicity, which give to their 
narrative a peculiar nalvet^ and vividness, evidently distinguished from the impressions 
on the minds of Europeans. The correctness of this position is obvious on all the pages 
of Dr. Olin's interesting volumes ; and while he has expressly and designedly excluded 
all exhibitions of ' critical, philological, and antiquarian learning,' he has yet given us a 
work which, instead of satiating the desire to know the character of Egypt, Arabia 
Petrea, and the Holy Land, produces an earnest solicitude for a more extensive and 
profound acquaintance with those countries, with which all our loftiest mental and 
devout associations are inseparably conjoined. 

It is not an easy task to specify any particular passages which require distinct notice, 
in volumes where all is so excellently adapted to interest and edify ; but we may remark 
that Dr. Olin's disquisition on Mohammed Ali is the best article that we have seen 
on that topic. Every pure sensibility of the heart is awakened, as we perase the writer's 
transcript of his emotions and reminiscences while roaming along the Red Sea ; as he 
read the decalogue on Mount Sinai ; studied the prophecies concerning Edom at Petra ; 
contemplated ' the cave in the field of Macphelah ; ' chanted the songs of David at 
Bethlehem; surveyed the * Potter's field;' *feU among thieves ' near Jericho ; bathed 
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over the ruins of ' Sodom and Gomorrah ; ' walked in the garden of Gethsemane ; and 
explored ' the city of the great King.' From all those subjects, lucid passages of great 
pathos and elegance might be cited to recommend Dr. Olin's volumes. 

The decisively emphatic testimony which he has given to the dignified character and 
the noble qualifications of all the American Protestant missionaries, is of the highest im< 
portance and value, and constitutes a very forcible recommendation of his excellent work 
to every patriot and philanthropist It is proper also to add, that the amiable spirit and the 
expansive benevolence which it every where developes, render it as grateful as it is 
instructive and refreshing. We cannot, however, better express our judgment of 
Dr. Olin's volumes, than in a sentiment from his own preface : ' Whether considered 
in reference to the intellectual tastes and habits produced or fostered by this species of 
reading, or to the doubtful or pernicious character of the lighter literature which it may 
supersede, every simple and trud account oi foreign countries, of their physical or moral 
peculiarities, manners, institutions, and historical monuments, and of their intellectual 
and economical condition, brings a valuable contribution to the best interests of educa* 
tion, good morals, and public happiness.' Without doubt such will be the benign efiectt 
of the work before us, wherever it is introduced. It will both extend very useAil 
knowledge, and exert a most salutary influence among all who peruse it Therefore 
we may hope, to adopt again our author's own language, that ' the fruits of his weakness 
and affliction will promote the cause which is so dear to his heart,' by the circulation of 
his travels among Bible classes and Sabbath schools, so that his * highest ambition may 
be gratified,' and that * good reward of his labors ' be returned to him in ample abun- 
dance, lor his perennial enjoyment 



A MXMOIR or THS COXSTRUCTION, C08T,A1VS CAPACITY OJ TBS CBOTON AqUZDCCT : COMPILSS 

rsox OmciAL Doccmkmts : together with an Account of the Civic Celebration of the Com- 
pletion of the Great Work, etc. By Charles Kino. In one volume, royal quarto, pp. 306. 

Mr. Kino, by the production of this elaborate work, has linked his name with one of 
the most grand and beneficent enterprises of the present century, and the fame of which 
will be perpetuated so long as the Croton river courses through our streets, or bursts in 
its freshness firom a thousand hydrants, or surges into the serene sky from hundreds of 
fountains. We can well believe tliat the extent and variety of research, and the perspic- 
noas collation of relevant facts, which this work exhibits, are the result of a toil which 
coold have been to the author none other than a < labor of love ' for the renown of ' the 
oity of his birth and his affections.' Indeed there is nothing omitted, which could add to 
the interest or value of the book. A preliminary essay presents us with a cursory but 
clear and well-arranged examination and description of the chief ancient and modem 
aqueducts, as well as of the devices for supplying themselves with water, in use among 
the earliest peoples. The memoir of the Croton Aqueduct is in all respects complete 
and authentic ; and includes, we are glad to perceive, a sketch of the numerous attempts 
which, from an early day, were made by the citizens of our metropolis to insure a supply 
of pore and wholesome water. The principal public water- works of other cities and 
towns of the United States are not forgotten : a general description of them leaves noth- 
ing in this regard to be desired. That this excellent record of our crowning gXovy as a city 
will attain a wide metropolitan and State circulation, it would be unjust even to doubt ; but 
it should do more ; it should be in the hands of the citizens of other cities all over the Union. 
Emulation of a great local good may thus be stimulated, as well as that just pride of 
OMM/yy, which every addition to our public enterprises is so well calculated to inspire. 
The vohime, which is printed with great luxiuy of type and paper, is embellished with a 
fiae steel eogrmving of the Croton dam, and three or four minor illustrations. The dedi- 
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cation of the book to the people of New- York, and their representatives in the successive 
Common Councils, is brief, forcible, and in good taste. In short, the work is an honor 
alike to the city and to the author. 



Tax Illustkatsd Edition ov thx Book or Common Pkatxr. and Administxation or thx 
8acbamxnt8 \ and other Rites and Ceremonies of the Church : according to the use of the 
Protestant Episcopal Church in the United States of America : together with the Psalter, or 
Psalms of David. Edited by Rev. J. M. Wainwrioht, D. D. New-Yoxx: H. W. Uxwxt, 
Publisher. 

Six numbers of this exceedingly beautiful publication are before us ;'and we hazard 
little in saying, that when completed it will form one of the most elegant volumes of a 
kindred character that has ever been produced in this country. The whole work will 
be concluded in twenty semi-monthly numbers, or within six months from the present 
time. The ilhistrations consist of vignettes of a beautiful character and design, and of sacred 
subjects, from the works of the first masters, adapted to the Epistles and Gospels, and the 
Psalter. ThvX these will be tasteful and appropriate, may be inferred from the fact that 
their arrangement and adaptation are confided to the capable supervision of the accom- 
plished editor. The greater part oi them will be selected from the English edition of 
the Pictorial Prayer Book ; many others, however, will be added from original drawings, 
prepared expressly for the work, by Mr. J. G. Chapman. Thus fiir, they have been 
engraved in a masterly manner, reflecting additional beauty upon the clear letter-press 
and pure white paper by which the emulous printer is perpetuating the remembrance of 
his care and skill. ' As an appropriate companion for the work. Dr. Wainwright will 
prepare a history of the Liturgy, together with a commentary upon the text and rubrics. 
This work will be embellish^ with designs having special reference to the church in 
this country. It will be comprised in twenty numbers. The whole will form two 
handsome volumes in royal octavo. Either of these volumes may, however, be taken 
independently of the other, so arranged as to be bound in a single volume.' The cost of 
the numbers is but thirty-one cents each! The enterprise has received the warmest 
enlogiums and recommendations from the entire clergy of New- York and Brooklyn, as 
well as from the clergy and laymen of other States. 



Lats or MT Home, and othxr Poems. By John G. Whittixr. In one volnme. pp. 199. 
Boston : William D. Ticknor. 

Wk regard Mr. Whittier as one among the very first of our poets. With one or 
two eminent exceptions, no one of our best writers excels him in the melody of his verse, 
and {he appositeness and beauty of his imagery. There is, moreover, a depth of feeling, an 
earnestness and ardor, visible in his later writings, which sufficiently distinguish him 
from the herd who write verse as they would write an advertisement ; stimulated, too 
often it may be, by the same impulse in the one case as in the other. Mr. Whittiei 
never sits down with a pen in his hand and a sheet of foolscap before him, to ' pump 
up a feeling * touching some pliable theme or another, as to the precise nature of which 
he is either entirely ignorant or quite undecided. How many of our rhymists, miscalled 
poets, difler from our friend in this ! Sitting down with a desperate determination to get 
up an afflatus ; to write, and to rhyme, at all events ; to secure the requisite number of 
feet and the required num1>er of necessary lines ; is a process of composition which can 
never resuh in the production of poetry. A goodly proportion, and the best parts (evi- 
dently so deemed by the writer, who has given them the place of honor) of the volume 
before us appeared originally in the Knickerbocrer. Much of the remainder, although 
not now first published, will be new to many of our readers, to aU of whom we oor- 
dittJly commend Friend WHimsm's neat and tastefully-executed volume. 
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Early Writipigs of the late R. C. Sands : Third Notice. — Through the con- 
tinaed kindness of the co-member of the 'Literary Confederacy,' of which the lamented 
Sands was so bright an ornament, we are enabled to set before our readers another Sal- 
magundi from that gifted writer's facile pen. We have lately touched in these pages 
opon the character and proceedings of the early Puritans ; and as a pleasant illustratioa 
of their peculiar views, manners, and customs, we shall venture to select a few passages 
from ' Salem WUchcrafi^ an Eastern Tule^^ in which Sands's love of the ludicrous and 
the burlesque is forcibly exhibited. The era of the story is that annus mirabUis^ 1092 ; 
the scene the town of Salem, (Mass.,) into which a stranger, mounted on a charger, 
descended from John of Gaunt's ploughing team, enters at a devout gait. This is Faith- 
FL'L Handt, an ordained teacher of the Word, who has ' a recommend ' from a reverend 
brother to Deliverance Hobbes ; which ' recommend ' in some degree superseded the 
formalities of courtship in those primitive days. Miss Hobbes was no Hebe, if we may 
judge from this sketch of her person and features, taken as she turned round, while draw- 
ing water at a well, to reconnoitre the new comer : ' She squinted in the peculiar mode 
described by the poet, ' when one eye looked up, the other looked down ; ' and was terri- 
bly deformed in her person. Nature, in elaborating this rare article, seemed to have 
been trying au optical exi>eriment ; as if to show, by adapting her crooked figure to a 
parabolical reflector, how symmetry may be produced from the most hideous and uncouth 
distortion. Her head, shaped like a broad-axe, was garnished with a tuft of red wool, 
which ' streamed like a meteor to the troubled air,' and would, if transplanted, like the 
k>cks of Berenice, have aflrighted the nations, threatening pestilence and war. Her greea 
eyes were set deep in her head, and seemed affected, like the grass, by the hot weather. 
A huge hawked nose covered half her face. Her ears were set like a dog's in the back 
of her head ; and her broad concave cheeks were rivelled with seams, stigmatized with 
scars, and riddled with the small-iK>x. Thin skinny lips, and a Bavarian poke of the chin, 
completed the nomenclature of her charms ; and the rest of her person tallied with her 
&oe Such was the dragon that answered in a shrill voice to the parson's inquiries, ' Yes, 
Deliverance Hobbes lives here ; and I am her daughter Beautiful ! ' This was confirmed 
by the apparition of the matron herself; who was the exemplar of her daughter's attrac- 
tions, except that her own charms had become mellowed by age, and contrary to the 
osoal course of nature, matured into something rather less ghastly and horrible. She 
seemed to be informed of the purport of her visiter's mission ; for her first inquiry was : 
* Be you the minister that 's got a recommend from Hugh Peters ? ' Faithful groaned ia 
the spirit, as he replied, he was ; and as he entered the house, could not repress an inward 
ejaculation : ' Hugh Peters had not ought to have did this ! The Lord deliver me from 
Deliverance Hobbes, and the Gorgon, her beautiful daughter ! ' Deliverance expresses 
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her willing^ness that the preacher should ' keep company with her daughter Beautiful,' in 
which the latter acquiesces, with a supernatural leer ; whereat the preacher is greatly 
perturbed. ' She is too bitter ornary ! * he exclaims, mentally ; and even a plentiful 
repast of bread, butter, milk, hominy, pork, sweet-meats, pumpkin-pie, and onions, can- 
not blind him to that &ct ; hence he makes an excuse to depart for a brief season, to 
visit his friend Goody Mercy Feabody, who liv^es hard by, promising soon to return : 

* Goody Peabodt was very glad to see Faithful, whom she had not beheld before since he wms 
a child ; and he was much pleased with her daughter Patience, who was the very reverse of 
Beautiful Hobbes ; bemg a healthy, clean-limbed, tidy, good-natured jooking housewife. He 
now learned that Beautiful was as ugly as she 'was bitter; oeing a va»t virago, and an intolerable 
slut. In short, it was soon senled that he should keep compajiy with Patience, and let Beautiful 
shiA for herself. As soon as Faithful had leA the mansion of Goody Hobbes, which he did as fast 
as fear and his horse could carry him, the damsel whom he thus uncourteously shunned, having 
devoured him and his charger with her eyes, till they were out of the sphere of their vision, incon- 
tinently swallowed the remaininff segment of the pumpkin-pie to which he had paid his most ear- 
nest devoirs, and waddled off to^er dressing-room, to adorn her i>erson for his expected return. 
In about half an hour she made her reilppearance in the parlor, which had been in the mean while 
swept and garnished. But not as she went out did Beautiful now return. She had exchanged 
the aishubille in which she was accustomed to perform her domestic duties for the whole para- 
phernalia of her toilet ; and she now appeared arrayed in shreds and patches of as many difierent 
colors as are fotmd in the neck of a turkey-cock, and loaded with every article of her inrardrobe, 
which she imagined could give zest to her appearance^ or add intensity to her charms. Her fiery 
locks, condensed to a focus, and curiously entwined wnh a green riband, much resembled a bunch 
of carrots dextrously garnished with gn^a. Her crooked carcase had been, in some measure, 
straightened by a pair of tight stays, which, reaching to her hips, prevented her, as she sat in a 
high-backed chair, from making any other than gyral contortions. Goody Hobbes, who bad also 
paid some attention to her charms, sat opposite lier daughter, admiring the second edition of her 
own perfections. Admiration of themselves, and of each other, for a while kept the two paragons 
silent. The elder at length broke forth : ' I guess it 's high time for Faithful to be back.' To 
which the younger replied, ' I guess so too.' Then says the elder Hobbes, ^ I guess there an*t no 
witches and spectres at Punkapog-pond.' * I guess there an't,' rejoined Beauuful. A long pauss 
now ensued, which was broken by the matron^s observing, ' I admire what keeps Faithful so long 
at G:>ody Peabody's.' *■ I admire so too,' says Beautiful, who, from the bottom of her stays, spoke 
like one from the tomb. *■ I admire how ornary Patience Peabody is,' quoth Deliverance. ' I 
admire at her too,' quoth Beautiful ; ' how bitter she is ! They say she has seen the black man.' 
Another long pause ensued, during which the impatience of the coople manifested itself by agita- 
tions, and writhiugs of their heads and extremities. Faithful not making his appearance, these 
spasmodic affections increased to universal and horrible convulsions of their whole frames ; and 
they sat like two Pythonesses on their sacred stools, pregnant with inspiration, and looking unut- 
terable things. At length, in the midst of her paroxysm. Deliverance bounced from her seat, 
exclaiming with vehemence, ' I notion to send Remarkable to see where the minister stays! * 

Remarkable Short, a woman six feet in her stockings, and quite ' in keeping * with 
the Hobbes family, is despatched af^er Faithful by Deliverance, in these dulcet-words : 
* Remarky, I wish you 'd go down to Goody Feabody's and look aAer the minister that 
ate supper here. I notion that he 's forgot that it *s time for him to come back and pray, 
before we go to bed ' Remarkable and her errand were not very courteously received. 
Goody Feabody said *she admired what business such a long-shanked, ill-conditioned, 
bitter-looking body as she, had to be snooping about other people's houses at that time of 
night ; that Faithful was going to keep company with her daughter Fatienck ; that 
Remarkable had better return to her employer ; adding, that if she did n't troop in less 
than no time, she would see if her help, Freserved Ferkins, couldn't help her.' 
Remarkable, after a series of adventures, arrives at home, and reports progress. Deliv- 
erance and her daughter Beautiful receive the intelligence of the defection of the minis- 
ter in a paroxysm of anger and mortification ; which ends in Beautiful's falling back in 
Tiolent contortions, exclaiming that she is * bewitched by Patience Feabody ! * The vil- 
lage of Salem, it should be premised, was at this period in a woful state of perturbation, 
if we may believe Cotton Mather, who tells us that ' the devils were walking about 
the streets with lengthened chains, making a dreadful noise in otir ears ; and brimstone, 
even without a metaphor, was making a horrid and an horrible stench in our nostrils. 
And whoever,' he adds, * questions any of these things, I hold to be a person of peculiar 
dirtiness.' If we may believe Mather, therefore, the * Frince of the Air' and his imps, 
with an innumerable host of spectres, phantoms, apparitions, and hobgoblins, were let 
loose upon this devoted place, and at the instigation of old women, potent m witchcraft, 
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were playiag their damned pranks upon the inhabitants. Some deligrhted to stick pins 
and forks in the tender flesh of innocent babes. Others would grievously torment poor 
damsels, buffeting and tossing them about in a most lamentable manner. Sometimes 
they would cause the most serious and sober-minded persons to babble forth unutterable 
nonsense in all the known languages of the earth, except the Iroquois, in the which, it is 
■aid, the devil himself hath no skill. At others, they would excite the worthy townsmen, 
yea, even the selectmen themselves, to cut the most strange and fantastic capera ; per- 
forming those evolutions which the Greeks call KuCta-eu and tauuuCivwt^ now upon their 
heads they would dance atrial hornpipes and fandangos ; and anon going upon all fours, 
they would bark like a pack of hounds, or bray like a troop of jack-asses. Beside this, 
brutes, and even inanimate matter, were the subjects of wicked sorcery: gridirons, 
shovels, and frying-pans, clattered and rang, though touched by no mortal hand ; spits 
before the fire would fly up the chimney in the twinkling of an eye, and anon coming 
down again, stick in the back-log in a spiteful and portentous manner ; and three-legged 
stools, slipping on one side, would laugh to see the matron whom they had eluded, lie 
sprawling on the ground. Naughty children would feign themselves bewitched by some 
person against whom they had taken an antipathy, and would kick, sprawl, and bellow, 
with wonderful agility, until they had succeeded in moving the tender hearts of judge 
and jury, and had the satisfaction of seeing poor Irishwomen hanged, whom their brogue 
eonvicted o( infernal colloquies, or some poor old lady ducked and drowned, whom an 
imlucky squint showed to be possessed of an evil eye. In short, the whole country was in 
an eminently distressed and bedevilled predicament ; and Beautiful Hobbes was a decided 
vietim. A universal twitching assailed her joints ; a sheeted paleness usurped her smoke- 
dried cheeks ; the purple fiided from the tip of her nose, and the color of her eyes 
became a dingy yellow ; and she exclaimed, amid sobs and hiccups, ' Mother, there is a 
ball in my throat, and Patience Peabody hurts me ! ' And she continued to roar lustily, 
and pray for deliverance from her tormentor. Early next morning the Justice of the 
County Court is informed that there is a decided case o( malignant witchcraA at Goody 
Hobbes's, where he is wanted immediately, in his judicial capacity. Accompanied 
therefore by the sherifl*, and Cotton Mather and his son, he straitway repairs to the 
scene of bewitchment : * When they arrived there, the room was full of people. Deliv- 
erance and Renuurkable were keeping guard on each side of the bed in which lay Beau- 
tiful, who, as soon as the Justice entered, uttered a terrible screech, and fell into hysterics. 
3lr. Mather junior then walked up to the bed, and passed his hand over the coverlid. 
They asked him what he felt ? He said there was something supernatural there, resem- 
bling a rat, and quickly withdrew his fingers, having received a scratch quite across his 
hand. The mob were now, by command ot the Justice, turned out of the room, and Mr. 
Mather senior made a prayer of half an hour's length ; Deliverance every now and then 
giving her daughter a spoonful of brandy, to keep her quiet When the prayer was con- 
cluded. Beautiful was told to say Amen ; but she only made a muttering sort of noise, 
which sounded more like an imprecation than any thing else. After many ineflectual 
attempts, they gave over asking her to repeat the word ; and the Justice asked her, ' Who 
hurl her ? ' She then answered, glibly enough, ' Patience Peabody ; she sticks pins in 
rae ; and there is her spectre ! ' This was enough for the Justice, who ordered the sheriflT, 
in a magisterial tone, to seize and hold the body of Patience Peabody until farther notice, 
at the same time calling out of the window to one of the crowd around the house, to go 
down to Dr. Dbybones, and request his immediate presence. The messenger found that 
worthy functionary taking his morning walk in the grave-yard which adjoined his dwel- 
ling. ' He was a lank, long-visaged figure, skinny and withered up in his person, and 
who bore a considerable resemblance to one of his own dried preparations. One would 
imagine from his appearance that he had become assimilated to the spot where he usually 
perambulated ; and where it was said he had sent the greater number of his patients, aa 
if to have them under his more immediate charge.' Dr. Drybones repaira forthwith to 
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the possessed mansion, in a parlor of which the Squire and the two Mathers are await- 
ing him. After the first salutations, they all repair in a body to the chamber where 
Beautiful was lying, engaged in her gymnastic exhibitions : 

* Th« Doctor, at Ihe head of the ' posse comitatus,' advanced solemnly up to Ihc bed-side, and 
protnidm^ his long skinnv hand, took hold of the maiden's wrist between the fore-finger and 
thumb, wuh the true Esculapian gripe. Then closing his eyes, and holding in his breath, as if to 
condense all his sensibilities to the ends of his fingers, he began counting the pulsations. In about 
half a minute he pronounced, in a solemn, sepulchral tone, at each pause pouting out his lips, and 
smacking them in a curious manner: ' Pulse slow, and frequent; mdicatmg a congestion of the 
cerebrum, and general plethora, together with a phlogistic diathesis ; you understand me^ Squire.' 
* Oh, perfectly, perfectly ; exactly so, Doctor,' replied the Justice, putting on one of his wisest 
looks ; who, though he knew no more than a brewer's horse how a pulse could be slow and at 
the same time frequent, and also how this indicated a congestion of the cerebrum, yet did not like 
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the spasmodic adec'tion of the diaphragm^and the tetanic symptoms ; you "understand me. Squire ; 
a very cnnous and complicated caae. Squire.' The Justice, who at each stop in the Doctor's 
speech, had put m his usual ' Just so ; exactly so ; satanic symptoms, no doubt, Di>ctor ; ' coinci- 
ded in this opinion. He also added that he had discovered the witch, and issued a w^arrani fur her 
apprehension. Mr. Mather senior now came forward, and with a sneering and sarcastic expres- 
sion of countenance, proposed, that as the Doctor understood the symptoms so well, he should 
exert himself a little to relieve them ; at the same time insinuating that drugs and doctors were 
mere flea-bites, when opposed to witchcraA. 'Certainly,' replied the Doctor, in his deliberate 
tones, ' certainly, friend Mather, I shall do to the utmost of my poor abilities to fulfil the nineteen 
indications whicn ofler. Of which the first is phlebotomy ; the second a cleansing emetic ; the 
third a saline cathartic ; the fourth a potent anti-spasmodic ; the fifih a relaxing sodohfic ; the 

gixih ' ' Now may Satan take both you and your nineteen indications I ' interrupted Mather 

senior, who was much offended by this pedantic and conceited speech ; and whose indignation 
was vehemently aroused by his being called ' fnend Mather,' which he considered a downright 
insult, he haWng a most horrible antipathy to Quakerism. ' I tell you what, Drybones,' continued 
he, * you are a person of a shallow wit, and small capacity for understanding these things ; and 
touching the wonders of the invisible world, I hold you to be little better than an ass. Here 
Mather junior put in his oar, saying that Dr>'hones was a quack, and an ignoramus, and that he 
would not trust him to bleed his cow. Drybones, however, who possessed a happy share of equa- 
nimity, and who prided himself upon his imperturbable countenance, paid no manner of refpard 
to these discourses ; but pulling out an enormous fleam-lancet, and turning to the Justice, 
exclaimed : * Now by the blessing of God, will I open the jugrular of this damsel! ' Then calling 
for three small porringers, and seuing the spring of his lancet, the edge of which he tried upon 
his thumb-nail, he advanced boldly up to the bed.' 

The Mathebs interposed, however, and * prevented the eflusion .of blood ; ' it being 
considered by the strict Puritans as much a matter of heresy for a doctor to interfere 
with a case of witchcraA, as it is for a physician at the present day to treat one of canine 
rabies by what is -called ' regular practice.' The Justice and the Mathers, after the 
doctor had left the house, departed together, discussing on their way many serious topics 
and profound questions concerning witchcraft, sorcery, enchantments, good and bad 
spirits, apparitions, and such grave matters; in which the elder Mather displayed so 
much and such various learning upon his general theme, that it quite overpowered the 
Justice ; who at last interposed, saying, petulantly : ' Well, for my part I do n't know 
nothing about these things, and alwa^-s did. A little law is all that I know.' The Squire 
having arrived at home, is informed by the sheriff that he has Patience in custody ; when, 
accompanied by his ' divine friends,' the man of law proceeds with magisterial dignity to 
his hall of justice, where he finds a great mob of people, and hears the dolorous shrieks 
of sundry frantic-looking women, which he finds on inquiry to proceed ' from Abigail 
Williams and her gossips, who are roaring out because Patience hurts them.' 'Ha!' 
said the Justice, ' I begin to smell a rat That Abigail Williams has borne testimony in 
every case of witchcraft that has occurred in this town since the beginning of the troubles 
thereof; and if she had been pinched, and pricked, and bruised, half so much as she says 
ahe has, she must have been a corpse long ago.' ' Pray, young woman,' said be, address- 
ing himself to Patience, * what is the matter with Beautiful Hobbes ? ' * I do not know,' 
aaid Patience ; ' I reckon she is crazy.' * But why does she cr>' out against you, for putting 
the black man upon her? ' * I do not desire to spend my judgment thereon,' answered 
she. The worthy magistrate seemed puzzled what to say next, and ttirning to Doctor 
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]i&ther, inquired, ' what was his judg:ment touching the question, whether the devil could 
torment in the shape of a virtuous person ? ' Mather made answer, ' that he should be 
proud to communicate his poor opinion thereof at a more seeming time ; but held it best, 
under correction, to proceed with the business in hand.' * Well,' said the Squire, ' I 
believe there is no more to be said. I must make out this young woman's mittimus, and 
have her confined until the grand jury sit.* Faithful interposes for his lady-love, remon- 
strates against her imprisonment, and offers to undertake to make Beautiful repent her 
accusations before night, if he might be allowed a private interview with her ; at which 
proposition Mather expressed himself shocked, and severely reproved Faithful for 
desiring to have infernal communication with a woman accused of witchcraft. When 
the Justice and his reverend guests had gone back to discuss the question, whether the 
devil could torment in the shape of a good man, the crowd proceeded to the sheriff's 
house, the women ranting, roaring, and screaming ; the bedevilled Abigail Williams, 
among the rest, walking as if afflicted by Saint Vitus, screeching in the most painfully 
distressing tone, and ever and anon falling into apparent convulsions ; the mob the while 
mingling their groans and dolorous wailings, as if Pandemonium had broken loose in 
good earnest, and Satan had come aj?ain upon the earth like a roaring lion. Meantime 
Faithful bends his way to Dame Hobbcs's, to remonstrate with the possessed Beautiful. 
He reaches the mansion : 

* With a trembling hand he ventured to open the door, after he had knocked several times in 
vain. Through the snioku which filled the apartment, he saw the elder female seated by the fire- 
side, with her chin renting on her palms, and a stump of a pipe in her mouth. Remarkable was 
lying, seemingly dead drunk, upon the floor, and snoring lilce fifty bull-frogs ; and Beautiful, in a 
short gown and petticoat, was sitting on the side of the bed, discussing a large Ixtwl of benn-soup. 
The old woman took no notice of Faithful, but continued smoking her pipe with great sang-froid ; 
bat the eyes of Beautiful twinkled with emotion at his appearance. With a mixed expression of 
countenance^ where pleasure and sun^rise at beholding the preacher curiously bleuded with the 
biner twist given her visage by the hot soup, she motioned him to sit down beside her. He obeyed 
with the dubious oir of one who seats himself with a half-formed resolution of suffering the 
extraction of a grinder. She edged up to him, and asked him if he would have some soup ; but 
he declined the offer with a graceful wave of the hand, telling her that he came to have a little 
private conversation with her. At tliis, Beautiful told him to say what he had to say, as Remark- 
able was too drunk, and her mother t<K> sleepy, to overhear him. The preaclier now commenced 
a long and animated expostulation with the damsel, on her conduct, in which he mingled threats 
and promises, repnK)ls and entreaties, in a subtle and orator-like maimer. Beautiful at first heard 
him with great impatience, and seemed convulsed with inward emotion ; now stifling a rising 
sob, and now gulping down a si>oonful of the soup. He at last seemed to hit upon an argument 
that fixed her attention ; for all at once she became quite calm, and as soon as he had finished, 
wonderful to relate, promised to behave herself, and not be bewitched any more. Upon this he 
departed, telling her that the Justice was coming in the evening to sec how she did, and bidding 
her be careful, and mind what he had told her.' 

Accordingly, when evening arrives. Faithful accompanies the Justice and the sheriff to 
Goody Hobbes's mansion, which the * visiting party ' enter with faces as long an^ seri- 
ous as if they had come to a funeral. The Justice breaks silence, by asking Beautiful 
how she finds herself, to which she responds, * I notion I feel better this evening, and 
am not bewitched any more.' * Then,' quoth the Justice, ' I guess you was crazy this 
morning.' ' I guess I was,' answers Beautiful. The final result is, that Patience Pea- 
body is liberated, and Remarkable Short and Preserved Perkins, who have * conspired 
against the general peace,' cut a remarkable figure in the stocks ; where, being obliged 
to endure each other's company for two hours side by side, they contracted an affection 
for that position ; * their passions vacillated from the extreme of hate to tliat of love ; a 
sneaking partiality arose between them ; Preserved afterward married Remarkable, and 
a curiotis couple they were.' Faithful carried back his blooming bride, with whom he 
lived a long life of peace and innocence. ' They had thirteen children ; the first was 
called Welcome, and the last Content ; and their posterity inherit the land to this day.' 

Many of our readers, who never had the good fortune to hear the elder Kean, will 
thank us for the annexed striking picture by Sands, of his personation of Shylock, in 
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* The Merchant of Venice.' It was written for the * Literary Journal,' a thin monthly 
pamphlet, which closed its very brief existence some twenty-five years ago : 

* Kban'8 manner in the first part is that of the miserly, calcalating Jew ; and it is not until the 
entrance of Antonio, that we suspect hira of aaght worse than usury. The siriit of Antonio kin- 
dles his hatred, and he exclaims, 'Cursed be my thbe, if I foi^ive him! * We tremble for the 
merchant, and shudder, as with a sudden change of countenance he smooths the wrinkle of hate 
from his brow, and turns to his Wctim with^ ' Rest you fair, good Signior.' The speech in which 
he recounts the bitter scorn, the personal indignities he has received from Antonio, was finely 
given. It was not said entirely in anger; beneath his indignation could be discerned a malignant 

Sleasure ; and when he said, * Well, then, it now appears you need my helo,' his eyes seemed to 
ash with ferocious joy. The conciliating and jesting manner he assumed while settling the terms 
of the contract, was admirable, and the performance of the whole scene was without a fauh. 
The passage most deserving praise, in the next act in which he appears, is the trembling eager- 
ness with which he receives tlic news of Antonio's loss, as he exclaims, almost breathless : 

* What, what, what ! ill luck, ill luck? ' And even, while ui his impious rapture, he thanks God, 
he still doubtingly asks, * Is it true ; is ii true ? ' But it is in the trial scene that this gifVed actor puts 
forth his strengUi. With what an unmoved air he listened to the Duke's exhortation to be merciful ! 
His reply was not spoken with violence, in the loudness of anger, but with a horrid calmness in a 
subdued but chilling manner; and he asked, 'Are you answered ? ' in a tone of bitter irony. So 
fiendish a countenance we wish never to look upon, except when we know it is assumed, as when 
he sharpened the ready knife, and cried with a serpent hiss, ' To cut the forfeiture from that bank- 
rupt there I ' We almost 
his victim. As he gazed 
malice ; his eyes were bright 
neither spoke nor moved. We pass over many points^ to notice his answer to Portia's suggesuon, of 
sending for a surgeon, lest Antonio bleed to death. ' Is it so nominated in the bond ? ' And llie expres- 
sion with which he raises his eyes from the paper, and says, with a smile which a devil mif^ht own, 

* I cannot find it — 'i is not in the bond.' As the court proceeds to award the sentence in his favor, 
his face becomes lighted by exultation ; his whole form seems to throb with joy : he bares his hands, 
and grasps the knife, with convulsive eagerness. But who can do justice to the sudden transition 
of his manner, the horror-struck, doubting air, the fixed rigid countenance, with which he hears the 
forbidding clause ? When he niids utterance, it is but a sentence of four words ■which he pro- 
nounces. But how are they pronounced ! The fingers which had clenched the knife mdually 
unloose their grasp, and fall nervelerts and slowly by his side ; the disappointed, dejected, almost 
exhausted tone, in which he with difficulty articulates 'Is that the law?* Surely this was the 

Krfection of acting. We have beheld Cooke's representation of this character with delight, and 
ve dwelt upon it with pleasure. But, great as it was, compared to Ksan-s, it appears a cold 
Erformance. Indeed^ Mr. Kkati approaches nearer to Garrick than any actor since his time. 
SMBLE has more majesty; Cooke possesses more physical power, and though not a good, yet 
a finely-modulated voice. Cooper has great advantages both of person and voice ; but they are 
all deficient in that astonishing variety of expression, that power of reaching men'« hearts, and 
causing them to tremble, which distinguishes Mr. Keajv.' 

Kean's power over the feelings of his audiences seems scarcely to have been sur- 
passed by any actor that ever trod the stage. Hosts of admirers speak of him even now 
with unabated enthusiasm. _ 

The subjoined beautiful reflections and yet more admirable poetry arc from an essay 
based oddly enough upon a version of one of the monosyllabic poems of Auso.mus ; a 
string of verses, in which the last monosyllable of each line forms the first of the next, 
and the first is the same as the last ; so that they may be read over and over again with- 
out end. ' We take it,' writes Sands, * as a good motto for a paper which we mean to 
write, without having any precise notion on what subject we shall descant. Wc mean 
to make, on something or other, *a few plain and practical remarks,' as the Rev. 

Mr. says, when he means to preach a sermon five quarters of an hour long.' The 

paper thus lightly commenced, closes as follows : 

* A MAW who lives out his threescore and ten years, or lingers beyond that period, must, in the 
common course of events, see the ordinary revolutions affected by lime and death. At the middle 
of his career, he sees a fiourishing family around him ; friends and connections formed in his 
advancing course ; attachments begun in sympathy, and cemented by interest. He live* on ; and 
his children are scattered by the accidents of mortality, and their graves are in different countries. 
His friends have vanished fn>m their former haunts, and the places that knew them, now know 
them no more for ever. ' He asks of the solitudes*, where are they ? and the hollow echo answers, 
Where ? ' There is no one to sympathize wiili liis remembrances of the past ; his infirmiiic'i 
become a grievance, or he thinks them so, to those around him ; and he still feels lliat lingering 
attachment to life, which answers the philosopher's question, an mors malum sit, with tlic power- 
ftil evidence of consciousness, ilopo and .Memory delude the pilgrim in his journey, by the lalse 
colors with which they paint the scene before and behind him. 'Man never is, but always to be 
Meat ; ' and as the future, depicted by the fanc^' only, presents nnmingled visions of delight, the 
past, mellowed by time, loses the little inconveniences which jarred discordantly with the passing 
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music of pleasure ; and its remembrance makes us reg^rct what when present we neglected. It 
was under the influence of such reflections, thut the following lines were composed. They ware 
written in a prophetic hour by one who died young, and willing to depart : 



Dblusivx world ! whose phantom throng 
Still flit, with jugrling smues, along, 

To cheat the acning sense : 
Where, as in num's primeval tongue, 

Joy hath no present tense ! 

Joy, decked in imsubstantial hues, 
Tve impatient fool for e'er pursues, 

Till when the form is nign, 
The enchantress fair no more he views. 

And all her colors fly. 



Bntlo! *tis there! H is there, again ! 
He starts anew, on quest as vam — 

The enchantress is not there ! 
But like a yampyre from the tombs, 
Behind, once more, the form assumes 

Its station in the air. 



Thus Hope and Memory still delude ; 
Now wita the future's fancied good, 

Now with the fancied past ; 
Till comes eternal night to brood 

Above them both at last ! 



While thus I mused, I heard a voice 

Of sweet and solemn tone : 
'O child of clay I ' it said, * rejoice. 
Nor woo despair alone. 

* For know thine age hath reached its prime ; 

There is a race of men 
Who do but hail life's summer-time, 

And sink to earth again. 
With one swiA flame their being bums. 
And soon their dust to dust returns ' — 

Blest Spirit ! tell me — when ? 

Again the voice of music spoke : 
'There is a happier sphere. 
Where neither hope nor memory mock, 

Yet joy is present there ; 
And dreaming souls to bliss have woke ' — 

Blest Spirit I tell me — where ? 

' Thou may'st with equal eye behold 
Hours, days, and years behind thee rolled. 

Grasping each present Now ; 
Nor dread the raoraent yet to come. 
Nor weep o'er pleasure's mental tomb* — 

Blest Spirit ! tell me — how ? 



Altbovob we find ourselves ' at the end of^ the tether,' we cannot resist the inclina- 
tion to present the following forceful lines. Possibly the sentiment may be deemed 
heretical by the very imaginative and the young ; but even such, if tasteful and discrim- 
ioatingr persons, cannot choose but addiire the melody of the verse, and the beauty of the 
imagery: 

THE POETICAL CHAR^CTFR. 

Ih fiction's devious wilds the heart misled. 

To dull reality uj\^teful turns ; 
Substantial earm's fair plains untempting spread, 

And day's blest beam with light unlovely bums. 

Yet not all Fancy's dreams, most wild and bright, 
Are worth one day of Comfort's calm routine ; 

And simple Truth, attired in vestal white, 
Transcends her starry front and garments' sheen. 

And constant woman's fond and glowing kiss, 
And heaven's own workmanship of mortal charms, 

Are Mwrth whole ages of imagined bliss, 
Lost in ideal Beauty's airy arms. 

The monster brood that cloudv spectre bore 

To rash Lxion, deem not half so vain 
As the fond progeny of minstrel lore, 

Nursed in the womb of a distempered brain. 

Why float these visions of delusive birth 

Before the wanderers on the wastes of lime. 
Ordained to tread the fion, unyielding earth, 

Nor yet the spires of heaven forbidden climb ? 

Is it that the soul divine, imprisoned here, 

Beyond its dungeon bars essays to roam, 
O'erleaps the due progression to its sphere. 

Sees forms and shadows of its destmed home ? 

Or, lost to innocence, to truth, lo Eden, 

Did our dark curse not quench each early ray, 
But leave its broken beams, to light unbidden 

The checkered mazes of the exile's way ? • 
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"We have not exhausted the stores which our obli^ng friend of * the Confederacy * 
has placed at our disposal. When we have more space, wc shall resume the desultory 
series which wc are compelled to bring abruptly to a present conclusion. 



Gossip fbom aw American Lady in Paris. — We derive the subjoined pleasant 
gossip from a young and gifted American lady, at present resident in the French metro- 
polis. We hope to be similarly favored, whenever our fair correspondent shall find 
leisure from the demands of society to transcri)>e her fresh 'jottings-down' for our pages: 
* We went to the Hotel des Invalides this morning to see the plans in relief of the forti- 
fied towns of France. They are exhibited to the public only during one month in the 
year. The plans of those cities I have visited interested me particularly. They are so 
minute that Miss L , who accompanied us, had no difiiculty in finding the country- 
house near Toulon where she spent some months last year. I was much struck by the 
plan of Embrun, in Dauphiny, that little town celebrated in both history and romance 
by the pilgrimages so frequently made to it by devout Catholics. It is strongly fortified 
and built on a rock of semi-circular form, which rises so perpendicularly on one side 
from the meadows which lie below, that one would suppose it must have been hewn 
away by the hand of man. I was much interested, too, by the plan of Mont St. Michel, 
in Normandy, the celebrated prison, built on a rock, which the tide separates twice a 
day from the main land, and where the political prisoners condemned after tlie imcuU, in 
May, 1839, are confined. We were looking at the plan of a fort, on the pedestal of which 
the name had not been labelled as on the others, when a soldier standing near informed 
us it was that of Ilam, where the nephew of Napoleon is now a prisoner. It is in 
Ficardy, which I am told is the most arid and unfruitful province in France. It is built 
around a quadrangular court, or I should rather say there arc three buildings and a ter- 
race which form a hollow square. The prince, who is said to be a remarkably good 
horseman, is allowed to ride on this terrace, which is not shaded by trees ; indeed, if 
this plan be correct, which I suppose it must be, as it has just been made, Uiero is but 
one tree within the precincts of the fortress. • • • In the evening, my friend, Madame 

D took me to the house of the Polish Princess Czartoryski. Prince Adam 

CzARTORVSKi is from his birth, his wealth, and his character, one of the most illustrious 
of the Polish refugees. His life has been checkered by every extreme of good or ill. 
In early youth, he served in the army of the republic of Poland. He was at one time 
the captive of Catherine II., and in 1831 was at the head of the provisional govern- 
ment of Poland. After the total defeat of the Polish army, Prince and Princess Czar- 
toryski with some ditTiculty made their escape, with their three children, the youngest 
of whom T^'as not a year old. Tlie Princess had not even a change of linen with her, 
and no time to collect her jewels, which were brought to her aflcr she had reached the 
Austrian frontier, by a soldier, whom she had never seen before, and who refused to tell 
his name. It is impossible to imagine a greater contrast than that offered by the present 
mode of life of the Prince and Princess, and the splendor by which they were formerly 
surrounded. Prince Adam was one of the richest proprietors, and possessed not one, 
but several, of the most magnificent palaces'in Poland, and was accustomed from child- 
hood to every comfort and luxury which wealth could devise. The house he now 
inhabits is as simple as possible ; but he remains at home every Monday evening for the 
purpose of seeing his friends and countrymen ; and his salon is always crowded with 
the most learned men and most fashionable women in Paris. These weekly receptions 
are attended with but very little expense here, as tea and lemonade are the only refresh- 
ments it is the custom to ofler. Prince Czartoryski is a most venerable-looking man 
of about severv^y. The expression of his face is habitually melancholy, but at times he is 
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very animated in conversation. Like most Poles, he speaks low and very slowly. I 
remarked that he was particularly polite and attentive to young- people, which in a man, 
who, from his various misfortunes and trials, can take but little interest in general society, 
is, I think, very striking. The Princess, who must be almost thirty years youngrer 
than the Prince, is very lady-like and prepossessing in her manners. She is much 
beloved by her compatriote* : her efforts to relieve those who are in distressed circum- 
stances being unceasing. She employs all her leisure hours in embroidering ; and her 
embroidery, which is more beautiful than any thing of the kind I have ever seen, is sold 
at a bazar, which is opened during the last week of every year ; new-year's day being 
the time when the French make those presents to their friends which in England and in 
our country are made on Christmas day. All the ladies of the Princess's acquaintance of 
course contribute to her bazar ; and those who are remarkable for their beauty or their 

talents, are invited by her to keep the stalls. * ■ • Mrs. B , whose son, a lad of 

about sixteen, is now engaged in attending the cottrs de religion^ or religious lectures of 
M. CoQUEEEL, one of the clergymen o( the Reformed Church of Paris, took me this 
morning to hear one of the lectures. M. Coquerel is the nephew of the celebrated 
Helen Maria Williams, by whom he was educated. He is the most eloquent, and I 
believe the most learned, clergyman in Paris. I had been much pleased with his ser- 
mons, and was therefore very glad to have an opportunity of hearing one of his lectures. 
His class was composed of about thirty young men, of different ages, from sixteen to 
twenty-five. He has written a little book called ' Ontrs de Religion^^ which he makes 
use o( in his lectures. The method he adopts is this : He reads a paragraph from this 
little volume, and then comments upon it, and explains or developcs it, often relating 
interesting anecdotes suggested to him by the subject, or asking questions which the 
foregoing lectures enable the scholars to reply to. The young men take notes, write 
them out at home, and bring these papers to Mr. Coquerel at the next lesson, llie 
lectures for young men take place twice a week, from October to May, and tho.ne for 
young ladies at different hours during the same period. The scholars arc admitted to 
take the sacrament at Pentecost. M Coquerel is a most active and industrious man. 
Beside several volumes of sermons, and innumerable papers for different religious jour- 
nals, he has published a very useful work, called ' Biographic Sacr^ty in which every 
name mentioned in the Bible is to be found. His manner is very animated ; and as each 
lecture lasts but an hour, it is impossible that the attention of the young hearers should 
become weary. • • • « April li)th. Went to the exhibition of paintings by living artists, 
which is now open at the Louvre. The most beautiful picture there, is one by M. Cog- 
HiET ; * TiHTORETTO painting his dead Daughter.' The biographers of the great master 
inform us, that he had a daughter who evinced great talent for painting, to whom he was 
devotedly attached, but who died when young. M. Cogmet has chosen the moment 
when TiirroRETTO, rising from his easel, on which rests the unfinished portrait, stands 
gazing on his beloved daughter, who is lying on a bed in the fore-ground of the picture. 
The fiither is almost deface^ but the lower part of his figure is concealed by the bed. A 
crimson curtain falls behind him, and forms a rich but not gaudy back-ground to the picture 
and, by throwing a slight reflection on the daughter's face, relieves the whole from that 
disagreeable e^ct, which, with less judgment and good taste on the part of the artist, it 
must have produced, without taking from it the solemnity which the subject requ ired. This 
is, on the whole, almost the only picture of the modern French school which pleases me 
entirely ; in which there is no exaggeration of expression or gesture, and which deserves 
to be compared to those of the modern school of painting in Germany. I have no doubt 
that the circumstance of an exhibition taking place every year is a great disadvantage to 
young artists, who hurry to finish a picture for that occasion, in onler that their names 
may be mentioned in the journals, and that they may obtain a celebrity which la.'its but 
a few weeks. If the exhibition took place but once in five years, I am convinced we 
should ice more fine pictures at the Louvre. Among the portraits I remarked one of 
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Major PoussiN, wbo resided for no many yean in tbe United Stales, llu punted by 
Mademoiselle GonEFBoio, a pupil of Gehabd, and is a very good liltenesB. I WM 
Birucfc by a portrait of IkTIlo de Fauveau. This lady is of a noble lamily oT Bril- 
Uny, and is weil known for her devotion to Ihe eauK of the Duchess de Bikii, aod 
for Ihe lalenl she has displayed in the art of sculpture. She is neither young nor hud- 
some ; she ia drosaed in tbe costume of a peaaaal ot Bhilaay, a sort of ibmit or loose 
frock, with her hair cut abort in B Bintil line across her forehead, as we sometimes see it 
inlheponraiUoTthaesriy French kings. There is a porliail of the Dure op Oeleans 
at (he Louvre. It wna painted from memory by Scbeffee, a very clever artist. Some 
of (he fruit-pieces and portmilf, aii^iiufe/, in colored chalks, are very beaUtiTal. Indeed, the 
French excel in this style of drawing Among the paintings on porcelain we pertieuUrly 
admired s Holy Family, copied from one of Ihe old maslera. It is a perfect biJou. Tie 

day ader our visit to Ihe Louvre, Mra, R took me to the oCc&r of Mr. Hialt, the 

young American artisl. His portrait of Washihoto.n, copied from one by St'tTABT, 
gave great salisfaclian lo Louis Philippe, and baa been placed in one of the hisloiical 
galleries at Versailles. Mr. IIealv has now a beautiful picture of two of Colmiel 
Thobne's daughlers, which be is retouching, at bis room. Hie auiludes, particularly 
that of the eldest of the young ladie;, are very gracefid, and the whole picture in very 



Thi Ibiih Seetch-Booe. — ThiB capital work by 'Mr. H. A. Titsabi 
Thaoeeeiv, Elsq., auihorof 'Thu Yellowpluah Cortt>i™idcncc,'hM jojll 
WincHE«iEE,aiihe'New Worid'oDicc,m»veryiic« litile pamphlM-n) 
Bunurroui cn^rariji^, from thn pencil of the author. Our readers havs ha 
of tbe high sBiimalion in which we hold Ihc wiiunijs of Mr. Tqacebrat ; a 
jndgmenl in this, that Ihvy will find Ihe volume before ui u be second u> no 
wiilei. Il it, in fad, Ireland on canvaai ^ its varioui cilies and towns ; I 
travel, ond more luilicnuB liavcllera ; iu wretched poicn; , its generous hoapiial 
and iu indomiiDblu good-humoi. We were nol unul now aware Ihal Mr. Tith 
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* Miseries of Human Life.* — Some twenty-five years ago, a work in two or three 
Tolumes, under this title, was republished in this city from an English edition. One of 
these volumes lies before us ; and if it be a fair representative of its companions, an 
American publisher would not find it amiss to put forth a new issue of the book ; for it 
abounds in keen satire, playful wit, and pleasant humor. We have segregated from its 
numemus divisions a few passages for the entertainment of our readers. A good deal 
of what is termed *■ criticism ' upon works of art has lately been expended in this merid- 
ian upon an undisceming and unheeding public ; yet we propose to add to the amount, 
by copying the remarks of one Mr. Ned Testy upon an exhibition of paintings and 
statuary, similar, we may suppose, to the annual collections of our ' National Academy of 
Design ; ' similar, certainly, in many of the points touched upon by the critic. After a 
consideration of the Landscapes, 'with their meagre subjects, lying perspective, and 
timid handling ; their frittered lights, lumpy shadows^ indigo skies, and saffron sands ; 
their forwaid back-grounds, and backward fore-grounds ; with trees and meadows care- 
fully colored from an emerald, and water of such an hue and surfiice, that forgetting for a 
moment the season represented, one looks narrowly after the slaters.'^ — after a discus- 
sion of these, en masse, we are favored with the subjoined ' hits * at a particular * Famihf 
Piece:' 

A toTTXQ man who 'wants enconragement,' had immortalized family affeciion, by representing 
ptq)a standing up at one end of the picture, f' his lips nrlued to each other, aud his bullet eyes wide 
open, though evidently seeing nothing,) and mamma ai the other ; the peace bcinj? kept between 
them without the loss of an inch of space, by their endless progeny, whose heiirhts and ages the 
utist has most accurately registered, by stringing them strait out, closely linked together in a 
descending series, like the reeds of Pan's pipe, which they farther resemble in the lank uprightness of 
their figures, and the billions deadness of their complexions. The next of these Domestic Scenes 
reproaches the idleness so remarkable in the foregoing, by the great variety of employment which 
it exhibits, with the additional advantage of allow-ing more elbow-room 1o the fancy of the painter ; 
who in the first place has contrived to record, in the mother of the family, a truly exemplary 
instance ol notability, combined with maternal tenderness ; for she is seen, dt the same pomt of 
time, engaged in nursing one child in her lap, rocking with her foot^he cradle of another, hearing 
the task of a third, and eyeiuff the frolics of a fourth : and all this without seeming at all distracted 
fttwa her needle, which she has just drawn out at the utmost stretch of her arm. The remaining 
diildrcn are all liberally supplied with such occupations or amusements as, when followed at 
proper times and places, must be allowed to become their sexes and ages, but which we are not 
exactly prepared to see going on as here, all at once in the same parlor. Tlie young ladies of this 
extraorclinary family can study their maps and jrlolws, pore over their books, and even practice thejr 
mosic-lessons, without af>pearin^ once to know that tliO!»e iKtisterons niul unruly little dogs, their 
brothers, are cracking their whins, beating their drums, sc4impering about the room with their 
vragons, etc. ; the very baby in the cradle, instead of being frightened out of its wits, as might 
reasonably be expected, only appearing to be lulled into a still sounder sleep, by the riotous 
gambols going oo.' 

Outraging nature is as common in art now as it was in the era of Ned Testy. Here 
you may see the picture of 'a lady in full length, gayly and archly tripping out in a hurri- 
cane by herself, in thin fluttering muslin, without cap, hat, or bonnet, by the side of a 
raging sea ; where, if one may judge by the disposition of her limbs, and the archness of 
her coimtenance, she is practising an aUemande to the music of the thunder-chips which 
«em bursting over her in all directions ; yet without the slighest mark of concern in her 
looks, or apparent apprehension of taking cold, after dancing under such discouraging 
circumstances of dress and weather ; there stares a young miss strait out of the picture, 
with one hand grown to her side, and the other to the monstrous head of a Newfoundland 
dog, sitting up exactly as high as she stands; and near by, in another frame, a parcel of 
Blonths or Hours, in petticoats, are smiling and dancing jigs round an emblem, in the 
shape of a good-looking woman in green, who b« supposed to be Spring.* The critic 
wonders * why they have n't got to changing the Minutes, Seconds, and other inferior 
parts of clock-work into little fluttering urchins.' But pause for a moment, reader, with 
hashed respiration, while we set before you a specimen of the Avftil! There is an 
appropriate * power of words ' in the description of the ' grouping,' and doubtless the col- 
oring was ' in keeping ; ' as much so, perhaps, as in Dickens's picture of the Wise Men 
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of the East worshipping in a pink mangper, or the Prodigal Son coining home in red rags 
to a purple father and a sea-green calf, waiting to be roasted : 

' Here is a piece equally stupendoas in size and subject, bearing the semblance of having been 
furiously thrown upon the canvass in the dark, from the disordered pallets of all the painters in the 
Universe ; a sort of maniac's vision, embodied into a rolling chaos, turbulently brewed up oat of 
the warring rudiments of smoke! blood! fire! night! whirlwind! earth! and water; a ruinous 
huddle of every thing spiritual and material, real and conjectural, witliin and without the precincts 
of possible Nature; and of every mingling shape, shade, color, quality, and consistence; the 
whole congregated mass of discordances tumultuously wheeling, dashing, boiling, and thundering 
together, in one giddy storm of — Nothing! ' The figures of this landscape are entirely in keep- 
ing with it ; ' ambiguous and reserved innuendos of beings, fluctuating somewhere among the 
shadowy and unsettled nomenclatures of incantation ; demon, wizzard, griffin, goblin, demi- 
gorgon,' etc. 

After a few more examples of * single criticism ' in this kind, we are favored with a 

* running commentary ' upon the ostracised paintings which adorn the upper tiers, and 
spaces over the doors: *An upward glance of your eye introduces you to those poor 
creatures in reduced sizes, who are sent to Coventry at the top of the room, and stnmg 
along, by way of cornice, close under the ceiling; figures! but what language can ade- 
quately rcjwrt them I — their wooden features, their mortified complexions ; their sneak- 
ing, disconsolate, condemned looks ; their quizzical head-dresses, and paste-board 
draperies ; their brick-dust curtains, increasing by contrast the chalkiness of their cheeks ; 
and that general and inveterate hardness of manner which instantly chases away all idea 
of the elasticity of the flesh, and the flexibility of cloth or linen. Hard ! — adamant is 
pap to it I ' The Crayons ' aflbrded striking examples of worse styles, by the help of 
worse materials ; ' there were still-bom eflbrts in black-lead pencil, from the hands of 
academical tyros ; wan historical sketches in water-color, by young ladies ; imaginary 
elevations of bridges that will never be built ; naked fronts of huge white houses, that 
sicken all eyes but those of the architect and the owner ; and ciiuckle- headed busts in 
plaster, of obscure, pudding-faced modems ; likenesses in India-ink, * dorie in this man- 
ner ' for almost nothing ; etc., etc. An exhibition of this sort is certainly proved to be 
one of the miseries of human life, 'by good witness.' But other miseries are enumera- 
ted ; and chief among them, the hiunhiigeousness of quack advertisers, and the gullibility 
of the public ; and a medical sample is cited, which would do honor to any 'pill' or 

* sarsaparilla ' pufl*, of the present day : 

* I i«norLT) be the most ungrateful of mankind, were I to delay for a moment to return my heart- 
felt acknowledgments for the blessings I have derived from your inestimable pill. Before I was 
so happv us to henr of its miraculous eflects, life had long been a burden to me. I was an object 
no less horrible than piteous to behold, being so entirely covered, or rather crusted, from head to 
foot, with the most virulent blotches and humors, that I ought rather to have been colled on UUn 
than a nmn. I was at the same time so miserably emaciated, that my bones rattled audibly as I 
moved, and my head itself seemed to hang to my shoulders by a thread. In short, to such a con- 
dition was I reduced, that, on bemg carried to my own door upon a litter, on my return home ol\cr 
a short absence in the vain search after case, my wife, who chanced to meet me in the passage, 
insisted that thej had brought me to the wrong house, for that she had never seen me Iwforc ! The 
sound of my voice, however, but too cruelly undeceived her ; and I was tlien conveyed to the bed 
on which I continued to lie, without stirring hand or foot, for more than thirty years. During this 
awful period matters were constantly and rapidlv going on with me from bod to worse ; scarcely 
an hour pasgiMl but some new and sUll more deplorable disease was added to the complicated Ust 
of maladies which were devouring me up piece-meal, in a manner : and it was a lucky day when 
I could say that one or more of my bones hud not dropped clean out of the socket ! 81eep at one 
time, 1 had none, for sixty-nine successive nights, unless I may call by that name a series of 
swoons, brought on by my agonies, and the weakness consequent upon my reduced condihon. 
About this period, the flesh began to drop in large coUops fn>m my bock and shoulders ; and from 
one liollow which formed exactly beneath my left pop, my heart wo* ab.-*«)lutely naked and visible, 
by which my inquisitive surgeon was gratified, at my expense, with a living cfisplay of the whole 
procoHs odtystoU and diastole^ as I think he called it. In this state of things, my case having been 

Eronounced nbsolutt-ly hopeless by every physician in the Ituid, my friends began to think it was 
igh time to call your invaluable remedy to my aid : and invaluable indeed it proved to me ! No 
aooner had I begun to use i1, than tlie most surprising alteration came on : while I was swallow- 
ing the first pill, I could plaihlv feel, to my inexpressible astonishment and delight, that a new and 
perfect growth of healthy flesh was rapi«lly forming in every part of the skeleton to which I was 
now wasted down; and before I hud taken the third, I had reason to suspect, from cenain strange 
and indescribable sensations, as if of some hard substance pushing or shooting forth in different 
places, that the numerous cavities left by the bones I had lost, were about to be filled up by a new 
process of ossification ; which, sure enough, was presently found to be ngorously and prosper- 
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oiulr going on. My appetite, too, very •hortly became so dangeronsly keen, that it was reckoned 

f»raclent to refiue me a toird fowl at my dinner. But not to trouble you with too many particulars, 
which to yon, indeed, must be mere shadows of a thousand still more extraordinary cases,) I 
will simply say, that by persevering in the course for one week more, I felt not only that every 
symptom of disease had absolutely vanished as if by magic, but that I was suddenly able, (which 
I had never been in the best days of my youth and strength,) to perform the most athletic feau in 
leaping, wrestling, boxing, etc., without the slightest sensation of fatigue. To express the full 
extent of my gratitude to you, my dear Sir, for this almost incredible restoration, is a task which I 




smallest apprehension of ever having occasion to use them again.* 



It would puzzle few of our readers, in town or country, to make a fiimiliar application 
of this satire upon the prevailing style of quack advertisements. 



Gossip 'with Rsadsrs axd CoEasspoNnzNTs. — In an admirable paper wpon^ The Poetry of 
tkt BiMf,* written for the Knickbrbocker some years since by Rev. William T. Beantlet, 
President of the * College of South Carolina,' there was an incidental allusion to the proofs of the 
authenticity of the Sacred Word, as contained in the fulfilment of the ' prophecies concerning the 
nations.* A dilapidated book-stall volume before us, with the title-page gone, and the author*s 
name nowhere to be met with, (facts in themselves noteworthy in this connection,) thus illustrates 
the position of our valued correspondent : *■ The primitive Christians regarded the Scriptures as 
their chief and dearest treasure ; and oAen laid down their lives rather than deliver the sacred 
records to their enemies, who used every art of terror to seize and destroy them. Then, as now, 
different i»artie8 and sects existed, who all appealed to the Scriptures for proof of their several 
opinions ; and these must have been so many checks upon each other, to the general exclusion of 
mistake and fraud. But aside from this, look at their predictions, in the case of the ' chosen and 
peculiar people.* The separation of the Israelites from the rest of mankind, not for their own 
sakes but for the sake of all, and their preservation amidst their enemies, what a display is it of 
the divine power ! This great scheme of wisdom and goodness was carried on by its omnipotent 
Author ' with a mighty hand and an outstretched arm.' '• He sent a man before his people, even 
JoszPH, who was sold to be a bond-servant. He increased his people exceedingly, and made 
them stronger than their enemies. He sent Moszs his servant, and Aarox ; and these showed 
his tokens among them, and wonders in the land of Ham. He sent darkness, and it was dark, 
and tnraed their waters into blood. Their land brought forth frogs, yea, even in their king's 
chambers. He gave them hail-stones for rain, and flames of fire in their land. He spake the 
word, and locusts came innumerable, and devoured the fruit of their ground. He smote all the 
first-bom in their land, even the chief of all their strength. He brought forth his people from 
among them. He spread out a cloud to be a covering, and fire to give them light in the night sea- 
son. He rebuked the Red Sea also, and it was dried up : so he led them through the deep as 
through a wilderness. At their desire he brought quails, and filled them with the bread o( heaven. 
He opened the rock of stone, so that rivers ran in dry places. Yet within a while they forgot his 
worka, and tempted Ood in the desert. Then the earth opened and swallowed up Dathan, and 
covered the congregation of Abiram. The plague also was great among them. Then, being 
ehastised, they turned to their God. He led them over Jordan : the waters divided to let them 
paiM. He discomfited their enemies. At His word the sun abode in the midst of Heaven ; and 
the moon stood still, and hasted not to go down for a whole day ; so He gave the kingdoms of 
Canaan to be an heritage onto his people ; that all the nations of the world might know that the 
hand of the Lord is mighty, and that they might fear the Lord continually.* Such was the result 
of a scheme determined by divine goodness, planned by divine vrisdom, foretold by divine know- 
ledge, accomplished by divine power. ' Jhe things of the earth were changed into things of the 
water, and the thing that did swim went upon the ground. The fire had power in the water con- 
trary to his own virtue, and the water forgat his own kind to quench. Thus the elements were 
changed among themselves by a kind of harmony, as when one tune is changed upon an instra- 
mem of music, and the melody still rcmaineth.' How graphic also is the description of the ' giA 
of tongues,* conferred upon the Apostles! 'And they were all amazed, and marvelled, saying 
one to another : ' Behold, are not all these which speak, Galileans ? And how hear we every man 
in oar own tongue, wherein we were bom ? Parthians, and Medes, and Elamites, the dwellers 
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in Mesopotamia, and in Jadea, and Coppadociaf in Pontus and Asia, Phrygia and Pamphylia in 
Egypt, and in the parts of Lybia about Cyrene. And strangers of Rome ; Jews and prose- 
l>tes, Cretes and Arabians ; we do hear them speak in our tongues the wonderful works of 
God ! ' . . . Most likely many of our readers will remember this ' vexed question ' in logic : < It 
either rains or it does not rain: but it does not rain ; therefore it rains.' This used to puzzle a* 
hugely ; as did also the mathematical problem, in simple equations, which ensues : ''A eat has one 
more tail than no cat ; no cat has two tails ; ergo, a cat has three tails ! ' The conclusion L» irresist- 
ible. Here is something, however, which is of deeper import : * Johnson studied law with Dob- 
son, under the agreement that he should pay Dobson, when he (Johnson )^fi«<IAi5^«te«(se. 
AAer a time Dodson got tired of waiting for the conditions of the contract, and sued Johnson for 
his pay. He reasoned thus : ^ If I sue him I shall get paid at any rate, because if I gain the cause, 
I shall be paid by the decision of the court ; if I lose it, I shall be paid by the conditions of the con- 
tract, for then Johnson will have gained his first cause ; therefore I am safe.' Johnson, on the 
other hand, being prodigiously frightened, sought counsel, and was told to reason thus : ' Dobson 
reasons well, but there must be a flaw in his argument ; because / and not he w^ill gain the vic- 
tory. If the suit goes m my favor, I shall gain it by the decision of the court ; if it goes against 
me, I shall gain it by the terms of the contract, not having yet won my first cause. Of course I 
shall not have to pay him ! ' Vive la Logique .' • • • This fine picture of the Arabian Desert is 
from the pen of the late lamented N. H. Carter, Esq., formerly editor of the New-York Statesman, 
a daily journal long since discontinued. We thank 'C. P. D.' for his offer, which is gladly 
accepted : 

* No verdure smiles ; no crystal fotmtains play. 

To quench the arrows of the god of day ; 

No breezy lawns, no cool, meandering streams^ 
. Allay the fervor of his torrid beams ; 

No whispering zephyrs fan the glowing skies, 

But o'er long tracts the mournful siroc sighs. 

Whose desolating march, whose withering breath, 

Sweeps through the caravan with instant aeath. 

• • • • • 

*■ 'Tis night : but here the sparkling heavens diffuse 
No genial showers, no soft distilling dews : 
In the hot sky, the stars of lustre shorn, 
Burn o'er the pathway of the wanderer lorn. 
And the red moon from Babelmandel's strand 
Looks, as she climbs through pyramids of sand. 
That, whirled aloA, and gilded by her light, 
Blaze the lone beacons of the desert night ! ' 

A CORRESPONDENT, Well known to our readers, in a note to tlie Editor, remarks as follows, 
upon the passage of our May ^Gossip ' which touched upon Coleridob and his conversations : ' I 
am glad of your remarks on Coleridge and Wordsworth. I have been for years sick of the 
interminable cant about those two men. Their admirers have too long exalted them above all that 
is human. And would you know the reason ? In discovering more depth, and pure humanity, 
and high inspiration, in their school of the prophets than the rest of the world have seen, they think 
the world will give them credit for deep penetration, high and refined sense, and a large share of 
the same or a kindred humanity and inspiration. Witness a sixty pages' laudation of Words- 
worth, opening a number of the ' New- York Re\'iew,' by a writer who doubtless thought his 
own fame was thereby planted like an eternal light-house on the rock of his idol. Now I hope I 
am christian enough to admire greatly the genius of Coleridge ; and I am yet to find any thing 
in English or elsewhere more movingly and musically beautiful than 'Genevieve,' or more wizard- 
like and solemn than the * Rime of the Antient Mariner.' I also plead not guilty to a contempt of 
'Christabcl ' and ' Wallenstein.' Nor am I such a rebel to reason, or heretic in taste, as not to see 
surpassing beauty in many of Wordsworth's minor poems, and lofty grandeur in his 'Ode to 
Childhood,' and ' Stanzas on the Power of Sound,' and a high, philosophical, and musing mind in 
his great ' Excursion.' I have read him twice in the lasftwo years, and my admiration has not at 
all diminished. But I choose to deny that he or Coleridge invented poetry, or carried it fanher, 
or as far, as some others before and with them. I choose to deny that they have struck the great 
chord of humanity, unstruck before, or have sympathized more deeply or more sweetly with the 
joys and sorrows of the lowly million, than the great poets before them have done. I choose to 
assen, what has been abundantly proven, that they were both great egotists, eaten up by self, 
which the great poets have rarely been ; and that Coleridge in particular often knew not what 
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lie meant himself, but between opiam and metaphysics, frequently tied the tail of one idea to the 
head of another, and called the monstrous and unintelligible coalition a theory ; a mixture of Pla- 
tonism, Splnozaism, and the d — 1 knows what 'ism. And for believing this, the Colcridgeites 
and Wordsworthites, who are the most intolerant of bigots, would call me an earthy blockhead, 
and for expressing this, an ignorant, blaspheming fool. \Vhy, I once had almost broken with a 
friend, because I would not admit that Wordsworth was superior to Btron, and that Byron 
stole almost all his beauties from him ! And the secret was, that the poor fellow thought he had 
the Wordsworthian gift, and undcifying Wordsworth was undeifying him P . • • Are not 
the circumstances narrated in the following communication from a truly veracious correspon- 
dent, *very remarkable,' to say the least? Can their iTUXh he doubted for a moment, however, 
by any intelligent reader ? Yet ' it 's curious, is n't it ? ' In a note to the Editor, our friend writes : 
* I have an luicle * down East,' a retired sea-captain, who having nothing else to do, frequently 
writes me long gossipping letters. Sometimes they arc very amusing: an extract from one of 
them I now send you. The story appears almost incredible ; but knowing my correspondent to 
be a strictly eonscientions man, who would scorn to draw the longr^bow on any occasion, I have 
BO hesitation in believmg every word of it, whether others are willing to credit it or not. I give it 
U) you in his own language, for there is a strait-forward simplicity about it, that should com- 
oiand belief: ' 

'All. these things, dear S , happened In my ycunRftt dajs, of course. As I have fitill a white 

pstfo b»f3r« tne, I will detail to you one of my youthful adveuturen. I haJ one nlpht been t-> a convivial 
pvty. which did not break up until nearly momlng, when, on arriving at my boardin«f-hoa"»e, I found the 
docr» cloeed. Not wishing to disturb the inmate* at that unneanon^ble hour, I proceeded in search of tempo- 
rary lo-d^ln^. not doubting but that I should get accommodated at some one of the numerous hotels. In this 
however I was disappointed ; every place was nhut as ti5ht an an oystir. It happpenod to be a wet, drizzly 
ni^ht : and after wandering ab'-ut the str«etq for seme tim'5. and g<?ttiag pretty well 8'<\kM. I began t ■> feel 
nther dwagree-able. What added not a little to my dLsc--^mfort. was Ibo fact that within a f«w nlght« there 
h*i been committed several daring highway robberies, in the very heart of the city, in one of which the vic- 
tim was mardered ; and as a natural consequence, no watchman dared t.i venture out fr^m his hiding-place ; 
thus making my situation doubly lonesome. In this dilemma, finding all legitimate places closed against me, 
I t«cgan t-> consider the expediency of seeking «hel^»r at least, if not sleep, in any place that mi^rht seem to 

f^S-'T it While in this mood. I found mys^islf abreast of the church : and leaning against the lightning-rod 

a moment, the query occurred to me : ' Why not ' shin up ' this r,.^d int.> the belfry ? I h.ave Bl«?pt in worse 
places than that, no doubt, and can do so again.' Now I had b<»en a great climbrr in my boyish days ; and 
f«!ata which to others soemed difficult, if ni->t absolutely impossible, were to me often matters of mere pastime. 
I therpf}re hesitated but a moment in such an emergency, but slipping off my boots and swinging them 
roiind my neck, I commenced the ascent ; and in less than five minutes I had mounted a hundrtsd feet or 
more, and guts-ofely into the belfry. My accommodations here were much bott'sr than I could have antici- 
pated. Some carpenters had been to w^rk a few days previously, repairing the railings on the outside of the 
tower, and had left a quantity of shavings, which lay scattered on the floor. Placing these together in a heap. 
I thT'>w my weary limbs down upon them, aud was soon in a deep slumber, but not a quiet one. Uy hori- 
zontal positi.'in enabled the fumes of wine to reach my head, which bef irs thoy had b-^pn uu-iblo to do. In 
consequence of my extreme height, for you know I am six feot three, and I soon began to have all sorts of 
Cftntastic dreams. Strange wild shapes flitted around me, and loud unearthly sounds fllled my ears. But 
pmninent over all. was an incessantdlngdongof apparently distant bells, which reached me in every variety 
cf volume and tone ; now low and sweet, and anon loud, Htirtling, and many-toned, ai if the thousand stee- 
ples of Moscow were again p:>urlng forth lamentations over the ruins of their beautiful city. Suddenly, a 
■inirle stroke, that s«Qt its vibrations through every limb, startled me from sleep : and lifting my head slightly, 
I at lb* Instant received a blow upon the back of it that sent me quivering against the frame of the belfry. I 
lay stunzMd for some moments ; and on recovering my consciousness, the bell of the steeple was just closing, 
with a strange jangle, the peal for seven o'clock in the morning ! 

' I now comprehended the whole. The edge 'jt the bell, on its return revolution, had come in contact with 
my head at the instant I had lifted it, on being roused by the first stroke. I placed my hand uf-cn the back of 
my scull, and the ptt.^of of that f.i«ct lay there t jo prominent tj b^ denied. A bump ha.i been raised as big as 
a hen's eeg. I pal.l but little att/.>ntion to it, however, as th-^t p-uu was but sliyht, and I was na^roover exceed- 
ingly anxious about the mode of extrication from my present unenviable predicament Sliiling down the 
ligbfeoing-rod of a xneeting-house. in brovl day-light, was notquite so pleasant a performance as ' shinning up* 
one at midnigbL While considering this mattor, in a sort of % ' quond.ary way,' as brother Jonas ust>d t-> say, 
tbe scutsle-door slowly opened, and the sext-^n of th» church ma<le his appearance. He did not observe me, 
bat west imoiediately fc^ the bell, which he began to walk round, and Vt Inspect very minutoly. At last be 
"topped : • It 's just aa I expected,' said he to himself: ' the b^-U "s cracked • Now what upon airth could ha* 
dcoeltT I am sure I felt it hit something hard.* Here I mechanically placed my hand to the back cf zny 
head, and coughed slightly. The man turned, and observing nie, 8tart>!d back with affright I immediately 
■tepped forward, and told him my st()ry in a few words, taking care to m.ake it as lucid as ponible l>y the aid of 
a little silver, and saying nothing, of course, about the bump on my head. The man appeared satisfied, and 
told me I coold go down with him. Before starting, however. I bestowed a hasty glance upon the bell, and 
pncetved tliak it was I ndeed cracked, longitudiXMlly. from the flange to the crcwn. and tl&at a lock of my hair 
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vraa firmly inclosed in the creTice. JusI on the outer edge. This of course was enough to remoTe from xaj 
mind all doubt, had I had any, as to the cause of the mischief ; but I said nothing, and followed the sexton down 
the scuttle. In a few moments I was once more in the streets, with my hat under my arm, for I found it impos- 
sible to place it any where near its true position on my head, in consequence of the new phrenological develop- 
ment already mentioned. But now, dear S— , comes the most wonderful part of my nairatiTe. This little 
incident happened twenty years ago ; and to my certain knowledge, since that date, the bell in that steeple hss 
been replaced four times : and yet to this very day, whenever I pass within hearing of its tones, xny ears begin 
to ring, my head yiolently to oscillate, and straitway I am seized with a stupor and dizzineas that continue 
until I can get beyond the reach of its sound. You will recollect you once asked me why old Haiox 
NT— —called ma sometimes 'Captain Hardhead, ' and sonaetimes 'Captain Waghead 7 ' You have now the 
answer.' __ 

Ths water stood in oor eyes, reader, (and it will stand in yours if you have a heart to feel,) as 
we perused the subjoined eloquent passage of a letter from a friend to whom onr readers have 
oAen been indebted for amusement, entertainment, and instruction. What a startling picture it 
presents of the first approaches of that ^ hectic,' ' phthisic,' ' consumption,' or whatever be the 
favorite title of that most wily and fatal (oe, who in one hand presents the insidious olive-branch, 
and in the other conceals his inevitable sword, cutting down youth in its blossom and manhood in 
Its fruit I ' For very many years, from twelve to two have been ray hours of retiring^ and my 
exercise has been nothing, or nearly so, during the day. One result has been, that I have read 
one half of the Greek and Roman classics, and feasted largely in modem literature. A parallel 
result has been, that owing to corporeal sluggishness and nervousness, the curse of the sedentary, 
I have no doubt reaped less pleasure and profit than I might have done from half that assiduity 
coupled with a due regard to the wants of the body. The final result is, that an iron constitution 
is now largely disorganized ; and from the constant presence of a dull, deep, stationary pain in 
my left side beneath the ribs, and fixed I fear Upon the lungs, I begin to indulge in sad and deep 
forebodings. OAen, when wakened by its painful urgency, I lie in th^ silence of the night, listen- 
ing to my heart's deep beatings, and recall my early and yet unfulfilled dreams — dreams oh ! how 
glorious! — and array before my unsated eyes this world, with all its lovely learning^ and sweet 
poetry, and burning passion ; and reflect how unfit I am to die, and try the conditions of a new 
existence, before I have fulfilled the duties and perused the mysteries of this, and then think of 
the wormy bed, and anticipate the hour when I shall lie there, closing my eyes to coloring and my 
ears to sound ; the impatient longing I have sometimes felt for death is repaid by an indefinable 
horror; and between the tenderness of natural regret and the shudderings of luconquerable 
awe, passion masters pride, and both sink to meekness and humility in a flood of gushing 
tears ! ' • • • * 7^ Warning,^ in its ^nrit at least, is borrowed. We are sorry to intimate this, but 
it is a /act, friend * P.' You could not say that you have not read the poem which commences as 
follows, (if we rightly remember,) ' could you, now? ' Guess not : 

' All in the wild March morning I heard the angels call ; 
It was when the moon was settiniir, and the dark was over all ; 
The trees began to whisper, and the wind began to roll. 
And in the wild March morning I heard them call my soul ! ' 

We gave on one occasion an extract from one of the ' Short Patent Sermons ' of * Dow, Jr.,' 
illustrating the endless extent of for ever. The sume sublimity of conception is apparent in the sub- 
joined glance at the magnitude of the planets, and the unsocial ^ distance ' they keep up between 
one another : ^ If a person were sufficiently long-legged to step from star to star, and were to go at 
a decent dog-trot, he might as soon think of travelling from everlasting to everlasting and back 
again in a day, as to undertake to find an end to the planets which roll round their respective suns, 
as far beyond this insignificant solar system of ours as the farthest flight of imagination is beyond 
the jump of a ham-stringed grasshopper ! ' By the by, ' speaking of Dow,' here is a capital anec- 
dote of the veritable Lorenzo, which is worthy of record. ' It appears ' that Dow, in one of his 
odd, quaint sermons, declared that he ' had known sinners so very wicked that they actually 
bu'st! ' lliis statement threw an old, ignorant, and fat impenitent present into a state of alarm 
and perspiration ; and home he waddled, in mortal terror. At night, in the horror of his anticipa- 
ted explosion, he rolled about until he could no longer bear it. He fancied he was already swell- 
ing. He rose and attempted to dress himself, in order to go out ' al fresco.' Who can paint ^s 
consternation, when he found he could but just strain the garments over his limbs, and even then 
they would not meet! He was suflering a rapid sin-dropsy ; his iniquities were coming to light! 
He screamed in the agony of his fear ; and a lamp being brought in, he found that in his haste he 
had put on his brother's clothes. ' The impression, however, says our informant, a clergymtn of 
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the Church of England, ' was a salutary one, for he became a pious man.' • • • Thb *■ Knickkko 
BOCKXR **8tsxmxr, that floating palace of the Hudson, must not pass unnoticed by ' the editor 
hereof.' To deserib* her, however, and her superb *■ belongings,' her Dutch paintings and quaint 
adornments, is quite another thmg. We have no space for an estay in this department of Maga. 
It shaU suffice to say, therefore, that this truly magnificent vessel is in all respects worthy the hon- 
ored wmu she bears. Could we say more ? Appropos of this : It was not imtil the first volume 
of the Kmickjbkbocksk appeared, (this is our TWSifTT-sBCOND, reader; and, non-reader, an 
excellent opportvmity for you to commence your subscription,) that one met our noble potronymic 

* about tovm.' How is it now? Let the Knickxbbocksr steamers, bathing-houses, omnibii, 
restaurants, clubs — aquatic, literary, social, military, scientific, and artistic — and eke the Tem- 
perance-halls and root-beer perambulatoriesy make answer ! Their reply is triumphant ; and yet 

* our ' children play with the neighbor's children, just the same as if these were not ' parlous facts ! ' 
This, however, is one of the tendencies of that republican form of government under which it is 
our happiness to reside! • • • Arb not these lines of Motherwbll very beautiful? Such 
thon^ts have we had a thousand times ; and we desire to thank the writer for expressing them 
for us so well : 

* Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea, * But here will sigh thine aider-tree, 

Thy tribute wave deliver : And here thine aspen shiver ; 

No more by thee my steps snail be. And here by thee will hum the bee. 

For ever and for ever. For ever and for ever. 

* Flow softly down, by lawn and lea, , * A hundred suns will stream on thee, 

A rivulet, then a river : | A thousand moons will quiver ; 

Nowhere by thee my steps shall be. But not by thee my steps snail be. 



For ever and for ever. 



For ever and for ever ! ' 



SacALL game, Mein Herr, of Albany — small game ! A * two-penny dip' would be wasted on 
it. Our correspondent's critique reminds us of the tailor in Laputa, who being employed in 
making a suit for the facetious Gullivxr, disdained the vulgar measures of his profession, and 
look that gentleman's altitude by the help of a quadrant ! We can pounce upon ^atr game, but 
we cannot * like French falcons, fly at any thing we see.' Beside, if the satire was ' caviare to 
the Gxif XRAi. ' of the ^New-Minor ^^ how should it find a place in Uuse pages ? Our friend ' the 
Brigadier ' is a fastidious and a prudent person. Did he not alter a quotation from Byron, in one 
of our friend Graham's ' Sketches by a Briefless Lawyer,' wherein ' toawfeoa/-pocket ' was sub- 
stituted for that startling indelicacy, ^ bretehes-pockeiV Venly, he did! • • • Thx following 
reflections upon the death of friends, and the memories of the departed, which we transcribe from 
a private letter to the Editor, are too beautiful and true to be confined to one or two readers only : 
* I have read the exhortations of PLrTARCH, and Seneca, and Jerext Taylor, and others, all 
hinging upon the idea that pain and bereavement are natural, necessary, inevitable, in this world 
of successive bloom and desolation. But pain is to me none the less painful because natural, nor 
separation less overwhelming for its necessity ; nor yet is the blasting of cherished hopes less 
withering to my heart because the same blight has fallen on the verdure of other hearts, and kin- 
dred tears are falling from a world of mourners in a wide companionship of grief. ' The head 
nuy reatoHy but the heart will /eel.^ Time, however, is a great and eflectual healer. Though a 
tree be lopped to the very root, the maimed giant will send up a new creation of vegetable 
strength. So the human soul, like some evergreen creeper, if you cut ofl" or tear away its 
branches of affection with the object round which they entwined themselves, will send forth other 
tendrils, and wind its clinging arms around some other idol, embalming it with fragrance and 
dothing it in verdure. The sweet lines of Wordsworth are most practical and true, as well as 
poetical: 

• Th*ro Is a comfort in the ntrength of lovfl : 
"T will mAke a thing ondurAble, which *l»o 
Would overset the brain, or breaJc the heart. ' 

*And while there is one, and more than one, whose redemption from their iron sleep I would 
gladly purchase by a subtraction from the remnant of my own dismembered life, and principally 
that visible gushing tears, and the test of so great a sacrifice, might be some atonement for cause- 
less misconceptions, and some proof of warm love beneath the outward shows of an inflexible 
hardness ; yet I know that Time in his weary revolutions will soon bring us all together m a world 
of infinite knowledge, and liberal forgiveness, and uncircumscribed aflection ; a world where we 
shall ' see fiice to ftce,' and feel heart to heart ; ' where no grief makes the heart heavy and the 
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eye-lids red.' • • • Standing with a friend the other day by the river-side, to take in the noble 
eoi^p <l-a»/ of the new steamer Knickbbbockbr, we overheard a little anecdote connected with 
water-craft, which made our companion merry all the way home ; which we shall here transcribe ; 

* €uui which it is hoped may please.' ' It seems there was ' (nay, we know not uems^ there wom) 
a verdant youth from the interior of Connecticut, for the first time on board a steam-boat. His 
curiosity was unbounded. He examined here, and he scrutinized there ; be wormed from the 
engineer a compulsory lecture on the steam-engine and mechanics in general, and from the fire- 
man an essay on the power of white heat, and the ' average consumption of pine cord-'ood.' At 
length his inquiring mind was checked in its investigations, and ' the pursuit of knowledge under, 
difficulties ' made at once apparent. He had mounted to the wheel-house, and was asking the 
pilut: * What you doin' thai for. Mister? — what good does 't do?' when he was observed by tha 
captain, who said, in a gruff voice : 'Go away from there ! Do nU you see the sign, * No talkin* 

to the man at the helium ? Go 'way ! ' 'Oh I certing — y"4es ; I only wanted to know * * Well 

you do know now that you can't talk to him ; so go 'way ! ' With unwilling willingness, the ver- 
dant youth came down ; and, as it was soon dark, he presently went below ; but four or five timet 
before he ' tunied in,' he was on deck, and near the wheel-house, eyeing it with a thoughtful curi- 
osity ; but with the captain's public rebuif still in his cars, venturing to ask no questions. In the 
firtit gray of the dawn, he was up, and on deck ; and after some hesitation, perceiving nobody 
near but the pilot, who was turning the wheel, as when he had last seen him, he preferred his 

' suppressed question ' in the oblique style peculiar to his region : ' Wal, goin' it yii ha? — been at 
it all night? — acreiwinonherup? — eh?' What vague conjectures must have bothered the poor 
querist's brcdn, during the night, may be partly inferred from the absurd but ' settled conviction ' to 
wliich he had at length arrived ! • • • What a mingling of the dead Past with the busy, bustling 
Present pervades the mind of the thoughtful observer, as he looks down from the rising tower of 
the New Trinity Church upon tens of thousands of the dead whose bones crowd the grave-yard 
below ; Iwnes, and dust and ashes, over which are tlirown in wild confusion huge blocks bom 
the quarry, and piles of uprooted grave-stones, and slabs and urns of marble ! As you have 
marked an elaborately-carved stone sink slowly from its ponderous ' drop ' to its place in an edi- 
fice which is to stand fur ages, did you never scan closely its grained streaks, its delicate chissel- 
lings, \%'1th the thought that when you were senseless clay, that very stone might arrest the eye of 
another, gazing upon it with sensations like your own ? So at least have toe thought, concerning 
those who have gone before us, as we have looked at the ornamental marbles of our older public 
buildings, erected in another age. But from the countless Dead, who slumber below, how 
solemnly comes up toward this rising tower the voice of warning and monition ! Each ' storied 
um ' takes the form of the Departed whom it commemorates, and seems to say : 

' Tiir> wTUi I stood an tbou doitt now. 

And viowfd tbe Dead aa Uiou dost me : 
Ere loni< thou 'It Ha aa low aa I, 
And others stood to look on thee 1 ' 

Mk. Wallace, the great musical Wonder^ is not now in town, but, reader, should he return 
among us, be sure to neglect no opportunity to hear him. In his hands, the piano seems like an 
instrument hitherto unknown. It has the chant of woodland birds, the silver sound of dropping 
waters, and ' all voices of nature and of art.' We have heard no resemblance to Mr. Wallace, 
as a pianist. But it is his violin which speaks to us ; and on this instrument no approach to Mr. 
Wallace has been met with in this country. How exquisite tlie notes, pathetic, joyful, or in 

* linked swcetnesk long drawn out ' which he conjures from that most facile of all instruments ! 
We would travel ten miles to hear him play, in his style, that ravishing melody, ' The Last Rose 
of Summer.' We shall have occasion, we hope, again to advert to ilie performances of Mr. Wal- 
LACK. He is yet a young man, and i)ossesscs tlie characteristic modesty of true genius ; and has 
h:irdly yet learned that ' the world meets nolnidy half way j ' in Am case, however, not a necessary 
lesson. • ■ • If any of our town readers ore fond, by way of literary variety and contrast, of 
disinterring the intellectual treasures of the buried Past, they will find * pleasant employment and 
liberal wages ' in glancing over the antique stores of Messrs. Bartlett and Welfoed, under 
the Astor House. We have been indebted to the courtesy of these gentlemen for sundry com- 
munings with authors who have been in their graves for five or six centuries. Every tmdent hoA 
is an argument in favor of the immortality of the soul. ' Fancy a deep-buried Mastodon, some 
fossil Megaiherion, Icihyosaurus, were to begin to speak from amid its rock-swathings, never so 
indistinctly ! Yet the most extinct fossils of Men can do, and does, this miracle— thanks to the 
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letters oi the alpliabet ! > . • . Ths friend who sends us, for ' a fragment of Gossip,* the anecdote 
of the rerdant field-preacher who spoke of Saint Paitl's having ^ sat at the ibot of GtamneUHiU^^ 
is informed that it has already appeared in the Kxickerbocker. The following specimen of kin- 
dred ignorance, however, is quite new to us, and worthy of repetition. It is a precious bit of 
ignorant bathos, which occurred in a discourse upon the sufieriugs of Christ : *• The blessed 
8A.TXOirR, my hearers, was dreadfully persecuted. Once, when going to Jerusalem, the Jews put 
him on a wild young jack-ass, and scattered branches in the road, and put clothes onto 'em, in 
order for to scare the little colt, and make him break the blessed Redeemer's neck ! ' The speaker 
actually preached this thru timeSf till one of his congregation corrected him ! > . . • The articles 
in the Edinburgh Review, and other eminent European periodicals, against the custom of the 
dudlOj would seem to be but the echoes of a prevalent public opinion. We perceive by late 
English journals that an Anti-DueUing Association has recently been formed in London. ' It con- 
sists oi three himdred and twenty -six members, including twenty-one noblemen, thirteen sons of 
noblemen, sixteen members of Parliament, fiAuen baronets, thirty admirals and generals, forty- 
four captains R. N., twenty-three colonels and licutenant-coloneln, seventeen majors, twenty-six 
captains in the army, twenty lieutenants R. N., and twenty-four barristers. They denoimce duel- 
ling as * sinful, irrational, and contrary to the laws of Goo and man ; ' and pledge themselves to 
* discotmtenance the proctice, both by example and itifluence.' The association includes, says 
a London journal, many members who have been successful heretofore in * killing their 
man.' • • • Ons of the most delightful as well as most accessible places of summer resort in the 
vicinity of New-York, is the * Hamilton House,' a spacious and elegant paiact of an edifice, sit- 
uated on the south-westernmost extremity of Long-Island, on the picturesque bluff at the ocean- 
entrance to the Narrows, commanding a wide view of the sea, the lower bay, Staten- Island, and 
the rich and cultivated fields of Long- Island ; a combination of scenery unsurpassed on the Atlan- 
tic sea-board. Here, amidst healthful and invigorating sea-airs, and charming views ; with spa- 
cious and well-ventilated apartmenu, public and private ; ' tables richly spread ; ' wines of the 
best, and the means of recreation, natural and artificial, in abundance ; what could one want 
more? — save perhaps the ready attention and courtesy of the proprietor, Mr. J. R. Curtis, and 
these are ^ matters o{ course.' Go to the ' Hamilton House,' ye invalids and pining wights ^ in 
populous city pent' • • • We find the annexed charming translation in the hand- writing of Mr. 
LosGFKLLOW, omoug the papers of the late lamented Willis Gaylord Clark : 

SUMMER TIME IN GERMANY. 

niOlC JBAM PAUL. 

Ths summer alone might elevate us ! Heaven ! what a season ! In sooth, I oAen know not 
whether to stay in the city, or go forth into the fields, so alike is it every where, and beautiful. If 
we go outside the city gate, the very beggars gladden our hearts, for they are no longer a-cold ; 
and the post-boys con pass the whole niglit merrily on horse-buck ; and the shepherds lie asleep 
in the open air. We want no gloomy house. We make a cliaraber of every bush ; and so have 
my good industrious bees before us, and the most gorgeous butterflicii. In gardens on the \\\\U sit 
school-boys, and in the open air lo<^)k out words in the dictionary. On account of the game-laws 
there is no shooting now ; and every living thing in bush and furrow and on the green branches, 
can enjoy itself right heartily and safely. 

In all directions come travellers along the roads. They have their carriages, for the most part, 
thrown back. The horses have branches stuck in their saddles, and the drivers roses in their 
mouths. The shadows of the clouds go trailing along, and the birds fly between them up and 
down. Even when it rains do we love to stand out of doors, and inhale the quickening ijifluence ; 
and the wet does the herdsman harm no more ! 

And is it night, so sit we only in a cooler shadow, from which we plainly discern the day-light 
on the northern horizon, and on the sweet, warm stars of heaven. Whithersoever I look, there 
do I find my beloved blue ; on the flax m blossom, on the corn-flowers, and the godlike, endless 
heaven, into which I would fain plunge as into a river ! 

And now if we turn homeward again, we find only fresh delight. The whole street is one 
great nursery ; for in the evening aAer supper, the little ones, though they have but few clothes 
upon them, arc again let out into the open air, and not driven to bed as in winter. We sup by 
day-li^, and hardly know where the candle-sticks are. In the bed-chambers the windows are 
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open day and night, and likewise most of the doors, without danger. The oldest women stand 
by the window without a chill, and sew. Flowers lie about every where ; by the ink-stand, on 
the lawyer's papers, on the judge's desk, and the tradesman's counter. The children make a 
great noise, and one hears the rolling of nine-pin alleys. Half the night through, one walks up 
and down the street, and talks loud, and sees the stars shoot in the hig^ heaven. The fbreiga 
musicians, who wend their way homeward toward midnight, go fiddling along the street, and the 
whole neighborhood runs to the window. The extra posts arrive late, and the horses ndlgh. One 
sits in the noise by the window, and drops asleep, and the post-homs awake him ; and the whole 
starry heaven hath spread itself open. Oh, God ! what a joyous life, on this little earth ! 
Oambndgtj July 30. _ Loiiarmxxow. 

Ths following we derive from the same source with the above. It is placed in type (rom the 
MS. of Mrs. Fannt Kbmbls Bittlsr : 

THE PARTING PLEDGE. 

z. 

Yet once again ! but once, before we sever. 

Fill me one brimming cup — it is the last. 
And let those lips now partmir and for ever, 

Breathe o'er this pledge ' The memory of the Past ! ' 

zx. 

Joy's fleeting sun is set, and no to-morrow 

Smiles on the gloomy path we tread so fast ; 
Yet in the bitter cup, o'erfitled with sorrow, 

Lives one sweet drop — the memory of the Past ! 

ZII. 

But one more look from those dear eyes now shining 
Through their warm tears, their loveliest and their last, 

But one more strain of haudjs in frieuddhip twiumg. 
Now farewell all, save memory of the Past ! ip. 

* What is more ridiculous to a dandy than a philosopher, or to a philosopher than a dandy?* 
We thought of this query, while reading a description, in a communication before us, of a knot of 
fourth-rate dandies, the ' apes of apes.' w/deh the writer encountered in the bar-room of an inn, in 
one of the fourth-rate towns of Maryland. Doubtless these artifiaal ' humans ' looked upon our 
friend as quite to be pitied that he was not ' one of us:^ ^ In their ultra dress, affected manners, 
drawling tones, and whey-faces, you might read the foolish inanity of an existence psirallel in 
every respect to that of Bkau Britmmell, except that his was original absurdity, and theirs was 
folly on loan. It was Parisianism adulterated in London, qualified in Broadway, weakened in 
Chesmut-street, reduced in Baltimore, and at last in these provincial decoctions diluted to the low- 
est possible degree of insipidity, with scarce a perceptible tincture of the original liquid. These 
had no souls by nature ; and the only idea they could inspire was one of humiliation, that apes 
were permitted to wear the likeness of God's image.' • • • We annex below a few random 
comments from an old and favorite contributor, (a * scholar ripe and good,' who holds a felicitous 
pen,) upon three or four papers in our May number : ' John Quod is beyond all praise. I read 
the May chapters throughout with unqualified delight. The passage describing the old lawyer's 
affixing his own name, in his confusion, to the blind man's will, aroused me to unseemly, uproari- 
ous laughter ; and the painting of Komickcr's manner, particularly his laugh, is scarcely inferior 
to Cooper's account of Leatherstocking's noiseless, inward laugh, the impression of which could 
not fade from my fancy in a thousand years. I '11 wager my head that the May number of no 
Magazine in the world contains a sketch of more power and humor. As for the 'Lay of Andent 
Rome^^ I cannot praise it too highly. The imitations of ancient manners, and the keeping with 
ancient ideas, is excellent, excellent indeed ; far better than the efforts of Bulwxr, in his * Last 
Days of Pompeii,' or than any other late imitations which I just now remember to have seen. 
Fresh from the pemsal of A!«thon's 'Horace,' (AirrHoir's classics are entirely unequalled,) and with 
LtvT in my reach, the verisimilitude strikes me as almost perfect. You cannot fail either, to observe 
that, as in the ' Three Passages in the History of a IWt,' there is a great deal of sweet poetry scattered 
about among the jewels o{ delicate criticism and mirthful wit. I believe my love for the old 
Greeks and Romans is a little unreasonable ; but it is my first love. I often woo other mistresses, 
but I always return to my * prima donna.' Twelve or fourteen years ago I ingorged all of Smol- 
LET, FiET.Diwo, RicRARDBorv, ScoTT, and Cooper, at one intemperate meal, and then lay aoiqa 
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months inert mnd drowsy, like a huge boa-constrictor aAer swallowing a bullock. Then again for 
several years I dieted on Greek and Roman and early Ehiglish literature. Once more 1 devoured 
all then pubhshed of Eooc worth, Bdlwer, Jambs, MARRTi^T, and I know not how many others, 
rolled up in one monstrous mass. I wonder it had n-t killed me ; but the process of digestion 
brought me again to a state of healthful depletion, and my natural appetite revived. So, although 
I am delighted with genius, or talent, or wit, or mere taste, no matter when or where I encounter 
it, yet I cannot forget my youthful worship, or forego my early gods. The death-scene in ' Tkt 
rotoi; E/iglishmaM^^ I do declare, went to my very heart. I have had since continually before my 
eyes the poor youth, flying from his destroyer, whose unerring dart was already in his bosom. 
What a mournful comment on that most aflecling passage of Virgil, where the wounded deer flies 
from the pursuer, (who is in truth her companion.) v/ith the arrow for ever in her side—'fuBret UUeri 
ktkaiis itntndo — flies through the summer forests, all heedless of their greenness, and lies down 
by some blue streamlet, helpless and hopeless to die I Seeing the other day a number of 'Ora* 
BAX-s Magazine,' I read in it an article by E. A. Poe, who comes down on your old correspondent 
' Flaccus ' like a mountam of lead ! It is clear that ' Flaccus ' has m many places exposed him« 
self to the chai^ of unmelodious rhymes, incongruous figures, and occasionally faulty taste. But 
there is a diflerence between a Pope that sometimes nods, and a Gibber that nevfr wakes! I am 
not easily moved, in the matter of poetry ; I think^ at least, that it must have merit to please me ; 
and I well remember that Flaccus's metrical love-tale in your pages seemed to mc very sweet 
aud original, and strongly redolent of the early English odor. His ' Epistle from my Arm chair ' 
was in gooil hexameters, and his 'Address to the President of the New-England Temperance 
Society ' had a Tom MooRE-ish spice of elegant wit about it, and might have been written by Mr. 
Poe in about a century of leap-years.' • • • The venerable Noah Webster, full of years and 
foil of honors, has gone down to his grave, * like a shock of com fully ripe in its season.' Our 
very earliest associations, like those of millions of others, are associated with his name. That 
blae-covered spelling-book of his, with its progrcs.<iive lessons of learning and morality ; its pleas- 
am fables and pretty pictures ; its large type and dingy paper — the very smell of that spelling- 
book — all are as vivid in our mind as when we first took it to bed with us, in an ecstacy of 
enjoyment, some score and a half of years agonc. And then his great philological work, which 
is now so well known in both hemisphere*, what a monument it is of careful research, discrim- 
inating judgment, laborious industry ! It will die only with the ' land's language.' Mr. Webster 
has been a frequent and always a welcome contributor to these pages ; and we have even now 
in our possession late communications from hid pen, of which our readers will know more here- 
after. Noah Webster was an honor to his country. He wa4 a scholar ; a ' gentleman of the 
old school,' who lived a life void of oflencc toward God and toward man ; and he died in the full 
usurance of a blessed immortality. May he rest in peace! • • • 'Po«(ry run A£z//' is inadmissi- 
Ue, on two accounts. In the first place, it strikes us we have met parts of it at least before ; aud 
io the second, the style has 'outlived our liking.' Nobody but Hood manages well this ragged 
ipecies of verse ; a very clever specimen of which is contained in his ' Custom- H^use Breezty^ the 
nory of a lady-smuggler who would nut go a»hore at Dover, because there was '^ a searching wind ' 
bbwing, which might expose the lace-swuthings of her person : 

* In spite of rope and barrow, knot, and tuck, 

Of plank and ladder, there she stuck ! 
She could n't, no, she would n't go on shore. 

' But, Ma'am,' the steward interfered, 
* The wessel must be cleared. 
You mustn't stay aboard, Ma'am, no one do n't ! 
It 's quite ag'in the orders so to do, 
And all the passengers is gone but you.' 
Bays she, ' I cannot go ashore and won't ! ' 

* You ought to I ' 

' But I can't!' 

* You must 1 ' 

'Isha'n't!" 

We have given no notice of Carltle's ^POst and Present,^ for the reason, let us inform the pub- 
lishers, that we received no copy of the work. We have perused the book, however ; and are 
compelled lo aay that in iu style it exhibiu no improvement upon the previous writings of its dis- 
tingoisbed author. It is even less clear, to our comprehension, (or perhaps from the lack of it,) than 
any of his former productions. We are sorry to see. moreover, that he is obliged to repeat himulf 
io frequently. Yet it there much matter for deep thought in his pages, and sometimes a whole 
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■ennon in a t'lngle lentence. HU heart bleed« for his sofiering fellow-men in England, IrelaQd, 
and Scotland ; Mwelve hundred thousand workera, their cunning right hand lamed, lying idle ia 
their sorrowful boAoms ; asking only for work, and such return for it in food, clothes, and fuel, as 
•hall enable them to live, that they may still work on ; ' yet we do not see that Mr. Ca.rltls points 
out any mean^ by which these many *■ workers - may obtain redress of the ' crowned, corouetied, 
shovel-hatted, quack-heads ' wlio«e rule he stigmatizes so severely. Here is a fiue passage illus« 
tratmg the fact that he only is succesAful who id * fortunate for good : ' * Success! If the thing ia 
vnjust^ thou hast not succeeded , no, nnt thouch bontires blazed from north to south, and bells 
rang, and editors wrote lending articles, and the ju-ft thing lay trampled out of sight, to all moital 
eyes an abolished and Hiuiihilaied thing. Success ! lu a few years thou wilt be dead and dark ; 
all cold, eyeless, deaf ; no blaze of bt^nfirfs, ding-dong of bells, or leading articles, visible or 
audible to thee again for ever ! What kind o( succcm is that .' ' It is not possible for Mr. Gai« 
LTLE to write « stupid or an unreadable volume ; and it can only l>c athrmcd, in dispraise of the 
present work, that it is less forceful and attractive than one or twu of its immediate predeces- 
sors. ■ • • Yor are wrung. Sir ' P. F*..' CT//e>ff<Mfr wrong. The ' competence ' of the tiller of the 
■oil, the ' abundance ■ of the successful mechanic, and the * sutTicicncy ' of the tradesman, we con- 
ceive to be belter calculated to promote happiness than ' great wealth,' even when unencumbered. 
We are not insensible to the value of money. Our remark was pointed as to the xcants that weahh 
brings : but the carr$ ot' it are not less exaiMinir. * Do n't you know me * ' said a western million- 
aire, soon after * the crisis,' to a friend of fiurs. with whom he had formerly been intimately 

acquainted ; ' do n't yen rtmcmbn me ? My name is .' 'Goi>d heavens I it caii^ be i>u*#ible 1 ' 

exclaimed our fnend ; ' why, what has wrought such a change in your appearance? "Where's 
your flourishing head of hair .' where 's your flesh p'one ? what's put that bend in your back*' 
* The times I the limes ! ' replied tin.* ' poor rich man : ' as f«jr my back, I broke that last year, lift' 
ing notes ; »t>irn» of them were very heavy.' A ijrievou* and unnecessary bunlen no doubt they 
were ; and how much better was the rich man's * wealth,' with it!» cirkiiig cares, than the ' abun- 
dance ' of the contented met-hunic ? - • • -A mo«t forcible w.iniing to ^ nations that know nol 
Odd * is contained in the following passage from a recent discourse by Rev. Geo. B. Cheever : 

' This world has been the ihcairet>f a mighty expiirimont — whether nations could be pros- 
perous and pemiunent in pride and sin. Tlir result hn-* been overwhelming- Kmpire after 
empire has fnllon to the <rnuind. 1 have parsed ov^er the ruins of dead and buried kingdom* ; have 
seen ihe shades of departed monnrchip.-*. and conversojl with them, haunlintr the spots of their for- 
mer glory ; and the hollow voire, as if the wind were nio:inin<r fn.»m earth's central sepulchres, 
has spoken in the words of Scripture, deep unto deep, in my lie:irin^. The xatiox and ki.vgdox 

TH\T WILL XOT SERVE TilEE SHALL PKKISH ; YEA, TH03K N \TIOXS SHALL BE tTTTERLT WASTED! 

It is a solemn thing to stand in the (.'olosseum at Rome, beiipath the shadow of the Parthenon at 
Athens, within the crumbling shrine of the temple of K.irnak in Rgypt, and to listen lo the echo of 
those awful words. These hirftorical inaierinlH and uionuments are so many iiitellicenl chords, 
which men's iniquities ha\f wniuijht tor th.it great harp of thr. past, across which God's Spirit 
•weeps wiih it-* majestic, nwt'ul nttenin«-e I God grant that the history of our nation may not add 
another tone of wailing to the melancholy voires of dead empires ! ' 

Wk are glad to perceive that the 'Ameriran Book Circular^' recently put forth by Mr. Geo. P. Prx- 
WAM, of the Anfflo- American house i^f Wilev axi» Pitvam, I^uidon. has been received with 
a beeomiinr spirit liy the Eniflish press. It has been moi^t favorably noticed in the ^ London 
Review.' • Examiner,' 'AthoiiM'um.' ' liiterarj' Gazette,' and other influential joumalf ; and its 
publication haf secured to the wri'er the aiieiition and friend{<hip <»f several of the most distin- 
guished Iiterar\' and scientifu- gentlemen of the British inctnipolis. This timely pamphlet, in 
fact, has oprned the eye« of the T-'nglish people to tlie pnjgre.ss of science and belles-lettres in 
America, and ha.«» K<"r\ed to enlitrhten them as to the extent of their literary obligations to this 
country. Widely nolieed by the press, and stitched in all the principal reviews and periodicals of 
England, the 'Arnericnn Bi>ok-CircuKr' has already been produetive of great ifood lo the reputa- 
tion of our vigorous bni iniant ' republic of letter-*.' • • • ' Flaveur,' whom we welenme. ha« 
made sundry inquiries in preceding pages conccminir certain terms and sayings which have long 
and generally obtained among pi'M-and-iiik writers of n)inances and novels, native and foreign. 
There are other common sayings ami coinparaiivc-adaires, ti»ward one or two «»f whieh we 
should l>e glad to din'ct the rcsearehes of the reniler. ' <m the presem occasion.' ' Pi.M)r as Jolt's 
turkey,* has always puzzleil us. Is ihere any authentic reeord of the personal condition of that 
alflieted bird, or of the causct which threw it into a decline ? Why has it been handed down 
to u* as the very Calvix Ed^c* of its tribe ? ' Xot worth a Tinker's d — n ' is another adage, 
whose origin is involved in myster>-. When was the stnudnrd of value established ff>r that intan- 
gible commodity of this particular artizan * Was there ever a * sliding scale * for it, or •uch a 
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thinir as a * first-quality ' article in its kind, bef<>rc it becnme a nynonym for nothing* We have 
alreatly asked who that * Dick ' wa*, who wore such an ' odd hat-band ' that its memorial has 
been perpetuated even unto thi« day i ^ We shall resume thi<( important subject in our next dis- 
course.' • • • Tde sudden death of Wflliam Abbott, Fi*q.. of the Park Theiitre. has been 
announced in nearly all the public jouriuils of the Tnited Stntes. We had the plea.-»ure to know 
Mr. Abbott well. He wait firrtt introduced to n*, on hi-« arrival in America, by a private letter 
from Mis* Landon, who wpoko of hi'* literar>' and »«H*ial quainioK in terms of cordial admiration 
and prai^, which subsequent ncquriiutancec<mvinccd u* were well deserved. To marked ame- 
nity and cheerfulness of manner, .Mr. Abbott united literar)* ncquirements of great extent and 
variety ; a thorouj^h knowledjr<> of society : and a frankness of depi>rtmcnt which won, and a sin- 
cerity which retained, many friends. He was a moit giMitlemnn-like actor; and will be mis.«cd 
and mourned not lesst by his proleM.«ii>nal l)retlir<>n than by iIioac whose acquaintance with hia 
talents and many good qualities wa^ unconnected with his dramatic career. • • • IIow very 
prettily this little Love-passage is rendered ! Our corn>sp(»ndf>rt lets us hear from him quite too 
■eidom : 

TO ALV-.'JA • FR:)\l TH^ SPA^.TSn 

Think you, my love, if ever fate 

Should caMt a shadow o'er our bliss. 
That von or I could e'er forifct 

In durkesl liours our G.iod-nif:ht Kis.^ ? 

Ah nol th<»ni;h hopes should melt in tears. 

And fade Ii)r ever days like this. 
Sad ni«*morY thronirh ih«» lonj^fcst years 
Wt)uld luiver n»nnd our Goo*t-ni!:kt Kim. 
BmIoh, Jmm^,- 184-3. _ J r r. 

The appearance on our table of an exquisitely beautiful card <»f invitation to the great Dinner 
al/{innn7/fa//ou the Seventeenlhof June (a kindness of the 'Committee of Arrangements,' for 
which, although unfortimalely adscitiiious, we desire to render our cordial acknowledgments) 
rrminds us lu speak of another species of card, from the same press, which we must belie\c is 
little known, but which only retptires to be known, to be t'ound in tlie possession of every tasteful 
k>verof the Beautiful. Mr. DicxiNsoXjof Boston, has recently completed a variety of ornamental 
cards, of various sizes, large, medium, and pelitr, one use of which we desire to indicate to our 
inrtrv>p<>litBn readers ; not without tlw hope also that the inlormation will not come amiss to our 
naders everj- where: for the cards are 'awaitinq:' as well as 'under mdrr%.'' As frames for 
mediuro and small engravings, we certainly know of nothing so tasteful and so appropriate. In 
co!i.>r various ; of tints inconceivably delicate ; and with bordering* of the most chaste yet elabo- 
raie and di.stinct bas-utir/: they are * just the thing' fi)r the puriMi.-n- we have indicated. We shall 
be happy to alTord 'the ocular pnxtf* to any one who may doubt the justice, or impuiyn the good 
ti«e, which we conceive to chnractenze as well the cards as our encomium* I These admirable 
•pecimens of American taste and skill may be found at the establishment of the Messrs. W^ooD- 
worth's (late Bo.XFANTi's) »nd at Nesbitt's in thi« city. • • • Tun interest still excited by the 
slightest object connected with the name of Napoleon has recently been curiously illustrated by 
the t»i>ening of a ' Napoleon Museum ' in London, consisting of a vast collection of mementos of 
the great hero and liis associate^, from the day of his birth to the time of his burial. Among them 
i« a morceau of his penmanship in his latter days, on the back of a card, the ominous nine of dia- 
monds, %%'hich has caused a good deal of merriment to the cockn**ys. although it strikes us they 
iboulfl ■ laugh on the wrong side of the mouth.' The imperial prisoner appears to have been 
making an attempt to commit some English words to inenior)-. and to have noted down the differ- 
ence between Aun^jy and angry — words which must have srmnded marvellously similar in his 
cars, from the mouths of his English visiters : 'Arc you 'ungry ? — are you angry?' We do not 
wonder at his perplexity. His memorandum runs thus up<»n the card: "Are you 'ungr>'?' — *Avez 
tout/aim?^ 'Are you angry? — ' Etes vous en colore?' • • • 'PiA^viics'' is an article catholic 
and cogent in spirit and argument, but it is too long for an essay. ( Wc wish we could impress 
upon our didactic correspond«'nts the necessity of at least coiiifKurativt brevity !) Rev. Theodore 
Pabkeb. ill the following, has expressed evcr>' fact and orgunient which our correspondent has 
expanded over eight letter-sheet pages ! Indeed, himself shall be the judge : 

' Who ahall tell us that another ag«* will not smile at our doctrines, disputes, and tinchristian 
qaarreli ahoat Christianity ? Who shall tell ua they will not weep at the folly of all such as fancied 
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Truth shone only in the contracted nook of their school, or sect, or coterie ? Men of other timet 
may lotik duwa equally on the heresy-huuters and men hunted for heresy, and wonder at btith. 
The men of all ages before us were quite as con6dcnt ns we, that their opinion was truth ; that 
their notion was Christianity, and the whole thereof. The men who lit the fires of persecution, 
from the first martyr to Chri«tian bigotry down to the last murder of the innocents, had no doubt 
their opinion was divme. No dr>ubt an agd shall come, in which ours shall be reckoned a period 
of darkness, like the sixth century, when men groped fur the wall, but «turobled and fell, bccaase 
they trusted a transient notion, not an eternal truth. But while this change goes on ; while OM 
generation o( opinions passes away and another ri«es up ; Christianity itself, that pure religion, 
which exists cicnml m the consutulion of the soul and the mind of God, is always the same.' 



* Faxct's Vision,' says a correspondent, in a running commentary upon the poetry of our Mmy 
number, ' is very well done for a Scotch song ; although I think Bcrxs and others hare too well 
occupied that field, for foreign imitators to expect to glean much. It seems a little unnatural for 
Americans to compose in the Scottish dialect, however simple and well-adapted to love-lyrics that 
English- Doric may be thought. Some Scotticisms, such as ' bonnie,' * buniie,- * wimplin,' etc, am 
very sweet; but others, in my view, such as 'hame,' ' drap,' etc., are inferior to the English. 
Perhaps, however, the writer is a Caledonian.' To be sure Hlie is ; and * that makes a difference ; * 
yet we do not disagree in the main with our correspondent. By the by, speaking of Scottish 
poetry, here is a specimen of the true thing. It is from the pen of an esteemed fnend and contrib- 
utor, and has been widely circulated, and as widely admired, both at home and abroad: 



THE WEE VOYAGER. 
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▲jr' where are ye qwin ye woe ▼07a;er. 

Wi' look eae a^yed '.-r bl.ite ♦ 
▲n' where are ye saun ye wee Toyager. 

On tic an unco ^ ^te ? 

Te're ui'.ln' awa in a r.iuM caull bark. 

Jin' nae a frii;n' boiiilr yt : 
Te re nAilia' awa In a fnil frail bark. 

Withouc ane helm tj tfui ie ye. 

T* hae nae a ina*t. ye I) a* na- ^ nail, 

Nvi bivld frae win' t > hi lo > c ; 
An' the lift c-">un' d-.iwii -ki a thrcatesm' glow'r. 

8ae ill mauu luru betiie ye. 

The «*-:%inl:i i4 m::k. and tbc gurley aca 

Ie yaui::u Vi nu ewer > " : 
The bi- p-a'* 'Cks a -im. ar. t!.< wilJ miw* win?. 

An wat;Lm' t' .lev ur '. v. 



Th" wra.th <^f ih" nt-^nn nhaws hergrtxa sriBiflHS. 

Thi* pttrcl nkr«i.-hn aloud : 
An V.\- v.rl lo'-kn'tick, an' the lift as t'wad fk' 

FuT nature ■ funeral shroud. 

Thrn wh^rrf .re nail y*" in this frail f^aU bark 

At nlc nii uucany b. ur T 
Or me y-.ur way« wi' me (the ekipper then ezled) 

Vx-.iv jurley Oceao's power. 

An" h'.« r '.>'.y r«^ tth*« ^-ie i^kipper launch sd. 

Vy ri ti." r- .\i in w iv- ; 
A'l pt ui.y hv skulled wi' his stumpy oar 

Th«? v^y-i-yiX.^ *av?. 

TLeti, tflf i'.y h- rrvhM thr wee timid pens. 

.^Q uTiat* hi*.l lifT fia« tl:e tloM : 
Au t. .>w th«r w>7> miiiki" that sailed the —K 

Kj:^-* in th- b . ciiy ^rcon w jod. 



This would be ' ower Scotch,* perhaps, for an English car, but that the very sound of the donbt* 
ful words is expressive of their meaning. • • • Tiik '^ Rftninhctnce of LittU Burke ^ is not to our 
taste. He was an extraordinary urchin, certainly ; but like all t^ry precocious children, he grew 
to — nothing. We have always utterly detested infant theatricals. We know of no more ridica- 
lous a sight than one of these dramatic juveniles ' strutting like a Lilliputian grenadier ; trying to 
knit its brow, and flourish its little falchion at an over-gmwn victim of its vengeance,' who it 
bending halfway down, to hear more distinctly the penny-trumpet tones in which he is threatened. 

* Little Bcrke's ' father had no very exalted opinion of his son's genius ! ' Oh, no ! by no meant! 
oh, cenainly not ! ' • • • We cannot resist the employment of u line or two, though sadly pressed 
for space, to commend to citizens and strangers the eftablishmcnt of the American Museum^ at 
conducted by its present indefatigable propnetor. It wa.^ our intention to have particularized 
tome of the numerous attractions of this very popular resort ; but ns these are constantly chang- 
ing, our intelligence would l>e likely to pr«)vp 'Joiixxt Tiiom peon's news' at the end of the 
month in which we write. The corp.i of gpntlemen-smgcr^, for example, who adopted the 

* Ethiopian ' garb, were alone worth a walk of miles to hear. Think of a charming rfuff. in the 
most perfect time and harmony, on a pair of longs and an accordion! > • • We derive from a 
lady-friend, to whose kindness our readers have heretofore been indebted, the stanzas translated 
from the German by Fitz Greene Halleck, Esq., in preceding pages. They were withheld 
originally from publication ; the fastidious tatte of the writer suggesting infelicities, which we are 
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cenain will escape the Bcrntiny of less refined critics of * the {^mle art of song.' • ' • Soms 
newspaper * down east' has been instigated to hint that the lively and gossipping New- York cor« 
respondence of the Washington ' National Intelligencer' is written by Johx Neal ! As if it were 
possible to mistake the pleasant style of Mr. Willis, for the labored yet slovenly no-s'yle of 
*Oxxirx ScRiBLBRius! ' One might as well oitribute the authorship of ' Thnnatopiis ' to 'Sir 
William Marsh, of Apple Island, Boston Harbor!' • • > The paper elicited by the article upon 
^Forensic Eloquence^ in our last number, is somewhat too kindred in character with that excellent 
perf^rmanee, to be at present admissible. As the m<). is led to our option, however, with permis- 
sion to ^ add, clip, or destroy,' we annex a passage which will be new to many of our readers : 

'Cjbi^ar, who was himself nn accomplished orator, and knew all the windings of the art, was 
sn shaken on the occasion of Ti'lly's oration, that he trembled, droppe<l his paper*, and acquitted 
the prijwncr. Many attributed this to the torec of Tully's elocution ; but it seems rather to have 
been the eflect of Cjbsak's art. He played bark the orator's art upon himself. His concern was 
feigned, and his mercv artiiirial ; as ne knew that noihing could so cflectually wni Tilly to his 
party, as giving him the pride of havinir conquered C.ssar.' In relation to the diflerent s'yles of 
eloquence, the same writer observes : 'The pathetic orator who throws a congregation of enihusiasti 
into tearif and groauings, would raise all'ections of a ver>' dirfercnt nature, .nhuuld he attempt to 
proselyte an American congress ; and on the other hand, the finest sneaker that ever commanded 
the House, M'ould in vain point the thunder of his ch>quence on a Quaker meeting. Voltairb 
tells as. that ' in France a sermon is a long declamation, spoken with rnpiure and enthu:«iasm ; in 
Italy, it is a kind of devotional comedy ; in England, it is a solid dissertation, sometimes a dry one, 
which IS read to the ctmgregation without action or elocution.' A discourse which would raise 
a French audience to the highest pitch of enthusiasm, would throw an F<nglish one into a fit of 
laughter.' _ 

D.'s story of ' The Whistling Btidf groom'' is ver}' good, but ' drawn too fine ' for the strength of 
the fabric. Briefly, it is this : A clerg^'man is uniting two persons in marriage ; and when he 
arrives at the point in the service where he directs the bridegroom to ' take the l)nde by the hand,* 
the former pays no attention to him, but looks steadfastly upon the floor, and indulges in a subdued 
whistle. The direction is repeated, but again the only notice taken of it is a continuation of the 
whistling, sotto voce. A third lime the command is given, and the only response is the unique 
masical accompaniment aforesaid. The clergyman pauses, thinking himself intentionally insulted, 
when the blushing bride, who had doubtless been thinking of other things, raised her eyes, saying : 
' He 's deaf, Sir ; and it 's his way to whistle to himself, when he 's any thing on his mind ! ' The 
explanation was satisfactory; and 'the deaf was marie to hear' the next repetition of the impor- 
tant direction. . • • * Pretty good,' but not quite probable, we think, the wonderful '■Lusus 
Katwrtz' described by our Kentucky correspondent ! Did he really think we should nibble at that 
book? There is a wind-mill, we are informed, on the coast of Holland, which lays eggs and 
breeds young ones ; but its family is not near so remarkable as the Kentucky wonder of our new 
contributor! Would he have the goo<lness to 'try again?' We fancy it must have been with 
him that the western story of the 'Prock ■ originated ; a singular animal, with its legs, on one side 
of its body, very short, to enable it to ' graze on the inclined planes of nature ! ' It was caught, 
we remember, by ' heading it,' which reversed the animal, and rendered his legs useless, by 
changing their position ! Vive fa Rx^nt^lU .' ■ • • The recent death of Hon. Huoii S. Lecare is 
an event which deser^'es a particular record in these pages. He was one of the ripest scholars 
of whom the Union could Imast ; and in all regards reflected high honor upon our literature. He 
aJways wrote from a full mind. Let any one turn to the papers which he furnished for the 
'SoQihem Review' and our own New- York Quarterly, and it will be seen how forcibly they 
illostrate the justice of this encomium. Had Mr. Leo are lived, our readers would soon have had 
an opportunity of admiring his literary performances in the pages of the KnickilRbocker. In a 
Itte letter to the Editor, written only a few days previous to his leaving Washington for the last 
time, Mr. Leoare incidentally exhibits the patient research of which he was about to reap on 
■deqoaie reward, in the new and high career of public service upon which he had entered. ' My 
itodiet,* he writes, *have for many years been of a very severe and serious cast, looking all of 
tbem, more or less, to useful results in active life, and most of them connected with political econ- 
otny and jurisprudence.* Works of rectindite research and striking views, such as those of 
NiEBCR, Savigxt, and others of that illustrious German line, had richly furnished his adversaria 
and port-folios ; and it was from these that he was to have enriched and diversified our pages. 
The death of such a man, in the prime of life and in the midst of his usefulness, is a public loss, 
which cannot fail to be widely and deeply felt. Honorable and high-minded in all the relations of 
life, Mr. Lsgahe met hi« last hour with perfect composure. In dying as in living, he was the 
tdmiration of his friends. • • • We saw the other day what its possessor termed a ^ Dogt>trry-o^' 
tfpt likeoeM ' of Millie, the Prophet— a counterfeit presentment of a cnnninf old hnmbug, *on 
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iu ver}' /ace.'' Its exhibitiuu led to a story oi' one of Miller's cunvens, which we thought worth 
remembering. A luatter-ul-ract old gentleman in New England, whose wife was a thoroughgoing 
* DestruciioniM/ was awakened out of his sleep by hi:» 'possessed' rib, one cold and stormy 
March nighi, with : ' Husband ! did you hear that noise ? It 's Gabriel a-comin' I It 's the sound 
of his chariot- wheels ! ' 'Oh, pshal yon old fool ! - replied the gude man ; ' do you s'pose Gabriel 
is such an a:»s a.s to come on wkftls^ in such g«.>od sleighing as this .' I tell you it 's the wind ; turn 
over, and go to sleep ! ' We believe she did. • • • The * Confcswns of a Belle ' is not a new title, 
and it strikrs us that we have encountorcd some of its incidents t>efore. The lesson^ howbeit, U an 
excellent one Throdore Hook speaks forcibly to this point, in a portrait of one of his female 
charaoiers : ' With all this blaze of notoriety, did any body esteem her particularly ? Was there 
any one man upon cartli who on his pillow could say, ' My God! what an nngel is Fanwy Wild- 
ing!* Had she ever refused an oiler of marriage .' \o! ibr nobody ever hud made her one. 
Hhc was like a tiiii- firt>-vvork, entcrtHining to look at, but danirerous to come near to ; her bounc- 
ing ami cracking in the open air pave a lustre to surrounding objects, but there was not a human 
being who could hv. tempted to take iho exhibition into his own house.' • ■ • If 'J. P. S.* will 
look once more at our remarks, touching which he ' begs leave to demur,' he will find that we 
diller very little fmm himself. His pride of opinion nins to a point, and reminds us of a reply vre 
once hoard a quaint old Friend mako to the eager question of a group around him, touching the 
relative speed of two steam-boats which were running a race, and a very even one, through Long 
Island Sound. ' Do n't you tliink we • ve gained on her, in coining the last forty miles ? ' * Yes,* 
replied the Quaker, with great gravity ; • I should say we Ao//.' • Well, how much, should you 
tliink?' 'I may Im' mistaken,* responded our Friend, 'but. I should suy. attout an inr.k!'' We 
believe this • close observer ' was not again appealed to for his judgment in the premises. • • • We 
do not much allerl parodies. giMierally, but the («>llowing. from the London ^Charivari.' is loo 
gi>od to be hMt. Il i* entitled ' Tfw Marafiatnizetl.' and is set to the air of * The Monks of Old : * 

■ Ma!«v ■■.■IV 'I : '. .- f til.' r. :i 1", f I ":. • A:.'l iv'i-^-n it ;^ Ij'i'? if tV.<f ^nn nb'-uld lhio«. 

\V»iit H •>■•. IT-' f -r ir. i k t:-.- •. .v-:->- Y -.i r- n • h- It- r ST thin V:-f-?ro : 

i-:t \ ?J VI l.iin w.i-^. I. .1 rr.Mv •;.i;. . I' r .t twrui t -iu-t. .i:i..i .it ev-jrj ru»t 

*.V M .1 ,Ti i'-i • i .r.-i..t H-T. -I •■- t-v 'ir. Il jcttl s .u • V »• . r--ir" 

r' r It -• ir*! \-v -i.l th-? .•^l.•u-il ■ f .^'•^ji -m.!. , Arii :t tn.'.-«.. .ts ;t •■tiiT»^ in .i clou'l t-> riw. 

In it< !. 'I '■! ■)«- 't «: • I •>■. : •^. A '^'l f "^rp-'T-s y-U' C' \' \f\-\ y-\AT ii-ii : 

Ai:'.l .t -! ■A V ' •■» l.i't-', :i' •■!. t'-.»--"*. h.i ' 1; I ' Aiii I it f!:'/s hi' h:\' '.ii v- ur •-.;.•£■«. ha ! h» ' 

Tr. "i^ ;i- .;■ t". ■ L t'. I'.st I'-.i.;-. /.1..1 3T.-Uf..* v, -1 :is b'luii a-* a hxi. ! ■ 

' Th' Crotcn Fr^rrr.' by ' Str \ws, Jr.' has ^^^ood point •». Some of its humor is ' rather ^im,» cer- 
tainly, bnt only Iwcause it i^ stminrd. The satire, however, is in one instance just. A friend in 
a sister city, recently returned home from a vijjii to New- York, writes us that he is henceforth a 
Baptist, greatly preferring immersion to sj/rinklin^. of which latter practice of ours, he entertain* a 
vivid recollection. * In short,* he writes, ' I never saw such a set of incorrigible squirts as you 
have in Gotham. Moniing and evening, every householder, who can aflbrd it, stands before his 
door, playinsr with his machine ; now deluging the walk, now the pavement, and anon flooding 
his df><»r<. windows, and blinds with hi.v^ing streams of Croton. When you write Dickens next, 
just tell him that ih«* application of the dourhe to the pigs, from hundreds of Croton-pipers. has 
well-niirh driven those quadrupedal republicans from the thoroughfares. Thot *s one comfort ! ' Ah ! 
yes: and clean streets, and murmuring fountains, and cool »ide- walks, are 'comforts' also, 
*whieh they of the adverse faction want.' The crapes are not sictety and 'that's the humor 
on 't I ' • ■ • TiiF. Idleberg ' chronicle ' will be coneluded in our next. The loss of a sheet of the 
copy (whieh has now been re-supplied by the author) is the cause of the delay. The fourth num- 
ber of ' .Meadow Farm ' will als^> appear in our August jiumber. The following papers are filed 
for insertion, or awaiting adequate consideration: 'Greek Epitaphs and Inscriptions;' 'The 
Doomed Ship;* • Thales u\ i*aris ; ' 'Chronicles by an Antiquar>' : ' '.My Leg, a Sketch;* *A 
Defenf'e of the Pythagorean System:' 'The .\oveI-Reader : ' 'Disguised Derivative Word* in 
English:' ' I\[.miv May. the Newfimndland Indian:' 'An Old Man's Reminiscence;' 'Polygon 
Papers,* Number Ten : ' The Birt!i-Day.* by ' W. C. ; ' ' New Version of an Old Fable ; ' ' The 
Count <»f Paris:' 'The Painted Rock : = 'The Hour of Rest:* ' S:»ng,' by Lady Alicia Jaxb 
Sparrow. Ireland: 'Orators and Belh : ' ' Tlie .Maiden's Burial.' etc. 'The Consumptive' v% 
both labored and common-place. ' Neunias' of Kentucky is not deemed admissible. • • • Sev- 
eral publirations. among them a Leeture by Euokmus -\. Nisbet. delivered before the Georgia 
Historieal S<iciety at Savannah, in March last : 'A Voice from the Vintage,* by Mrs. Ellis, etc., 
will receive attention in onr next. Our Philadelphia Friend, in reply to ' N. S. D.,' shall have a 
place in the Augu*t number. 
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LITERARY RECORD. 

Late Pubucatioxs op the BROTHSRb Harper. — Indcpcndeni of the serial works of the 
Ha&per'h, their Alison. Brands'* Encyclopedia, etc., which they coniinue tu publish with their 
^MTonted regularity, and in their accustomed style of excellence, we have before us, in a large and 
vrell-ezecated volume, 'A Dictionary of Greek and Ruman Aniiquiiies,' illustrated by numerous 
engrarin^ on wood, and containing numemus additional articles relative to the botany, mineral- 
ogy, and zoology of the ancients; by Charles Antho.n, Esq., the American ediiur; a work of 
too comprehensive a scope and of too great value to be despatched in so brief a notice as the 
present; and M'Cl'LI.ocii's 'Universal Gazetteer, or Dictionary,' geographical, statistical, and 
histoncaJ, of the vanous countries, places, and principal natural objects in the world; illustrated 
by seven extensive and complete maps on .sti.'cl.' EhcIi anirle is written with fulness ; the 
arrangement is concise and clear ; nnd the work may be referred to on the instant for uiiy subject 
embraced in iu pages. We should be more indebted to the editor of the American department if 
he would give us his valuable fttct$ unconnected with his opiniom. His i^neer at the voyages o{ 
discovery in the north-west, in connection with his reference to a ship-cnnal acri>ss the isthmus of 
Darien. is in bad taste, to say the least of it. Narrow views in relation to great public enterprises 
%vhich may chance to be unsucces.«tul, an* out «)f place in a noble work like thi» of .M'Cclloch, 
even though ihey appear in the * questionable shape ' of acknowledged annotation. 

Cobb's JrvEsriLE Readers. — Mr. Lvman Cobb des**n'cs well of his countr>\ and especially 
of its juvenile citizens, lor tlie several excellent school- l>ook.s I'or the young which he hus prepared 
with great iiidU8tr>' and tact, and fn^ni time to time put furili. We find nn our table his three pro- 
gressive 'Juvenile Readers;* and judgini; I'rotn the necessarily cursory examination which we 
have been enabled to give them, we hnvr no hesitation in pn:>nouncing them the best works of 
their c1il»s we have ever encountered. Tiio author has trikcn great pains so to arrange the diflfer- 
ent lessons as to lead the child by a regular gradatiitn trom easy to difficult reading ; to adapt the 
subjects to hitf advancement ; and to place before him such mnner. and such only, as shall convey 
to the juvenile mind correct views, and just pniiciplf.>a of inorulily. All words of variable or 
doubtful orthography are also carolully exhibited. There are numerous other important merits, 
and improvements upon kindred works, t'> which we have ncllh«»r time nor space at present to 
allude, but which we hope our readers will take occasion to find and admire in the works them- 
•elves. Mr. Caleb Bartlett, comer of Piatt and Peurl-strects, is the New- York publisher of 
Mr. Cobb's series. 

New Mvsir : 'The Forsaken." — .Mr. J. L. Hewitt. tJlO Broadway, has sent us'TAe For- 
fnkenj" a song snng with eflect by Mr. Sixct.atr. and written ami conifiosfi by James LAW80?r, 
Esq. The 'words' were originally funiishcd to the Knickerbocker by their autlior, nnd were 
thence transferred to many American jnumahs with cordial commcndnliiuis. The inn-ic is, we 
think, of a highly pleasing character ; and we are not .surprised ti> leani that the ' Song ' is in very 
general request. It is not given to evrry clever man, we can tell our friend and c«»rre.sp(Jiulent, to 
excel b«>th in poetical and musical compositi«)U. as himself has done in the instance befi.»re us. 
"We know, for example, a poet "of the first water' who failed, r»n a meim^rablc evening not h>ng 
ajrr». in impnnising a s<»|o for a jews'-hnrp, ' then ami there bcinir* in the hands of a leijal triend, 
who woj* making the little instniment ' discourse most el«'<iucnl innsic' It was m.'/irr a rich scene 
than otherwise. 

AoBirrLTtrRAL Prize Essays. — A well-printed pamphlet of an hundred niul forty pages lies 
before ns, containing an ' Essay on the Preparation and Use of Mannres.' and on ' Farm Manage- 
ment," by Willis Gatlord, Esq.. editor of * The Cnltivutor.' one of the most widely circulated 
journal* in the United States. The first essay is an elnlKiraie consideration of the laws of nutri- 
tion : the preparation and tlistribntion of animal, vcqetable. and mineral manures : and the second 
is a well-dijfestpd compcnd of all the various kinds of iiifi)rniation and directitnis neees«ary to the 
successful management of a fann. The useful pamphlet con<'Iu(les with essays upon plans for 
farm-houses and out-buildings, (illustrated by several clearly-engraved wood-cuts.) by .Mr. Jonif 
J. Thomas, Macedon, New- York, Mr. G. D. Mitch kli., Salem, Conn., and Mr. T. M. Nivex, 
Newburgh. 
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Battle of Buxkcr-IIill. — The small bul very comprehensive volume recently put forth by^ 
Mr. C. P. Emmons, of Charlestown, (Mass.,) containing 'Sketches of Bunker-Hill Battle andT 
Monument, with Illustrative Documents,* should be in the hands of every American, who desirei 
a record of this most important battle of the Revolution. In the preliminar)' remarks on the open* 
in^ oi the struggle, and the description of the great battle itself, there is nothing included that is 
irrelevant, while every thing is embraced that could add to the truth or force of the picture. 
Tiie illustrative documents arc of very great interest. On the English side, we have extracts 
from General Howe's orderly-book, letters from Generals Gage and Bubgoyne, and several 
other British officers, together with divers grumbling extracts from the English newspapers, touch- 
ing the result of the ' victor)*.' On the American side, we have the proceedings of the Committte 
of Safety, the accounts sent to England and to Congress, with descriptive letters from Colonel 
Stark, Mr. Isaac Lothrop. and Rev. Dr. Elliot. An account of the inception, progress, and 
final completion of the Monument, accompanied by a sectional engraving of the structure, appro- 
priately closes Uie volume'. 

Froissart'h Chronicles. — Who that has ever read the stirring Chronicles of Sir John Frois- 
•art, but will rejoice to Icani that an excellent edition o{ them, upon a new and clear type, and 
with all the original engravings, is being is.^ued in numbers I'rom the office of the New World? 
We have never found such a historian as Sir John. Give him a battle to describe, a hero worthy 
of liis pen to hand down to posterity, and what a love of his theme, what apersoncU enthusiasm, 
does he throw into his glowing records ! We have sometimes thought that our worthy and world- 
renowned progenitor, Diedricu Knickerbockek. of blcs.sod memory, derived no small portion 
of his fervent historical style from a familiar study of his great predecessor. Be that, however, 
(and everything else,) a.4 it may, here are the glorious 'Chronicles' of Sir John Froissabt, acces- 
sible to all, f >r a comparative trifle ; and the more who embrace this occasion to read them, lh« 
fewer stupid people will there be in tlic country — in our humble opinion. 

Port-Chester Seminary. — This boarding school for young ladies and gentlemen is in Wetl- 
chester county, in a beautiful situation, and of easy access from the city. It has now for its 
Principal, Rufl's H. Bacon, A. B., a fine scholar, and well skilled in the discharge of his impor- 
tant trusts. The dcififni of the Principal and his suiMndinnte teachers is, to impart a full and 
thorough knowledge of the branches of a good English education; to fit young men for cuUega 
and the counting-room ; and to prepare the pupils for honor and usefulness, by soAening their 
manners and improving their m!)nil perceptions. Kimbicss and attention to their neatness, 
health, and comfort, are not lo.-*i sljrht of. The terms are low, though the references arc very high, 
being all 'O. F. M.' — 'our first men.' 

The Boston "Christian World.' — We have looked throuqh several numbers of this very 
various an<l v.'cll-supplied weekly journal, with invariable and mcreasing interest. It is edited, 
as we leani, by George G. Channino, a brr.Mhcr of the late lamented Dr. Channino, assisted 
by a number of Unitarian clcrg>'men, and is widely sustained throughout the United States 
by the patronage and contributions of the members of that religious denomination. It is beau- 
lifully printed with a large, clear type, upon paper of a fine color and texture. The mechan- 
ical department is in the hands of an artist in his profession, to whose goi>d taste and careful 
supervision this .Magazine has heretofore been much indebted, and for which it here renders its 
acknowledgment 4. 

' New Pictorial Bible.' — The .Messrs. Harper may well pronounce this 'the most splendid 
and richly-illustrated Bible ever published in the world.' It is to be issued on the cheap plan, in 
numbers, on foolscap folio sized paper, and will be embellished wiih sixteen fuindnd historical 
engravings, more than fourteen hundred of which are from original designs by Chapman, made 
expressly for the work, and executed in the most finished manner, at an expense of over twenty- 
five thousand dollars ! Those who subscribe early will have the advantage of prouf impressions. 



C7* A NOTICE of 'Classical Studies, or Essays on Ancient Literature,' 'The Karen Apostle/ 
and * The New Purchase,' were in type for the present number, and will appear in onr issue for 
August 
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GREEK EPITAPHS AND INSCRIPTIONS. 



SignuTs laade Tiruxn Muu vetat moil. — Ho rack. 



Greece was the land of poetry. Endowed with a language, of 
all others adapted to every variation of feeling, from the deepest 
pathos or boldest heroism, to the lightest mirth, and gifted with the 
most exquisite sensibility to all the charms of poetry, it is not sur- 
prising that her inhabitants carried it to a height beyond any thing 
that the world has seen, before or since. It was intermingled with 
their daily life, it formed a portion of their very being, and consti- 
tuted the chief source of their highest enjoyment All Athens 
rushed daily to the theatre, to exult or weep as the genius of the 
poet directed them ; and the people who could fine their greatest 
tragedian for harrowing their feelings beyond endurance, must have 
been differently formed from those of the present day. The well- 
known saying of old Fletcher of Saltoun, is not now true ; but we 
can readily believe it, with such a race, when songs, like the glori- 
ous ode of Callistratus, 

*jEv uvqtw xXadi to ^iq>og qioQtlaa. x. r. X. 

were daily sung, wliile the lyre and myrtle-branch passed from 
hand to hand. 

With the Greeks, poetry seemed to enter into the character of 
every man. It was cultivated by the annual contests between its 
highest professors ; and the honor which awaited the victor was an 
inducement to exertion of the noblest kind. It was the surest road 
to the favor and patronage of the great. Not the cold and chilling 
assistance which the Medici held.out to the genius of their land, and 
which seemed to calculate the least expense with which the credit 
of a protector of learning could be bought, but the ready and regal 
munificence of a man who regards the gifts of genius as the highest 
with which a mortal can be favored. He who could enchant such 
a people need take no care for the future. Kings disputed for the 
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honor of his presence, and states were overjoyed to support him. 
Let not the example of Homer be brought to controvert this. He 
lived long before poetry thus became the delight of the people ; 
and, afler all, to say that he ' begged his bread * is but a bold poetic 
license. Beside, the eagerness with which the * Seven Cities ' 
disputed for the Moeonian, show what would have been his fate 
had he not ' fallen on evil days.' In after ages he was honored, 
and ranked all but with the gods. 

In the same mood, the highest reward, the fullest honor, that 
could be given to the rescuer of his country was to have his name 
inserted in the inscription that marked the scene of his victories.* 
In this spirit, no national event took place, no great battle was won, 
no instance of heroic self-devotion occurred, that the genius of the 
highest poets was not called upon to commemorate it in some noble 
or pathetic inscription, which, in after ages, calls forth as much 
admiration as the deed which originated it. The glorious death of 
the tluree-hundred takes place at Thermopylae ; the Athenians pro- 
pose a contest for the honor of placing an inscription to mark the 
spot ; and crowds are gathered to adjudge the prize ; for, in those 
days, crowds were judges. Among the competitors are ^schylus 
and Simonides ; and, amid the roar of that immense multitude, the 
victor-palm is awarded to Simonides, for two lines which will live 
to the end of time : 

'i2 $«!>* oYYtiXov jiaxkdaifiovloig ort Ttj^St 
Kiifit&a^ Toig xiivoxy ^ilfiaai nti&outrot. 

Their noble simplicity is almost untranslatable, yet we will 
attempt it : 

Ye who see this ! to Lacedemon tell 
Here, honoring her sacred laws, we fell! 

Or, more literally : 

Stranger ! tell Sparta that one common grave 
Hero holds our dust, who kept the Iaws she gave ! 

The few of these majestic inscriptions which yet remain to us, 
all bear the same imprint of lofty poetic feeling. Expressed with 
the utmost simphcity, they would seem bald, were it not for the 
skill of the poet, and the glorious associations that they call up 
around us. 

The subject of Thermopyla) appears to have been a favorite 
with Simonides. Here is another which breathes the same spirit : 

El TO xaXtog ^yt'ittxtiv t^trilq ft^Qog iarl filyiarw^ 

*Huiv ix Ttuvxiov xovx' icTrivitftt Tw/ij * 
'EkXttSt yu^ ajtivdovrsg iXiV'^tqlav 7T*Qi&»ivai 

Kiiu»^* icyrfQufTcj /^(u/4Cvot t^Xoybu 

"We have endeavored to render it into the English as literally as 
possible : 

* Sm Plotwoh, ViL Cimea. 
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If to die well be Virtue's hi^fhest bliss, 
To us, o'er all, tlie Fates liave ^ven this, 
We fell that Greece might liberty obtain, 
And thus undying glory do we gain ! 

And yet another, a glorious eulogy : 

Ttav iv QtQfiojivXaig ^arovTotv. x. r. X. 

Oh ! sacred be the memory of the brave. 

Who in Thermopylee's deep bosom lie, 
Their country's honor ! Let each hero's grave 

Become an altar for the gods on high. 
Their fittest praise is their unconquered death ! 
Not even Time's rude hand and wasting breath. 
From those dear tombs, can snatch one wreath away 
Which Greece delights o'er heroes still to lay. 

And here, again, is another, from the same, beautiful in its sim- 
plicity, on the heroes who fell in one of Greece's glorious victories ; 
which one is not known : 

^yioStOTor xXiog oXSs tpU^ nsQi TrarQiSt ^img 
Kvaraov ^avuTov afi^iSaXorro ritfoq, 

Kvdalyova' ^vvtyti do>inctTog «| ^iiStw. 

Or thus: 

Undying fame for their loved native land 
They won, then sank beneath Death's iron hand ; 
But yet, though &llen, they ne'er can die, for lo ! 
Glory recalls them from the shades below. 

And, as it was with these monuments of national glory, so was it 
ivith the bounties of nature, the lesser tokens of love and afiection, 
and the humble demonstrations of piety. No fountaiu leaped forth 
from the way-side to greet and refresh the weary traveller ; no lone 
tomb was raised among its grove of gloomy cypresses, that some 
Meleager, some Anyte was not at hand to adorn it with a few lines, 
simple indeed, but beautiful and appropriate, and which still live, 
long ailer the names of those who called them forth have been for- 
gotten. Then every rustic image, erected by the peasants in honor 
of some sylvan deity, was siue to have some little inscription, 
graceful, and conceived in the happiest mood. Thus, in the Greek 
Anthology, there are preserved nearly eight hundred epitaphs, most 
of them touching from their natural and exquisite simplicity. They 
generally indicate deep and quiet feeling, rarely indulging in the 
little epigrammatic points tliat so mar the effect of almost all 
modem epitaphs. What can be more beautiful than Meleager's 
Lament over the grave of Heliodora? 

Jattfiva ool xal tigSt 9ta x^^^^S^ 'HXtoSwQa, 

JwQovfiat, (TTOQYot Xslxfjarov ttq ^Aidav, 
Jaxqva dvoduxQvra * noXvxXatrat d* inl rvfifia 

SnirSta ra/ia TTo&tav^ fitafia tpiXotfilotrvvag. 
OixTQa yoQ, oixrqa flXav ot xai h ^&iuirotg MtXiayQog 

Ald^of, xtvtar %if *jlxiQovra jtu^tc 
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At^ j4X^ nov TO Tiodiirov iuoi 9uXoi ; aOTraaiv" Aidai^ 

"AonatSiv • axftaiov i* ar&of Jtipvqt xurtg. 
^ jiXXu 01 yovvov^ai^ ya TiarrQotfa , rat' navQdvQzoy 

^Hqifta aoig xoil^Tot;, ^ctrc(), irttyxaXiaai. 

This has little of the charming simplicity which usually marks 
these beautiful poems, but it is an exquisite and touching lament 
We have endeavored to render it into English, although we fear 

' That every touch which wooed its stay, 
Ilath brushed a thousand charms a\%'ay.' 

I give, O Heliodora ! tears to thee. 
An, bitter tears ! the relics of a love 
Unchanged by Death. And, o*er thy sepulchre, 
I i>our this passionate flood, which shows my love 
Still unabated. But, 't is ^'ain ! 't is vain ! 
Since thou, adored one ! art among the dead, 
A boon by them unprized. Ah ! lovely flower. 
Now seized by Death, I view thy silken leaves 
All trampled in the dust. All ! then to thee, 
O friendly Earth I I pray, that to thy bosom 
Thou should'st receive her with maternal care ! 

And the following shows the hand of genius, guided by love. 
The name of its author is imfortimately unknown. 

Of/x k&ang^ IlQatTtj. x. r. X. 

Prot6 ! thou art not dead. Thou hast but gone 

To dwell in some far happier land than ours : 
Perchance thou hast the blessed islands won. 

Where Spring eternal reigns, adorned with flowers. 
Or, in the Elysian Fields, thy joyous path 

Is strown with opening blossoms ; far al>ove 
All earthly ills, thou feelest not winter's wrath. 

Nor summer's heat, nor care, nor hopeless love. 
In blest tranquillity thy moments fly. 

Illumed by beams from Heaven's o^^ni cloudless sky. 

Both of these are almost perfect, each in its own way. One 
contemplates the survivor, and paints his grief at the loss of an 
adored object; the other, in a more resigned mood, observes the 
felicity which that object should experience in the land of spirits. 
Both are somewhat wanting in the tender simplicity which is the 
usual charm and characteristic of the Greek epitaph. But properly 
speaking, they are not epitaphs ; they are addresses to the dead. 
We will give a few specimens of the inscription over the dead in 
its tnie form. 

Here is a beautiful one, by Lucian, on a child : 

JTaidd fit TitvTairriQov^ axriSia ■9x*fibr ?;fOiTa, 

ArjXtii^g *jiiSrig i,Qiiaa§^ KaXXluaxov. 
*uiXXd pit fiij xXalotg * xai yoQ fiioroio u§Tiaj[Ov 

77at'()ov, xal TtavQuv rtov j^toroto xaxtov. 

While yet a tender child, the hand of Death 

Deprived me, young Callimachus, of breath. 
Oh ! mourn me not ! my years were few, and I 

Saw little of Life's care and misery. 
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This one, by Erinna the Lesbian, was inscribed on the tomb of a 
bride who died on the marriage night. 

SxaXai xai attqilvtg ifiaL x. r. X, 

Ye pillars ! satued syrens ! and thou urn ! 

Sad relics, that hold these my cold remains, 
Say to each traveller who may hither turn 

His footsteps, whether native ol* these plains, 
Or stranger, that within this tomb there be 

The ashes of a bride ; and also say 
My name was Lyde, of a lineage high, 

And sad Erinna graved this o'er my clay. 

Callimaohus, too, has given us a uoble one in a single distich : 

Tjj9t JSuiav 6 Jixmvoq ^jixdv&ios iiijov vnrov 
Koiuitrat. ^ydaxtiv fiif kiyt Tovq ayado^ig.' 

Here Saon the Acanthian slumbering lies ; 
Oh ! say not that a virtuous man e'er dies ! 

And here is an exqiusite little one by Tymneus, on an Egyptian 
who died in Crete : 

Mtlooi TWTOt ^iXatvL x. r. X. 

Grieve not, dear lost one ! that thou find*st a grave 
In Crete, far from thy native Nile^s dark wave. 
Alas ! hell's gloomy i>ortal8 open wide 
To all who seek them, upon every side. 

This touching one, by Callimachus, is for the cenotaph of a friend 
who was shipwrecked: 

''SltptXt furjS' ^^'A'orro. x. t. X. 

I would that swift-winged ships had ne'er been made to cleave the billow. 
O So[K>lis ! we should not then deplore thy watery pillow : 
Thou liest 'neath the heaving waves, and of thee naught we claim 
Save this poor, empty sepulchre, and thy beloved name. 

When a man died at sea, and his corpse was not recovered, to 
receive the usual funeral honors, he was refused admittance into 
Charon's boat, unless his friends erected a cenotaph and performed 
the accustomed rites over it. The above appears to have been an 
inscription designed for such an occasion. 

Simonides does not forget his fire in commemorating the exploits 
of a friend who fell in one of the battles against the Persians : 

ON MEGISTIAS, THE SOOTHSATER. 

Mtafta rodt xilf troTo. x. T. X, 

Within this tomb is &med Megistias laid. 
He bravely fell beneath the Persian's blade, 
Where old Sperchius rolls his waters clear. 
Although his death was known unto the seer. 
To leave his Spartan chief he would not deign, 
But, bravely fighting, 'mid the foe was slain. 
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The Greeks delighted to frame epitaphs for their most dis- 
tinguished men, especially for their poets. Those in honor of 
Homer are almost innumerable. Anacreon has more than a 
dozen, and other favorites in proportion. We will give a specimen 
of these compositions in the following beautiful lines by Simmias 
the Theban, on Sophocles : 

' HQift* ifTthq Ti'ft9oio SotpoxXiof^ iQ'f**** *^^n 

'EQrti\otg^ X^otQovs ixTiQox^^** nXoxdfiovg, 
Kai nizaXov ndmi &dXloi (loSoVf ij ri tpiXo^^w^ 

"jlfintXoi^ I'YQa tt/qi^ xXt\fiata x'vafiitii^ 
Eivixsv tt^fiia^iyig n trvr 6ip{f or og^ ijv 6 ft4Xtj[(fhf 
'"NoxiiOstt MovOtov afifitya xal Xaqlrtov, 

O verdant iw ! round the honored tomb 

Of Sophocles, thy branches gently twine ; 
There let the rose expand her vernal bloom 

Amid the clasping tendrils of the vine ; 
For he, with skill unrivalled, struck the lyre, 
Amid the Graces, and the AicMiian choir. 

Not less beautiful were the inscriptions affixed to fountains, rustic 
statues, baths, and the hundred other little evidences of cultivated 
taste so frequent in Greece. With such a people, it must have 
afforded double pleasure to a wearied traveller on approaching a 
fountain, sparkling in its basin of rocks, to find over it an invitation 
to repose from some one of the first epigrammatists of antiquity ; as, 
for instance, this one of Anyte : 

X*iv\ t'TTO Toy nixQav rtjovftira yvf circtnava^i^* 
' A9v rot iv /ilbi^or; nrtvfta •^QottntrciXotg. 

ITiSuxa r' ix nay^f V'^JTC^*' ^'* ' ^h y'^'Q odirai^ 
"jlfiTiavfi' ir -9tQfita xavftari tovto iplXor. 

Weary stranger, sink to rest, 
*Neath this rock's overhanging crest. 
Where the trees their branches flin|r 
Breezes soft are whispering-. 
Freely drink these watera cold, 
Wcllmg from yon fountain old. 
While the sun thus fi«ry glows. 
Travellers here should seek repose. 

These compositions being so limited as to their subject, bear of 
course much similarity to each other. We will, however, give two 
or three specimens in as difierent styles as we can select. 

Here is one by Leonidas of Tarentum, on a brook, too much 
frequented by the flocks to be acceptable to the traveller: 

A7»; ov Y* in' oiovouoto ntQlTiXtov iXvog £dt 

Tovto /a^ad^otij; ■9tQubv^ 6SCTa\ nhjg • 
* jiXXa ftoXaty udXa rvrOop vniQ 8a^aXt^ioro¥ hxQar, 

Kita§ yt naq* Xilra noifiiriif ntrv'i, 
EvQtlottg xtXoQt'^ov ivxq/irov Stli TCiJOtig 

NafiOf Boifttalrjg \fJVXQoT§Qov titfdSog. 

O, traveller ! taste not of this muddy fount, 
In which the weary flock and herds recUne, 
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For fiulher on, upon yon verdant mount, 

And 'neath the branches of a lofty pine, 
From out a rock a sparkling fountain flows 
With waters colder than the Northern snows. 

And, again, here are a few lines, by the fair Anyte, simple 
indeed, but graceful and pleasing : 

" J^cv oarai vnh Toodf ^aifva^, x. r. 2. 

Recline beneath this laurers verdure sweet, 
And taste the waters of this crystal spring ; 

Here rest thy limbs, umierved by sammer's heat, 
Refreshed, the while, by zephyr's whispering. 

And yet another, by an author whose name has been forgotten : 

"Eqx'^ '^o^ ff^"^' ifidy. x. r. 1. 

Come, wearied traveller, here recline 
Beneath this dark overarching pine, 
Whose waving spiavs, with sighing sweet, 
Joy the passing winos to greet. 

List to the soft and silvery sound, 
My &Iling waters scatter i^ound. 
Its murmur, low retfchoinff. 
Repose to thee will quickly bring. 

The whole has an air of quiet yet musical repose that makes us 
ahnost fancy we hear the plashing of the falling waters. 

There is also a pretty little inscription, somewhat Anacreontic, by 
Marianus the Schohast, on a warm spring. 

T^i* vnb rag nXarutovg, x. t. X, 

Once Love within these shades was sleeping, 
And gave his torch to the Naiads' keeping. 
• Aha I ' cried they, • we *11 quench its.glow 
Within our fountain's icy flow. 
And, when its cruel fires cease, 
The heart of man shall beat in peace.' 
They plunged it in, but, all untamed, 
The wondrous torch still brightly flamed. 
And now these lovely nymphs must pour 
A heated spring to jronder shore. 

And here, in the compass of foiu: lines, has Paul the Silentiary 
given a better eulogy to his sea-side garden than could be com- 
prehended in a whole volume of modem descriptive poetry. He 
allows the imagination to wander at will among objects of its own 
creating, and to depict for itself the scene which he would not 
describe : 

"* Ev^ui* iqiSpialtovtrt, xivog nXiov inXtro 7<5^o(, 

Nt}pi(pat, Iffiiadtg, Jftf^tig^ 'Addvadtf 
Tai( Si &auiaTtvti ft§<raTij XaQig^ otidi Sixal^tiv 

Oldiv, intl ^vvijV riqrpip 6 x^^f 'JT*'* 

Here Dryads, Nymphs, and Nereids contend, 
Which, to this spot, its chief attraction lend ; 
Beauty, in vain, their difference would aooord, 
Each to the scene such equal charms aflbrd. 
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We will now give an inscription of Theocritus, in dedicating an 
humble rustic altar to Apollo : 

Td ^(xrocrra ra ^69a. r. t. 2. 

This bushy th3rme and dewy roses 

Are sacred to the immortal maids 
Who dwell where Hippocrene discloses 

Her fount, 'mid Heliconian shades. 

But, Pythian A[>ollo ! thou 

Hast laurel with its dark green leaires, 
For Delphi's rock, to grace thy brow, 

Of it, to thee, a tribute gives. 

Then on this altar, will I lay 

A tender kid, with budding horns, 
Who crops the lowest waving spray, 

Which yonder lofty pine adorns. 

And here are a few simple and pretty lines, inscribed by Anyte 
on a statue of Venus by the sea-shore : 

Ki}7iQt9os ovTos 6 x^QOQ' X. r. X. • 

This spot is Aphrodite's, and around 
The gentle waves subdue their whitening crests. 

Approaching it from ocean's farthest bound 
To give a friendly welcome to the guests 

Who tempt their bosom : while the neighboring sea 

Gazes upon that statue reverently. 

When the Greeks or Ex)mans laid aside their arms, they would 
frequently dedicate them to some deity, and suspend them in his 
temple, with an appropriate inscription. Thus, Horace : 

Nunc arma defunctumque bello 
BarbitoQ hie paries hab«bit 

Leevum marinae qui veneris latus 
Custodit. 

And when any ofiering of this kind was made to one of the 
innumerable gods of the Greeks, it appears to have been accom- 
panied by a few dedicatory lines. There is, of course, great same- 
ness in such compositions, and, in fact, they generally consist 
merely of an enumeration of the articles offered, and the name of 
the devotee, but we will select two or three on different subjects. 

Here is one, by Simonides, on a spear dedicated to Jupiter : 

OvTia rot, //Cilia ravacJ, ttotI xiora ftaxQov 

"flaa^ IIuvou<paiu Ztivi ftirovo' itQ<i * 
"JlSij yuo xaXxfig t« yf^o)?*, cniri'f rt xirqvoai 
Uvxva XQadatvofiira itjtat iv noXifito, 



Or thus. 



This trusty ashen spear we '11 hano: above ; 
'T is sacred now to Panomphoean Jove. 
The arm is old which once its terrors tossed. 
And sent it quivering through the serried host 
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The following inscription is said to he hy Plato. It was affixed to 
a mirror which the celebrated Lai's, in her old age, dedicated to Venus : 

'H aoSaqov y^^uoaaa. x. r. X, 

I, Lais, who, in Beauty^s chain, 

Held Greece a captive, and for whom 
So many lovers sig^hed in vain, 

Enchanted by my youthful bloom ; 

Subdued bv age, this mirror true, 

Cythera f thus I ^ve to thee ; 
For what lam I will not view. 

And what I toets, I ne^er can be. 

When a Grecian maiden arrived at womanhood, it was usual for 
her to dedicate some toy of her childhood to Venus, in token of her 
having abandoned her youthful occupations and amusements. 
Here is an inscription, by Callimachus, designed for an occasion of 
this kind It is both graceful and elegant, yet is deficient in the 
simplicity which is the usual charm of these compositions among 
the Greeks. It is addressed to Venus Zephyritis : 

KoYX^C h** ZttpvqiXt. M. T. X, 

O Zephyritis ! I am but a shell, 

First gift of Selensea unto thee. 
Her nautilus, who once could sail so well 
O'er the unquiet bosom of the sea. 
Then, if 't were ploughed by gentle, &voring gales, 
On my own ropes I spread my mimic sails, 
And, if 't were calm, I used my feet as oars 

And swiflly rowed — from which I bear my name. 
But I was cast upon the sandy shores 
Of iair lalis, and from there I came. 
To be a graceful ornament to thee, 
Here in tny fane, O fair ArsinoC ! 
Now sad Alcyone will lay no more, 

Within her ocean-nest ner eg^ for me, 
For I am lifeless. Queen of this bright shore 
Let Clinias^s daughter hence receive from thee 
Thv choicest gifts. She dwells beyond the main 
Wnere Smyrna towers o'er th' JEolian plain. 

It would scarcely be fair to conclude this little notice of some of 
the smaller gems of Greek poetry, without glancing at those 
intended to be satirical or witty. Of these we can &id but few 
remaining, and what are thus preserved cannot induce us to regret 
much the loss of those which have been destroyed. They do not 
seem to show a taste as refined and delicate as is exhibited by the 
other productions of the Grecian muse, and, indeed, are usually 
very poor. Two or three specimens will suffice. 

Doctors and lawyers, as at present, were favorite butts for the 
shafts of the epigrammatists. The following mock-epitaph is 
intended as a cut at the former. The author is unknown : 

OSx* txXvatv <t>§i8on', x. r. X. 

'TwBS not with drugs that Phidon killed me ; 

He came not even near my side : 
But, while raging fevers thruled me, 

I chanced to tnink of him — and died ! 

VOL. XXII. 14 
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And here is an epitaph, 

' A precious, tender-hearted scroll 
Of pure Simonides,' 

intended, no doubt, for the grave of an enemy : 

IloXXa tpaYofV^ xai noXXd Tticav. *. r. X. 

Here lies Timocreon, the Rhodian ; he 
Loved slander, drunkenness, and gluttony. 

This is certainly pithy. 

Stepmothers, in those days, would seem to have been just as bad 
as at present, when they have become a very proverb. Here is a 
kind of epitaph by Caliimachus, containing a hit at them which 
certainly has no very great merit : 

ZxtlXtjv fitjTQviijg. X, T. X, 

On his step-mother's tomb, this youth piously placed 
Some flowers, that it mij^ht be properly graced. 
For he thought, as this life had abandoned her view, 
That her vices, no doubt, had abandoned her too. 

But, while he was thus standing close to the tomb. 
It fell, and it crushed him, Oh ! terrible doom ! 
Then youths ! let this warning sink deep in your breasts, 
Shun each step-mother, e'en when in Orcus she rests. 

These are ample, as specimens of Grecian wit, which, as here 
exhibited, is certainly of no very refined or exalted description. 

In taking a general and comprehensive glance over Greek 
Epitaphs and Inscriptions, we see that they are usually charac- 
terized by deep feeling, expressed concisely, and with the utmost 
simplicity. We rarely find any catches, any evident striving after 
efiect, and, in consequence, to an ear not accustomed to them, they 
may frequently seem meagre^ and even bald. But, by studying 
them, a meaning seems to grow out of the very words ; and the 
more that we examine them, and the oftener that we read them, 
the more we find them expressive of * thoughts that lie too deep for 
words,* thoughts which can be expressed but darkly, and which, 
concealed in this garb of simplicity, must be passed over by those 
who are not content to pause and ponder. Whether the pleasiue 
derived from this be worth the labor that must be spent over them, 
even though it be a labor of love, is a question which each must 
answer for himself, according to his own tastes. If they lead him 
to it, he will have discovered an almost inexhaustible soiurce of pure 
and elevated gratification ; if not 

' frustra laborum 

Ingratum trahit.' 
PkUaddphia, JutUj 1843. HxiraT C. Lea. 
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NEW-ENGLAND. 



X. 



Land of the Pilgrim- Rock! how broad thy streams, 
Thy hilU bow peopled with the brave and free ! 

With glorious sights thy fruitful valley teems, 
And lavish Nature pours her gifts on thee ; 

On every hand the smile of Beauty bc^Bims, 
And rich profusion spreads from lake to sea! 

Imperial land ! from out thy mountain sides 

Flow the pure streams of ever-livmg tides ! 



XX. 



Fair are thy daughters, as thy skies are &ir, 
Proud are thv sons, as proud thy mountains rise, 

And as the eagle loves the clear blue air, 
The soul of Freedom hovers 'neath thy skies ! 

How strong in heart thy patriot-sires were ! 
And, oh, how brave to win war's golden prize ! 

To thee, fair land ! our souls in love shall turn, 

And in our altar-fires thy heroes' deeds shall bum. 



ZIX. 



Birth- land of Freedom ! from thy mountain-height, 
From thy deep vales and forests fair and wide, 

Along thy sounding shores where ocean's might 
Expends itself in tide's returning tide, 

Rising, sublime, beyond the tempest's flight, 
The immortal sounds of Liberty abide! 

And, oh ! how far along from shore to shore 

They meet and mingle with the sea's loud roar ! 



I"7. 



Oh ! there are hearts that turn in pride to thee. 

Thou glorious land of blossom and of shower! 
Gathering sweet incense from each blooming tree, 

And tears of balm and freshness from each flower ; 
And at thy altars gloriously and free 

The chainless spirit worships, hour by hour ! 
While round thee all our holiest thoughts entwine ; 

The fragrance of the heart, dear land ! is thine. 



Radiant with rosy light are thy blue skies. 

Fair Italv ! thou land of love and song ! 
And thou, bright Isle of Erin ! whence arise 

The avenging spirits of a nation's wrong, 
Thou too art fair, and worshipped in the eyes 

Of men and nations to whom tears belong ; 
But yet, oh ! yet we feel, blest land and free, 
One pulse more strongly beating, still for thee ! 

VI. 

Autamn hath crowned thee glorious, radiant dime ! 

Autumn, the holiest season to the heart. 
Making thy sunsets with all hues sublime. 

The faultless picture of the Eternal art ! 
To love thee less. New- En gland! 't were a crime, 

More could we not, ourselves of thee a part ; 
Tears are thine ofl^ering ; prayers unceasing be 

Poured from the heart Imperial Land ! for thee. 
m-Yorkt Jyfy 1, 1843. >. >. o. 
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A OBKOXtOLB 09 IDt-BBSBO. 



Nicholas Pelt, the worthy pedagogue, whose history was sus- 
pended in the July number of his namesake, the 'Old Knick.,' was 
not long in establishing for himself a fair fame in all the region 
round about Idleberg ; nor was his attention exclusively devoted to 
the monotonous duties of his profession. While he taught the 
young idea * how to shoot/ a new and absorbing passion had taken 
deep root in his own heart, and was now flourishing luxuriantly in 
the genial soil. His fortunes had brought him to Idleberg, and 
thrown in his path the lovely image of Ellen Van Dyke ; and what 
poor mortal, Yankee though he be, could resist her thousand fasci- 
nations ? Every day, at home, in the midst of her domestic duties 
and her ten petticoats, she was beautiful enough, in all conscience ; 
but when on frequent occasions she braided her hair, and pinched 
her cheeks for a bloom, and clasped around her neck that enchant- 
ing dove of jet and gold, poor Nicholas looked and sighed, and 
sighed and looked, as though his very existence depended on her 
smile. 

Could you have witnessed the eccentric movements of the fair 
Ellen and the sage Nicholas, you might have guessed the nature of 
their mutual feelings. How he stood, by while she milked, to keep 
the cow from kicking, and how the cow did kick, notwithstanding ; 
how he led the way to church, and how she followed on behind ; 
such smiling and blushing when they met thrice a day at table ; 
such an agitation of nerves whenever he clasped that small hand in 
his own, that seemed just made for it ; these were enough to show 
that the schoolmaster's sojourn in the village was fraught with deep 
interest to at least two persons more than the striplings who were 
thriving on his instructions. Then when the school would be draw- 
ing to a close, and the evening sun was growing drowsy together 
with master and pupil, you might have seen the sage pedagogue 
forget his official dignity so far as to smile and nod repeatedly at 
some object over the way, which was no other than the cobbler's 
daughter, who always happened just at that time to be taking the 
air from her little gable-end window, and returned Nicholas's amor- 
ous glances with such unequivocal symptoms of delight, as should 
have made any lover's heart, if not his feet, dance for very joy. 

But how fared the suit of Hans Reiser ? Where were his organs 
of sight and hearing while all Idleberg was gossiping about the 
amours of Nicholas and Ellen ? Hans seemed to possess the happy 
faculty of contemplating, with the utmost indifference, spectacles 
of youth and beauty, that would have driven many men to acts of 
desperation; and but for the constant efforts of his father to remind 
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hinf that Ellen Van Dyke was living in constant expectation of 
seeing him at her feet, pleading his cause with all the eloquence of 
a Dutch lover, Hans would have quite forgotten the obligations of 
his promise to Caleb Van Dyke. Stimulated at length by his 
father s reiterated appeals and an extra tankard of beer, Hans one 
evening about sunset suddenly plucked up the requisite courage, 
and after arraying himself in the most glaring habiliments of his 
ivardrobe, started out on his pilgrimage of love. Never was lover 
so tricked out with all the fascinations of dress, as was the young 
Dutchman on that eventful evening. As he surveyed his enormous 
shoe-buckles, glittering with the lustre of several hours' polish ; his 
numerous suits of breeches; his gaudy waistcoat and the broad- 
skirted garment which completed his outer man ; his imagination 
was agreeably entertained with visions of bleeding arrows and bro- 
ken hearts, lighted halls, wedding cake, and honey-moons, all min- 
gled in one wild, brilliant, and enchanting panorama. Nor did this 
imaginary prospect fade from his mental vision until he reached the 
scene of action, and contemplated the reality with a fast breath and 
a palpitating heart. Never was sanguine lover so non-plusscd. 
The first objects he saw at the cobbler's, were the forms of Nicholas 
and Ellen sitting very close together and whispering in great appa- 
rent delight Cut short on the threshold of his adventure, nipped 
in the very bud of his afiections, Hans stumbled and stammered, 
and could scarcely gain sufficient composure to bid the company 
good evening, until he was reassured by Caleb, who, guessing the 
object of his errand, ofiered him a stool and bade him be seated. 

How many wild, bewildering thoughts scampered through poor 
Ilans's brain, like rats in a garret, while he sat there in silent aston- 
ishment, listening to the suppressed whispers of the loving pair ! 
How heartily did he long to be away from such a place ; and how 
often did he think of his favorite idea of going down the river on a 
flat-boat, or of his dog and gun, or rod and line, and some quiet 
place in the woods or along the creeks, where woman's image had 
never intruded to throw him in the shade of even a Yankee school- 
master ! He would rather bo a bar-keeper to retail beer by the 
tankard, or an ostler to be be-Bob'd or be-Bill'd by every traveller, 
than a lover, sitting up in fine clothes and a straight-jacket, to win 
the favor of any woman under the sun, the fair Ellen not excepted 

Such a state of things had never entered into Hans's calculations, 
and he was consequently unprepared for the emergency. Encour- 
aged as he had been to hope that every preliminary arrangement 
had been made by old Caleb ; that at the mere mention of the sub- 
ject the lovely girl would fly to his embrace; that the wedding 
would come off the next week, and after that every thing would go 
on in the same easy, old-fashioned way, as though nothing had hap- 
pened — Hans found the cold reality inexpressibly chilling, and 
though neither a poet nor philosopher, began to think of certain 
objects, such as stars and bubbles, which greater men than he had 
of\en tried in vain to grasp. For the first time in all his hfe Hans 
was growing sentimental — nay, desperate ; and while he was wish- 
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ing that somebody would call in and knock the Yankee down Snd 
then strangle him, the object of his ire arose, and after a graceful 
bow to Hans, opened a door in the wall, and retired. At this the 
young Dutchman breathed somewhat more freely, but still as if 
laboring under great tightness of jacket, when old Caleb addressed 
him, inquiring what disposition he had made of his voice. 

Hans's only reply was a sudden start as if from the sting of an 
adder, accompanied by a series of awk^'ard gestures, during which 
his face grew crimson with embarrassment 

* You are not frightened at Mr. Pelt, I hope, Hans ? ' continued 
Caleb. 

* Yes — no,* said Hans ; * that is — I ' 

* For my part,* interposed Ellen, tossing a curl pettishly from her 
forehead, * I think Mr. Pelt a very handsome, clever young man, and 
not an object to frighten boobies ; ' and with a single bound she 
stood at the door of her chamber, and disappeared, before Hans or 
her father could frame a reply. 

* Never mind that, my boy,' said Caleb ; * that *s the best sign in 
the world. Cut and come again, Hans ! * 

' I tell you what, old fellow,* said Hans, rising and opening the 
street-door ; * you 've got this child into a tarnation scrape this time ; 
but if you ever catch me in these diggings again, I '11 be darned ! * 

* Hans ! Hans I you are a fool. GJood night I * And the amiable 
youth departed, and in five minutes had doffed his finery, and was 
fast drowning his sorrows in the flowing bowl. 

Scarcely had he gone, leaving Caleb ruminating on a proper scold 
to be administered to Ellen the next morning, when a step was 
heard in the school-master's chamber, and that worthy made his 
appearance before the cobbler, bearing a great board on his shoulder. 
Caleb stared for some time at the quaint characters inscribed thereon. 
His eyes had for the first time that evening been opened to the 
growing intimacy between his daughter and Nicholas ; and he was 
disposed to consider the invention as little else than a ' Yankee 
notion.' 

'And what do you call that ? * he asked, gruffly. 

* My dear Sir,' said Mr. Pelt, * this is nothing more than a sign- 
board. It is something new in town, and I think it will attract 
attention, and may do you some service.' Then bringing the lamp 
to bear on the board, he displayed to Caleb various devices, inscribed 
on its surface, of boots and shoes of all sizes and fashions, the 
whole illustrated with the words : 



Caleb \ian SUgke. 



MKNS CON8CIA RECTI 



'And what is it for ? ' asked Caleb, trying in vain to interpret the 
cabalistic words. 
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' It is intended, Mr. Van Dyke, to surmount your front door, to 
notify the public that you are a good cobbler and an honest man ; 
that 's all.' 

* Do you mean to say, Sir, that you expect Caleb Van Dyke, after 
living fifty years without any such bauble, to stick such a timber as 
that over his door, to be laughed at for his pains ? Why, what 
would Karl Reiser say ? — that old Caleb is turning Yankee in his 
old age. Why, Sir, the town would burst its sides with laughter, 
and the boys would throw all kinds of rocks and brickbats at it, and 
the windows too. No, Sir ! ' 

' Will you try it, my good friend,' said Nicholas, * if it is but for a 
single week ? And if it does not increase your business, you may 
set me down for a Yankee tinker, beside expecting me to do all the 
fighting necessary to sustain the dignity of the establishment* 

And the result was, after a long and animated discussion, that Caleb 
consented that Nicholas might nail up the board that very night, that 
the town might be surprised the next morning with the suddenness 
of the apparition ; for such it would be considered, as it was the 
only specimen of a sign-board in the village, if we except the yel- 
low sky and blue stars of Karl Reiser. Caleb then retired. to rest 
to be visited by curious dreams about sign-boards in general ; and 
Nicholas could scarcely sleep at all, for the busy scenes which he 
imagined were already advancing in the cobbler's shop, the legiti- 
mate result of this invention of his skill. 

Early next morning Caleb protruded his uncombed head from the 
window, and, lo ! all Idleberg seemed to be gathered at his door. 
His first thought was that a mob of his fellow-citizens had assem- 
bled there for some nefarious purpose, but he was speedily reassured 
at seeing Nicholas Pelt standing in the midst of the crowd, and 
expounding the mysteries of the sign-board to the great delight of 
his astonished audience. Men, women, and children had gathered 
there from all parts of the town, with as much intensity of curiosity 
as if Caleb had caught a live elephant, and was exhibiting it gratis. 
There were men without their hats, and women without their bon- 
nets, and children with little else than bountiful nature had given 
them. The shop-keeper was there with his yard-stick, and the 
smith with his sledge-hammer; and the little French tailor was 
there with his Sacre Dieu's and his red-hot goose, which he flour- 
ished to the infinite terror of the by-standers. But the principal 
figure in this motley group was no less a personage than Jonas 
Jones, the rival cobbler. Mr. Jones had of late grown too large for 
his trowsers. His prosperity had been too great for his little soul. 
He had cut the bench in person, leaving the drudgery of the busi- 
ness to the Company. By the aid of the village tailor he had 
become quite an exquisite, wore white kid gloves, and occasionally 
sported a Spanish cigar. There he was promenading before the 
door, with an ivory-headed cane, and an ogHng-glass lifted to his 
eye ; and every few seconds he condescended to inform the crowd 
that ' he was from Bosting, and the people were a set of demd fules 
to be making such a racket about a cobble^r's sign.' 
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While curiosity was at the highest pitch, the uproar was increased 
by the sudden appearance of Hans Reiser, who came swaggering 
and bhistering into the group, elbowing his way along until he 
reached the vicinity of the school-master. He who had been so 
diffident in the presence of the gentler sex, was now as bold as any 
lion need be among men. Smarting with the recollection of his 
recent discomfiture, he commenced addressing the assembly in a 
very rude, uncouth style, denouncing the sign as a Yankee contri- 
vance, insinuating that the inventor was no better than he should 
be, and exhorting the good citizens of Idlebcrg to tear down the 
bauble as the only means of securing their lives and property from 
the occult witchcraft which he professed to believe lay at the bot- 
tom of it 

Caleb Van Dyke listened to this harangue with great attention, 
for it presented the subject in a new light by appealing to his hered- 
itary superstitions ; and it is not improbable that he would have suf- 
fered Hans to proceed in his meditated outrage, but for the interven- 
tion of Nicholas Pelt. Already had the sturdy young Dutchman 
climbed to the board and made an effort to wrench it away, when 
he was arrested by the stem voice of Nicholas, commanding him, as 
he valued his life, to desist. 

Hans threw at him a look of defiance, and informed him that if 
he had the requisite physical strength, he might remove him ; other- 
wise, he should remain where he was until he had torn away the 
board, or chose to come down of his own free will and accord. 
This announcement was received by the crowd with loud bravos, 
which however were immediately silenced when the school-master 
deliberately approached Hans, and grasping his leg, hurled him to 
the ground. Amid the flight of women and children and Mr. Jonas 
Jones, who declared that in consequence of being near-sighted he 
could see better from a distance, Hans scrambled to his feet, and 
aimed a blow at Nicholas that might have felled a stouter man, but 
for the skill with which he parried and returned it with interest 
With the generous aid of the by-standers, who were ripe for a frolic, 
and expressed their anxiety on the subject by cries of • Brave ! * 
•Go it. Red-jacket!* * Hurrah for Old Nick!* the combatants were 
on the point of getting into a regular pitched battle, with the usual 
adornments of bruised eyes and bleeding noses, when Caleb Van 
Dyke, who had just succeeded in putting on his ten breeches, rushed 
between them, and commanded them to desist Another pacifica- 
tor, whose presence operated equally on both parties, was the fair 
Ellen, who, having caught a glimpse of the fray from her window, 
aQd entertaining an indefinite idea in the general confusion that her 
father was on the point of being carried away by a press-gang, 
rushed into the street before completing her toilet, and ran to her 
father's side in all the beauty of her blooming cheeks and flowing 
ringlets, to the admiration of the company in general, and particu- 
larly of Mr. Jonas Jones, who, perched in safety on a barrel hard by, 
reviewed the subsiding conflict, liflcd his ogling-glass, and beating 
his breast violently with his right hand in the region of his stomach, 
exclaimed, * My heart ! my eyes ! what a demd foine ge-irl ! ' 
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Mean time another conspicuous object hoire into sight, in the portly 
person of Karl Keiser, who came ambling and waddling along, sup- 
ported by a gigantic hickory stick, to ascertain the occasion of the 
unusual hubbub before the door of his friend the cobbler. The first 
reply to his many inquiries revealed to him the active part his son 
hsid taken in the fray. * What, Hans ! my Hans ! ' exclaimed the 
choleric old Dutchman ; * where is the dirty dog ? Let me at him ! ' 
And brandishing his club, he made his way through the retreating 
crowd, when reaching his recreant son, he belabored him lustily over 
the shoulders, and pointing significantly toward home, bade him 
be gone. Crouching and howling with pain, the lusty Hans obeyed ; 
and it may be added in parenthesis, that hearing a vague rumor 
during the day that he was in request by the worshipful corporation 
of the town, to answer to certain grave charges preferred against 
him, by authority of the statutes against riots, routs, and unlawful 
assemblies, he decamped from Idleberg, and ere long was enjoying 
the long-desired luxury of going down the river on a flat-boat 

The pacific parties had at length triumphed over the belligerent 
The fair Ellen, suddenly conscious of her generous and imprudent 
haste in rushing to her father's side, made a precipitate retreat into 
the house, not, however, without having first ascertained Uiat Nicho- 
las \i'as unharmed by the fray ; and in a few minutes the scene of 
such recent commotion "wns nearly deserted, save by an occasional 
school-boy who glanced at the sign-board, committed to memory the 
cabalistic words, Mefis conscia recti, and went on, repeating them at 
every step. Last of all remained Mr. Jonas Jones, promenading in 
solitary grandeur before the house; now watching his elegant 
shadow in the sun, now glancing at the window where Ellen Van 
Dyke had first appeared to his enraptured vision, now bringing his 
glass to bear upon the sign, and winding up the dumb show by pro- 
ducing a white cambric handkerchief, somewhat soiled by use, with 
which he wiped his eyes ; and looking upward and apostrophizing a 
cluster of invisible stars, he placed his hand on his breast, struck 
his ivory -headed cane to the ground, and walked ofl*with an air that 
would have made him illustrious even in Broadway, Chestnut, or 
Tremont 

Never did cobbler set to work with less confidence than did Caleb 
Van Dyke on that day, and never was cobbler more agreeably dis- 
appointed. Scarce half an hour had passed, when customer after 
customer came flocking in, to purchase a pair of new boots or shoes, 
distinguished by the original name of men's conscia recti. Never 
was cobbler so complimented for his work: such capital leather I 
such elegant stitches ! such a capacity for making largo feet small, 
and small feet large I that every man who shod himself anew, 
declared that Caleb had at length discovered the true philosophy of 
cobbling. Conscious as Caleb was that the very articles now so highly 
commended, were manufactured months previous, and had been 
lying by in want of purchasers, he was forced to attribute this sud- 
den change in his fortimes to the magical eflbct of the sign-board. 
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That was a proud day for Nicholas Pelt All this time he had been 
reviewing from his loop-hole the busy scenes enacting at the cob* 
bier's, and when school was over, he hastened into Uie street in 
advance of his eager pupils, and rushed to the cobbler's, where he 
was met at the door by Caleb in a high glee, jingling the genuine 
coin in both pockets, and declaring that he had realized more profit 
during that single day than in the entire month preceding. 

This seemed a prosperous tide in Caleb's fortunes. Cheerfulness 
again lighted up his countenance, and competence and independence 
seemed the sure and early rewards of his toil. Successful industry 
never threw a brighter glow around any fire -side than was felt at 
the humble hearth of the honest cobbler. Caleb was growing so 
good-humored and facetious, had purchased of late so many dain- 
ties from the village store, that the dame and the children were not 
overwhelmed with astonishment, as they should have been, when 
one morning at breakfast the old gentleman informed them that he 
was going to devote that day to shopping, and would take them aU 
with him. Such piles of calicoes, clotlis, and musUns, as the busy 
mercer threw down on the counter with an air that said he didn't 
mind it — he was (juite used to it — he could put them .all up again 
in five minutes ; such trinkets, toys, and fineries as were then and 
there displayed, the little urchins had never dreamed of seeing, 
much less of wearing. And then the old gentleman bought so 
much and so fast that the clerk, a youth with a sleek head, and a 
pen behind each ear and one in his fingers, was kept quite busy 
noting them down. There was a new bonnet for the dame, and a 
new dress and a * pink-red ' shawl for Ellen, and a hat for Rip, and 
a doll for the baby, and trowsers and jackets for a dozen more, and 
stuff for a bran new suit for Caleb, to be converted into fashionable 
shapes by that arch knight of the shears, the little French tailor. 
And then you should have seen them at church the next Sunday ; 
how the dame sported her new bonnet, and how EUen sported her 
new shawl, and how Rip kept trying on his new hat right in the face 
of the minister, and how young old Caleb looked in his new suit ; 
and how the neighbors all stared at them, and Nicholas Pelt chuckled 
in one comer, and the minister preached to them about vanity, fine 
clothes, and all that I ah, that was fine, and it all came from that 
Mens conscia recti ! No fear of poverty there ; no dowdy hats nor 
ragged breeches, taxing the needle and the patience of the dame ; 
no thought of casting Ellen into the embraces of such a graceless 
scamp as Hans Keiser. All these thoughts and a thousand more 

Eassed rapidly tlirough the cobbler's mind ; and when he remem- 
ered the kindness of the school-master, he did not hesitate to for- 
get his old prejudices, so far as to admit that a Yankee might be 
both a gentleman and a scholar. 

While tho honest Dutchman was thus inhaling the breezes of 
good fortune, his rivals, Jonas Jones and Company, were fast sink- 
ing into obscurity. The exquisite individual whose name gave title 
and dignity to the firm, was fairly smitten, as we have seen, with 
the charms of Ellen Van Dyke. For several weeks he devoted 
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himself to all the external blandishments his fancy could invent to 
arrest the afiections of his rival's daughter. These had failed, and 
worse still, his customers were dropping off, one by one ; his sup- 
plies were sufiering under a collapse. Mr. Jonas Jones soon grew 
crest-fallen. His elegant form and fascinating attire ceased to be 
visible on the public walks, as of yore when fortune smiled. His 
wit had ceased to sparkle like champagne; his wares no longer 
dazzled the credulous Idlebergers with their cheapness and dura- 
bility. Adversity had driven him to the bench, where he sat day 
after day, waxing his ends, brooding over his reverses ; now dream- 
ing of Ellen Van Dyke, and now moralizing on the vanity of earthly 
thmgs in general. Mr. Jonas Jones was evidently in a decline. 

While Mr. Jones was sitting one day in this happy frame of mind, 
tugging very hard at a most obdurate piece of leather, his reflections 
were suddenly interspersed with a series of original ideas. Unable 
to compete with his rival, he would call on him immediately, and 
offer liis services as a copartner in his business and a husband for 
his daughter. Animated by these conceptions, Mr. Jones leaped 
from his sitting posture with a degree of activity that astonished tlie 
Company, threw aside the cumbersome rigging peculiar to his craft, 
devoted a few minutes to his toilet, and with nasty strides started 
out on his errand of love and copartnership. By one of those fan- 
tastic freaks which Fancy sometimes plays, his first step on the 
pavement was arrested by a new thought which flashed through his 
mind, and suffused his weazen face with smiles ; and turning on his 
heel, he reentered the shop, and walked deliberately into a private 
apartment, where he remained for several days on the plea of press- 
ing and important business, secluded from the observation even of 
the Company. He had procured an immense board, and a great pot 
of black paint ; and that was all they knew. 

Sailing under a fair sky, with the wind all astern, and his canvass 
swelling in the breeze, Caleb Van Dyke was little prepared for the 
clouds that so soon lowered above his head. Early one morning, 
when on the point of resuming his daily toil, he glanced carelessly 
up the street, and beheld a great crowd before the Yankee's door, 
staring at a gigantic sign-board inscribed in quaint characters : 



f otta0 3onc9 atib <Eiompansi. 



MEN'8 AND WOMEN'S C0N8CIA RECTI 



Adjusting his spectacles to reassure him that he was not dreaming, 
and muttering something very dreadful to think of, he called the 
school-master from the breakfast table, and directed his attention to 
the rival sign-board. 

' Well, well,' said Nicholas ; ' nobody but a Yankee would ever 
have thought of that. They are very bright over there ; they have 
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translated a Latin inscription into English in a manner truly orig- 
inal. I confess I never thought of t^iat before ; we will see, how- 
ever ; we will see.' And Nicholas went off in a brown study to his 
school-room. 

Caleb Van Dyke had good cause that day to know that the popu- 
lation of Idleberg was as vacillating as an aspen-leaf*, or any thmg 
else that may be shaken by a breath. Not a single customer called 
that day, nor the next, nor the next In addition to the crowds of 
male customers who thronged Mr. Jones's establishment, he saw 
numbers of the other sex on a similar errand, who were curious to 
see that particular fashion of shoe called ' women's conscia recti' 
Mean time Nicholas Pelt was very grave, and spent all his leisure 
time in his chamber; and at the end of a week, during which 
Caleb's shop had been entirely deserted, Nicholas had tlie satisfac- 
tion of showing to his host a sign-board larger, longer, and more 
imposing than all the rest, inscribed : 

MEN'8. WOMEN'S. AND CHILDREN'S CONSCIA RECTI. 

It is needless farther to pursue the ebb and flow of popular favor 
between the rival cobblers. Suffice it to say that this last device 
succeeded to the entire satisfaction of our cobbler ; and men, women, 
and children, litemlly flocked to his shop, until his hands were kept 
busy night and day, and his pockets overflowed with gold, silver, 
and bank-notes. Yankee had met Yankee in the conflict of intel- 
lect, and fortune had smiled upon the school-master. In a very 
short time Mr. Jonas Jones and Company pulled up their stakes, 
moved farther west, and were never heard of afterward. 

What now interposed to prevent the union of Nicholas and Ellen ? 
How readily the fond father said : ' Yes, certainly. Mr. Pelt God 
bless you ! I can never repay your kindness.* How beautifully 
Ellen blushed at the thought that she was actually going to be mar- 
ried; how the parson tied the knot which no enactment of man 
should ever sunder ; how friends gathered there to congratulate the 
happy pair, and share the bountiful repast prepared by the dame ; 
how the wit of the bridegroom and the beauty of the bride never 
shone so brightly as then, and how Rip was put to bed of a surfeit; 
and how through it all the story of the Mens conscia recti was 
repeated over and over in tones of merriment, until the cobbler's 
dwelling mng again ; these pictures are all too bright for delineation 
by our feeble pen. 

Departing from the well-beaten paths of many writers of legends 
and chronicles, who usually drop the curtain at the bridal night, we 
ask but a moment, gentle reader, to record in outline the incidents 
which grew out of and succeeded this alliance. These weddings, 
afler all, are actual occurrences, and not dreams of romance. Night 
will slowly retire ; the lamps must necessarily go out, even though 
filled with the oil of Aladdin's ; the liveliest tongues will get tired 
of talking, and the briskest feet of dancing ; and then the quiet 
honeymoon will succeed, and Ufe with its stem realities will wake 
the loving pair to the thought of duties and pleasures yet in store. 
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until the fading twilight of existence shall restore the hright ideal 
of * Love's young dream/ 

Nicholas's first step, then, was to inform Caleb Van Dyke that 
beside being a school-master, he was also a very respectable cob- 
bler ; and Caleb was convinced of this fact, almost against his will, 
at the sight of a pair of sturdy shoes manufactured by the quondam 
pedagogue, with a neatness and despatch that tnily astonished him. 
Having arrived at the conclusion that the Idlebergers were disposed 
to spend their money more freely on their feet than their heads, 
Nicholas delivered hLs pedestal and birchen-rods to another adven- 
turer who came along soon after in search of a school, and betook 
himself to cobbling in all its varieties. The firm of Van Dyke and 
Pelt thrived beyond precedent, and the old sign-board, after having 
become so illustrious, was permitted to retire, and its place was soon 
filled by another, composed and executed by the gifted Yankee, as 
follows : 

* Blow, blow, yc winds and breezes 
All amon^ the leaves and trecses : 
Sin^. oh sinfT, ye heavenly muses, 
While we make both boots and sboeses.' 

In the mean time Hans Reiser returned to Idleberg, thoroughly 
cured of his passion for adventure. His old father, wMle under the 
combined effects of those genial stimulants, beer and tobacco, 
received him with great cordiality. Hans soon became reconciled 
to the loss of Ellen Van Dyke, having found a congenial spirit in 
the person of a farmer's buxom daughter, who had been for years 
selling butter, eggs, and poultry, at the sign of the yellow sky and 
blue stars, until the young Dutchman was suddenly smitten with 
her charms ; and all parties consenting, they were in due time pro- 
nounced man and wife by the very parson who had officiated at the 
nuptials of Nicholas and Ellen. 

Since then Idleberg has emerged from the ashes of its primitive 
obscurity, and has risen into great consideration at home, if not 
abroad, for its chaste attmctions and its elegant society. The spot 
of ground once occupied by the hostelry of Karl Keiser, now sus- 
tains an imposing mansion-house, distinguished hereabouts as the 
Indian Queen Hotel. During Caleb Van Dyke's life-time nothing 
could induce the old gentleman to improve the indifferent dwelling 
to which a long residence had so much attached him ; but Nicholas 
took the earliest advantage of his decease to remove the old shop, 
and rear upon its ruins a larger and more elegant building. While 
the Pelts are enjoying the luxuries of elegant country-seats and 
well-tilled acres, they cherish a commendable pride in remembering 
the humble means by which they have arisen to competence. 
Nicholas and Ellen are now enjoying a green old age, surrounded 
by their numerous and prosperous posterity ; and the old family car- 
riage, as it comes rumbling into town every Sunday, drawn by a 
pair of sterling gray horses, has painted on the pannel of each door 
an odd-looking pair of shoes of the last century's fashion, beneath 
which are inscribed in antique characters, the magical words : 

MENS CONSCIA RECTI. 
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PORTUGUESE- JOE. 



At the iMittlo of Lake Cbamplain. m Hdlor. called Portagaeae Joe. performed the gallant exi^olt of xtaUlof 
the etrlpee and stars to the xaast. after they had t)een shot down. He perished in the Oamea at the lata flie ia^ 
Bxchangq Place, Maw-Orleaaa. m 

Upon the kke the battle raged, 
And warmly was each heart engaged, 
To win their nation's liberty — 
To omquer or to die ! 

The iron hail was flying fast 
Against the sail, against the mast. 
And many a warm and gallant frame 
The prey of death became. 

And loader grew the cannon's sound, 
And faster flew the balls around, 
And sadly rose above the strife 
The groans of parting life ! 

Still the breve tars beheld with pride 
The stripes and stars exulting ride 
Where many an eye was fondly cast, 
Upon the towenng mast 

But hark ! a shot ! 't was guided well. 
And suddenly the colors fell ! 
Another — and another — now 
The flag is lying low ! 

Upon the deck the stripes and stars 
Dip in the blood of dymg tars ; 
Oh ! surety 't is a gk>rious stain, 
The life-blood of the slain ! 

But who is this who nobly dares 
Replace those precious stripes and stars? 
The tattered shrouds his Angers seize ! — > 
'T is Joe — the Portuguese ! 

Into the rigginff quick he springs. 
Ck)0e to the splintered mast he clings, 
And now aloft how eacperly 
Is gazing every eye I 

A^long, a kmd, a deafening cheer, 
Bursts from each gallant sailor near. 
Behold ! the fla^ of liberty 
Again is wavmg free ! 

Three cheers ! the flag once more is spread, 
Joe's shining hat waves o'er his head ! 
And haric ! a shout of triumph now ! 
Three cheers from those oetow ! 
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The fight is o*er — the battle done; 
'T was bravely fought — H was bravely won ; 
And Joe a glorious part did play, 
That iong-rememDered day ! 

Long years have passed, and Joe is deed ; 
His aanes to the winds are sjiread ; 
Long live within our memories 
ll Brave Joe — the Portuguese ! 

CkaHestoM, JmUj 1843. if ^t 8. B. Dama. 
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Authors are very unequal. The lofliest sometimes sink lower 
than the mediocre ever do ; the passionate are often lifeless ; and 
the deep and original portrayer of character and the heart frequently 
utters sententious truisms and apophthegmatic nonsense. I have 
lately been perusing the writings of La Bruyere, and have been 
forced more than ever to admire his masterly choice of language, 
his vivid wit, and keen discrimination. Among some very acute 
and just remarks I observed one so amazingly juiceless, that for a 
time. I thought it must have been hazarded as a kind of tantalizing 
puzzle — a hollow nut for fools to crack in the hope of finding a 
kerneL He says, 'As we become more and more attached to those 
who benefit us, so we conceive a violent hatred for those who have 
greatly injured us ' — that is, ' we love our friends and hate our 
enemies!!' A truly profound 'conclusion, and one requiring long 
experience and deep philosophy to discover ! My efibrts to detect 
tome brilliant thread in the triteness, and same savor in the jejune- 
ness of the above childish enunciation, gave rise to the following 
' scatterings ' on aphorisms, etc., and their writers. 

Proverbs have been called ' the condensed wisdom of nations.' 
They may, I think, with more propriety be entitled * eui epitome of 
the tniths and falsehoods contained in the more extended forms of 
books, and in the practical commentary of life.* Those of them 
which are true, are like the rules in the practical sciences, which 
the most ignorant artisan may apply, although he know nothing of 
the principles on which they are based, or of the process by which 
they are proved. If all these adages were tme, they would prove 
of infinite advantage in life ; since by a slight efibrt of the memory 
we might retain rules for our guidance through almost every difii- 
culty of doubt or of temptation. But the misfortune is that here, as 
elsewhere, the true is mingled with the false, and only excellent 
sense with an addition of long experience can inform us which are 
worthy and which unworthy of reception. Now this same good 
sense and experience would furnish us with the same wisdom by 
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the induction of our own minds, and thereby supersede the neces- 
sity of the written or oral maxims of others. Hence it is clear that 
proverbs are of little practical utility, since the very wisdom they 
would teach is a prerequisite to an intelligent adoption of their 
teachings. Their chief value lies in their conveying a great deal of 
instruction in a portable form, and presenting it very impressively 
by the energy of some brief and homely illustration. 
' The frequent use of aphorisms and proverbial phrases has in all 
ages been regarded as a vulgarism. Many of them are strikingly 
tnie and extremely elegant, having emanated from thoughtful and 
polished minds ; yet in their daily use among writers and speakers 
of all classes, they become soiled and worn, familiar and profane. 
They ac(inirc the tone of cant, and are resigned to the possession of 
those who cannot tliink and speak for themselves. In the frag- 
ments of the old Greek comedy and in others of their familiar 
writers, we find proverbs usually given up to the subordinate char- 
acters. Even in Euripides, * the philosopher of the scenes,' nearly 
all whose personages harangue in sententious monostichs like dis- 
putants in the Academus or declaimers from the Stoa, the proverbial 
style is mostly left to messengers and attendants, pedagogues and 
nurses. Among the Komans, Plautus is most profuse in adages, 
and with him they drop, thick and fast, from the mouths of pimps 
and parasites, courtesans, and slaves. Horace employs them sel- 
dom, save when personating some humble character ; and Cicero, 
even in his * Familiar Letters,' often prefaces their introduction by 
an apologetic *ut aiunt* — *as they say.' Every one, who has 
read (and who has not read?) the romance of the renowned Cid 
Hamet Benengeli, remembers the ludicrous distress suficred by the 
knight of La Muncha in hearing his squire discharge whole broad- 
sides of rustic proverbs at all times and on all subjects. The 
Italian language overflows with these trite familiarities. Tlie low 
characters in the early English comedies, and the old English 
writers in general, abound in these homely texts, which teach the 
rustic moralist to live. If the novehsts of this age of gas and 
steam-boats place in the mouths of their subaltern heroes few of the 
thread-bare aphorisms so common in the works of Smollet and 
Fielding, it is because the ' ignobility * of the present day have 
arrived at great perfection in a peculiar dialect — a compound of 
buffoonery and sentiment, of poetry and flash. In place of the 
quaint proverbs and worn allusions, in which their ancestors couched 
their humble thoughts, they bedizen their every-day attire of flimsy 
cant and coarse burlesque with borrowed flowers of fancy and the 
stolen jewelry of wit. 

Writers of apophthegms, maxims, laconisms, etc., are more liable 
to errors than most other autliors. Their aim is to be striking rather 
than consistent; and hence, in their pages you may frequently find 
sentiments of the most conflicting tendency. Tliey have conceived 
a truth, and in order to illustrate it more forcibly, they clinch it with 
a brilliant catch; that is, they sharpen it with a glittering nothing, 
or point it with a sparkling lie. They fall into the same category 
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with the epigrammatists of the Martial school, who often bore you 
with a long and irrelevant preface for the purpose of introducing a 
smart turn at the conclusion. How infinitely inferior, by the way, 
with all their wit and all their polish, are the sharp conceits and 
coquettish afiectations of Martial and his successors to the severe 
ana noble simplicity of the Greek epigram ! An ingenious thought 
is commonly a false one. Its very ingenuity and uncommonness 
are prima facie evidence that ft is neither natuml nor correct The 
apophthegmatist perceives that a particular fact is frequently asso- 
ciated with another fact He immediately notes it down, and in a 
shape of antithetic brevity delivers it to others as a universal guide. 
Many of these maxims are like those of Rochefoucault, on which 
Bulwer and some other self-imagined dissectors of the heart appear 
to have looked with an envious emulation. They are hard, cold, 
and brilliant — the deductions Qf a long, active, and passive expe- 
rience in scenes of comtly treachery and polished heartlessness. 
They are gems, that have crystallized by an infusion of selfishness 
in the residuum of exhausted feeling — sparkling stalactites, formed 
by continual drippings from the cells of an acute and scheming 
brain upon the bottom of a cavernous and icy heart. If true at all, 
they are true, thank God, only among the summits of social life, 
where the scintillations of loveless intellect fiash from peak to peak 
through an atmosphere of frosty splendor. Even if they be better 
founded and more widely applicable than I believe, their spirit is 
baleful, their tendency pernicious. They sow in the warm heart 
of youth the suspicions of the hackneyed worldling, and teach him 
tliat to meet and baffie the simulations and dissimulations of his 
fellows, he must sheathe his innocent spirit in the panoply of croA, 
subject every movement to the guidance of consummate art, and 
conceal every generous impulse and each warm emotion beneath 
the ice of unchanging coldness, or behind the ghttering veil of one 
inscrutable, invincible, and everlasting smile. Asserting the abso- 
lute wickedness of all men, and impressing the necessity of a sleep- 
less and universal doubt, they inoculate tlie tender nurslings of a 
rising generation with that poisonous wisdom wliich difi[iises a 
moral death through the pithless trunk and leafless branches of their 
riper years. When I hear one rehearsing these odious lessons, and 
affirming that Virtue lives not in the heart of man, I am not so 
much convinced of her non-existence in the world as I am of her 
non-residence in the bosom of her slanderer. Whether the uphold- 
ers of this infamous doctrine find in their own breasts the prototype 
of the unmitigated moral deformity which they attribute to their 
race, I shall not attempt to decide. But it is certain that these 
degraders of humanity are reduced to this dilemma. They either 
have an internal consciousness of their own utter depravity, which 
induces them to think all others equally devoid of worth, or from 
the evidence of liistory and experience they infer that mankind ore 
entirely abandoned-devils incarnate. If the first be the basis of 
their belief, they must indeed be wicked — wicked beyond hope, 
and beyond redemption; for even tliieves, cheats, and impostors 
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proceed on the conviction that there is something good, honest, and 
unsuspecting in the human breast IS they draw the foul tenet and 
utter the blasphemous hbel from testimony and experience, how 
poorly must they have read the volume of history, how blindly have 
moved on the theatre of life, not to have seen that humanity is a 
mixture of good and c\'il, and that its eventful records are oflen 
bright with kindness, and faithfulness, and every virtue, though 
of\ener alas ! black with cnielty, and' treachery, and crime ! Leave, 
dear youth, leave ' Timon of Athens ' and all others, who have out- 
lived, or fooled away their capacities of enjoyment, to gnash their 
toothless rage at a world they have abused, and, beheve me, you 
may find on the ^UTitten and unwritten page of human action a 
thousand deeds of noblest daring and most unswerving love — deeds 
whoso touching moml beauty will thrill through all your frame, 
causing your eyes to glisten, your flesh to quiver, and your heart to 
swell. 

The aphorisms of Epictetus, Antoninus, Seneca, and others of 
that class are not, indeed, of the same heartless and freezing char- 
acter with those of Rochefoucault, and the Chesterfieldian school; 
yet they are mostly of too Stoical and superhuman a cast to be of 
much practical benefit to poor human uatiure. They coimsel you, 
for instance, to bear the gout with patience, by considering that 
many have had it before you, have it now, and will have it after 
you ; that impatience will not ease your pain ; that your were bora 
for suffering and must expect to suffer, and that, at the worst, it 
cannot last for ever. All mighty, tnie, and philosophical, no doubt; 
but the twinged and wincing sufferer cannot extract one grain of 
comfort from any of these considerations but the last. Sometimes 
they bid you reflect whether your sorrows are not the consequences 
of your own crime or folly. The affusion of tJiis * oil of consola- 
tion * is literally the casting of oil upon the fire. It is a sedative for 
grief resembling a handful of red-pepper thrown into inflamed eyes, 
it is adding to the agonies of the previous torture the rage of 
remorse and the bitterness of self-contempt. 

These calm and rational exhortations to 'take it coolly,' and 
* never to cry for spilled milk,' are all very good till they are needed. 
They are extremely salutary before the fever kindles or the milk is 
spilled ; but in the presence of pain, or on the advent of disaster, 
to all but those who are gifted with fortitude by nature, or have 
been disciplined in the school of affliction, they are about as efiec- 
tual as whistling in the teeth of a norVester. Their utter im])0- 
tencc in the storm of ])assion reminds me of tlie directions given by 
a good Kew-England deacon to his choleric son. 'Whenever you 
feel your dander rising,' said he, * be sure to say the Lord's prayer, 
my sou, or else the alphabet clean through ; and long before you git 
to the eend on 't, you '11 be as cool as a cucumber, or an iceberg. 
Promise me faithfully, my son.' * Yes, daddy, I promise.' Off 
trudfji'd Jonathan to school, carrying his bread and meat with a 
small bottle of molasses in his jacket-pocket, and his late finn 
promise uppermost in liis mind. A boy, who bore him an old 
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grudge, met him, and, after calling him the ' young deacon,' and 
many other scurrilous nicknames, caught him off his guard, apd 
threw him to the ground, tearing his jacket, and breaking his 
molasses-bottle. Now it is said by censorious Southrons, that a 
Yankee will take a great many hard names with the patience of a 
martyr: his spirit is word-proof; but tear his clothes or cheat his 
belly, and he will fight * to the knife.* Up jumped Jonathan, his 
eyes wolfish and his lips white with rage. But * there was an oath 
in Heaven,' and he did not forget it. So he proceeded to swallow 
his alphabetical pills — an antidote to wrath, not mentioned in the 
'Regimen Salemitanum,' nor recognized by the British College. 
*A, B, C, — you've tored my jacket — D, E, F, — you've spilt my 
'lasses — G, H, T, J, K, — you're a 'tamal rascal* — L, M, N, O, P, 
Q, — I '11 larn you better manners, you scamp, you I — R, S, T, 
U, V, — I *11 spile your picter, you old wall-eye I — W, X, Y, Z, am- 
persand — now I'll pound your insidcs out o' you, you darned nig- 
ger I * And with that, Jonathan, whose passion hod been mounting 
cJphabetically throughout all his father's prescription of vowels and 
consonants, caught the young scape-grace, and, throwing liim down, 
WTis proceeding to work off each of the deacon's twenty-six anti- 
irascible pills in the shape of a dozen hearty fisticuffs, which might, 
perhaps, have brought the poor fellow to the omega of his days had 
not the timely approach of a passenger interrupted the manipula- 
tion3. So much for rules to control the passions. 

The Greek pentameters, containing the * Admonitions of The- 
ognis the Megarian ' form one of the strangest compositions I ever 
read. They are as complete a medley as any colluvics of vegeta- 
bles, shells, and bones, swept by the Noachic ilood into the holiowTi 
of the earth. Here a petrified rose-leaf rests its cheek upon a 
nettle ; here hes the bill of a dove, and here a shark's tooth ; here 
is the grinning chasm of a lion's jaws, and here the skeleton of a 
loving lamb. A kindly maxim is followed by a cynic snarl, and 
exhortations to universal affection sleep side by side with counsels 
to entire distrust in man. They are probably the * disjecta mem- 
bra' — a pest on the pedantry of Latin! — the scattered limbs of 
several moralists, and in their present incoherency, they remind one 
of that anomalous species of union facetiously styled by grammari- 
ans, a * conjunction ^rjunctive I ' 

The proverbs of Solomon, apart from their inspiration, are of 
clearer and more comprehensive wisdom than all Iho parcemial 
precepts of the world beside. But among them, as Peter said of 
the writings of his brother Paul, there are * some things hard to be 
nnderstood.' As ono instance out of many, I refer to Prov. xxvi. 
4, 5. 'Answer not a fool according to his folly, lest thou also bo 
like unto him ; ' and again, 'Answer a fool according to his folly, lost 
he be wise in liis own conceit' — directions which it requires the 
wit of an (Edipus fully to explain, and the wisdom of Solomon 
himself to act out with appropriate discrimination. 

Among all modem books of that cast, I prefer the * Lacoii * of the 
eccentric Colton. Straggling through the fields of life aAcr the 
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Greek and Roman reapers, he has bound his gleanings into a bun- 
dle scarce inferior to their sheaves in beauty and abundance. If 
hardly equal to some of his Gallic rivals in glitter and acuteness, 
neither has he dazzled the eyes of Tnith with sparkling falsehoods, 
nor pierced the heart of Virtue with the darts of slander, nor sun- 
dered with the sword of sarcasm the fresh-strung nerves of Hope. 
Expressing thoughts at once noble, original, and tnie, in words 
always happy, and in a style at times of almost unrivalled elegance, 
the teachings of his few brief pages are of more value than all the 
tawdry sentiment and flimsy ethics scattered through tlie fifty * par- 
vum in multo * volumes of the LcLst of the Baronets, 

' Dans toutes los conditions,' says La Bniyere, * le pauvre est bien 
proche de Thomme de bien, et I'opulent n*estquere eloigne de la 
friponnerie. Lc savoir-faire et Thabilite ne menent pas jusq 'aux 
enormes richesses.' How shallow and how false I One can hardly 
imagine how a man of his wit and sense could have ventured the 
sweeping declamtion, that poverty is a proof of honesty, and wealth 
of knavery. Every one must see in the world around him that 
riches fall exclusively neither to the good nor to the bad, but some- 
what according to the industry of men, and still more by the 
caprices of Fortune, or, in better language, by the mysterious dis- 
pensations of Heaven. Many of the rich have acquired their 
wealth by discreet and honest industry, and manage it with a 
thoughtful and wise benevolence. Many of the poor, on the con- 
trary, are niggards on a contracted scale, and in their avidity for 
money would engage in any knavery to obtain it. Why have they 
not become rich ? Because they had neither industry, enterprise, 
nor patience, and many constantly laid out their little gains in 
extravagant dross, temporary pleasures, and vicious indulgence. If, 
then, we grant the eager love of money to be a vice, the poor are 
often chargeable wth it to the same extent as the rich, while the 
sum of their moml excellence being still farther lessened by idle- 
ness, impatience, imbecility, and vice, they are left far inferior to 
the wealthy in the scale of character and value. The truth is, the 
larger portion of mankind are dishonest, so far as temptation urges, 
and their courage or their opportunities allow. It is also tnie that 
large numbers of the rich have amassed their fortunes by knavery 
or gross injustice, and that a majority of them have occasionally 
infringed the rules of rigid honesty. And it is certainly no less tnie 
that, in some shape or other, a large plurality of the poor are more 
or less unjust and knavish in their little dealings with each other. 
The proportion of truly upright men is doubtless greater among the 
poor than among the rich, because riches have confessedly a cor- 
rupting influence upon the heart. But this comipting influence of 
wealth has nothing to do with the mode of its acquisition. Tlie 
ranks of the rich are constantly recruited from the crowds of the 
poor, and most of those who arc now rolling in wealth were at first 
but penniless and friendless boys. If, therefore, a majority of the 
.]K)or be radically and tmly honest, so are an almost equal number 
of the rich, who are taken indiscriminately from among the poor. 
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Furthermore, the position that the opulent have generally gained 
their money unfairly, clashes with two other very orthodox and 
ancient proverbs, that * villany never prospers/ and that * honesty is 
the best policy.* I leave those who guide themselves by old saws 
to reconcile these contradictions, and independently of all proverbs 
I form my own opinion ; which is, that riches and power are dis- 
tributed among men with little or no respect of merit, and that 
fraud, however beneficial temporarily and in a coarse, pecuniary 
view, is ruinous, if we regard the sum total of our existence. 

There are many opinions so commonly entertained and so fre- 
quently expressed, that although they have not perhaps attained 
the fixed form of an adage, yet they have the operation, and may 
be considered in the light, of proverbs. These opinions may be 
divided into two classes — generahties in general, and generalities 
in particular. The first arise from men's observing a few instances 
of a given fact, and erecting these instances into an all-embracing 
rale. They consist in such unqualified assertions as these — *Amer-* 
icans are money- worshippers : Frenchmen are fops : rehgionists are 
hypocrites : doctors are pretenders : lawyers are knaves : politicians 
are time-ser\'ers.* These may be termed generalities in general, 
and they generally amount to falsehoods in particular. Unqualified 
assertions are usually qualified hcs ; for every thing in this world is 
a commixture of good and evil. What is good at one time, is bad 
at another; or what is good in itself is bad from its circumstances 
and adjuncts, or bad in comparison with something better. He, 
therefore, who affirms a thing to be good or bad absolutely, entirely, 
and at all times, commonly affirms more than is tnie, or, in other 
wonls, affirms a restricted falsehood. 

Generalities in particular arc derivative generalities, and the 
detection of their falsity requires a double analysis. Af\er gener- 
alities in general have been established by a course of false reason- 
ing, generalities in particular are inferred by a process of similar 
sophistry reversed, and an unfair deduction from an unsound 
predicate derives specific falsehoods from a gcnerical untni^i. 
Like that famous tree of the Indies, whose branches droop down- 
ward to the ground, and take root, and rise again, and descend once 
more, and rise afresh, till the central trunk is guarded by a youthful 
forest, and clings to its native earth by a thousand vegetable arms ; 
80 one of these comprehensive untruths sends forth its ramifications 
of misUike, which spring upward in a fresh growth of reproductive 
errors, till they are all fastened to the soil of the social mind by 
numberless and ineradicable roots, and the parent falsehood stands, 
surrounded by a giant progeny of lies. Here is the reasoning. 
Such a class of men are bad in general ; therefore, this particular 
individual is worthless. Lawyers are usually dishonest men ; ergo^ 
this individual lawyer is a knave.' Here is the same beautiful logic 
reversed. * I have heard of some cruel slave-holders ; therefore, 
cverj- slave-holder is a bloody tyrant. I have seen ^ome haughty 
and oppressive * millionaires ; ' ergo, all the opulent are purse-proud 
and unfeeling aristocrats.' These are the foolish generalities of 
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opinion and assertion, which have caused so many misunderstand- 
ings, suspicions, antipathies, and heart-burnings among the classes 
of society, the sects of religion, and the nations of men. He who 
should believe in the infallibility, and guide himself by the direc- 
tions, of accredited opinions, and undisputed proverbs, would often 
be wofuUy puzzled by their divergent counsels and oontradictorj 
assertions. They often uphold as unfailing truths things that are 
true but in a majority or even a measureless minority of instances, 
and that according to extraneous contingencies. 

For example, in speaking of heirs they represent them as univer- 
sally a race of spendthrifts. Now they may, or may not, be so, 
according to their peculiar dispositions. Doubtless the acquisition 
of wealth by inheritance is less calculated to impress its possessor 
with a prudent estimate of its value than its accumulation by 'eating 
the bread of carefulness.' Yet thousands of legatees are more 
miserly than their legators, and thousands more manage their inhe- 
ritances with discreet liberality. 

It is said that intemperance aUoays hardens the heart Far be it 
from me to play the sophist in favor of excess, or to deny its natiual 
tendency to blunt the feelings, and bnitalize the soul. But, though 
I know not how it is, I have seen many, who, amid the ruins of their 
character and the withering of their hopes, seemed only to grow tlie 
more tender, generous, and self-sacrificing, and while shrinking 
from the coldness of their connections and the contempt of the 
world, overflowed with affection toward all mankind. A few years 
since I chanced to sit by the death-bed of one, who had drank up a 
fine estate, and brought down his once full and muscular form to a 
shrunken, fleshless frame — a very skeleton. That man would, at 
any time, have periled his life for another ; and, when in his cups, 
would have rushed on inc^^table death for the meanest of his kind. 
And even then, as he lay now writhing in pain, now fainting with 
feebleness, forgetful of his own sufferings and danger, he followed 
all my motions with his eyes, constantly beckoned to the servants 
t^ attend to my wants, and watched me, stranger as I was, with an 
anxious tenderness, wliich almost choked me with tears. Peace be 
with thee, poor Ned I May the earth rest lighter on thy heart than 
did the scorn of thy kindred! The adamantine chains of habit 
bound thee to degradation, and dnigjj:ed thee to the grave — but a 
truer and kinder spirit never dwelt within a human breast I 

A common maxim is, that ' old maids ' are peevish, tea-drinking, 
scandal -loving bodies. Many old maids arc so ; for their constant 
exposure to imfeeling derision renders them the first; sympathy 
with each other's condition gives them the second habit ; and the 
weakness of human nature prompts them to envy and detract from 
those whom they deem more fortunate than themselves. But there 
are many of these slandered sisters who never coveted the double 
blessedness they are supposed to envy; who are too independent to 
sigh for gilded compliments and hollow homage ; and arc quite con- 
tent to live in isolated virtue, and die in solitary peace. Yes I 
thousands of these unappropriated ' units ' have been mellowed by 



1843.] 7%e Folygtm Papers. 127 

the touch of Time, till they have become the v^ry models of 
womanhood ; modest and intelligent, just and generous, mild and 
chaiitable ; aiding by their labors, consoling by their words, enlight- 
ening by their wisdom, and instructing by the beautiful teachings 
of uniform example. Hannah More is at the head of the female 
world. 

It is a frequent remark that the sons of eminent men are rarely 
eminent. Now eminence is rare in every class of society — for it is 
a relative term, meaning uncommon excellence, and of course, it 
cannot be very common. But I think. the proportion at least 8is 
large among the offspring of the great as among the children of the 
obscure. If among the former, vice too often consumes the ener- 
gies of the spirit, and parasites persuade them that greatness is the 
privilege of their birth, and that Elisha will receive the mantle, 
although he walk not in the footsteps of Elijah ; to the latter ' the 
ample page of Knowledge ' has been sealed by stem necessity, and 
'Penury has frozen the genial current of the souL* Not one in 
ten thousand among the sons of the humble has ever attained to 
eminence, and quite eis great a percentage is found among the 
children of the distinguished. The opinion, therefore, is either 
false, or is a stupid truism amounting to this : * Few of the multi- 
tude distinguish themselves by uTicommon merit* 

Another common assertion is, that the sons of very good men are 
generally more profligate than those of others. This proverb con- 
tradicts another adage, that a ' good tree bears good fruit,' and they 
nullify each other. In truth, however, the latter maxim is true, 
agreeing with reason, and verified by experience ; while the former 
is absurd in theory, and false in fact. It forgets the grand principle 
of cause and effect It were, indeed, a strange and mournful com- 
ment on the perverseness of our race, if the pious counsels and 
pure example of an upright father only served to harden and 
degrade the child. Strange were it, most strange and sad, did the 
seeds of a blameless life fail generally of their natural crop, and 
fractify only in acts of guilt and shame. On this theory, the tender 
parent, who would take tlie surest course for securing the integrity 
and welfare of his ofispring, should in his own person display an 
obscene drama of flagitious action, and, like the lawgivers of Sparta, 
infuse in others a disgust of vice by a practical exhibition of her 
foulness. I do not thus believe in the force of contrast, or the 
power of opposites to beget and produce each other. The ordinary 
rale of Nature is, * Like produces like.' The quite common opinion 
that reverses this rule in reference to the children of pious parents, 
arose from the observation of some instances of sad degeneracy, 
and as these were very striking, people forgot the mass of instances 
on the other side of the question, and generalized a few scattering 
exceptions into a universal rule. 

Once more. Many modem novelists, when they wish to be very 
novel and acute, exclaim (in some suitable context) 'Misery loves 
company.' * Ho ! ho I are you there, old Truepenny I * * Misery loves 
company.' And, pray, my fine apoththegmatist, are you deep and 
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original in this remark ? Is it a profound discovery, or is it a shallow 
truism ? Are you very wise, or quite otherwise ? * Misery loves com- 
pany.' And does n't joy love company ? Does not anger long to 
diffuse its fires, confidence to reveal its hopes, and triumph to an- 
nounce its exultations ? Instead of appearing to say something when 
you were saying nothing, why did you not remark in unpretending 
prose that we are sociable, sympathy-craving beings, and love com- 
pany, whether miserable or happy ; and that all our passions, save 
the morose ones, seek for participation ? If you wished to go a httle 
father, and assert a truth, which should not be very brilliant, nor 
entirely unfathomable, you might remark, that if ever our joy or our 
sorrow fly from crowds, it is only because it is unfitted for their 
sympathy or too great for their comprehension. When our happi- 
ness or grief is so intense that it fills all the heart and engages all 
the brain, we withdraw ourselves from all communion, and reverize 
in the selfishness of solitude and silence. 

Here endeth the commentary on the Book of Proverbs. 

POLTOOII. 



STANZAS. 

Along the ruiiri?ed path of life, 

So lonely, wild, and drear ; 
Where nought is heard but toil and strife. 

And noui^ht but cares appear ; 
And where, for every springing flower, 

A thousand thorns arise ; 
And joy's uncertain, fleetin/i? hour, 

Like meteor glows, and dies. 

There is a light that brightly shines 

Mi4 |)assion's wildest rage, 
A charm around the heart that twines. 

From childhood up to age ; 
That light, that charm, when storms are nigfa, 

Like heaven*s own beams appear. 
The light, it glows from Beauty's eye : 

The charm is Woman^s tear. 

Tlie monarch on his lofty throne, 

Tlic lowly village swain, 
Alike their magic influence own, 

And Ik>w beneath their reign. 
When wavers Hope's unsteady light. 

And dark is Reason's ray, 
Oh, then, with radiance pure and bright, 

They guide our dreary way. 

E'en at the last and solemn hour. 

When shadows dark appal, 
The spirit owns their mystic power. 

Ana lingers at their call. 
And when above the turf-cro^^Tied grave, 

Its head the willow rears, 
Brighter and greener does it wave, 

Bedewed by Woman's tears. 
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THE QUOD CORRESPONDENCE 



i^arrg i^arson. 



CHArTcn hMcvtsra. 

Pacing up and down the small room, and muttering to himself in 
broken sentences, with his brows knit, at one time hugging his arms 
tight to his breast, at another flinging them over his head, snapping 
his fingers, or rubbing his hands together, and chuckling to himself^ 
in that low, mocking tone which was peculiar to him. Rust spent 
the short interval that elapsed between the departure and return of 
Komicker. 

When he came to the office on that afternoon, and discovered the 
character of the persons who during his absence had made it their 
haunt, his first impulse had been to rid himself of them in the most 
summary manner ; nor would he have hesitated to have done so but 
for the fear that Komicker might regard such a proceeding as tanta- 
mount to taking the same step toward himself, and might break 
with him immediately, when he could but illy spare him. Deter- 
mining, however, to reap some advantage from his situation, he set 
to work during the dinner to effect two objects ; the first of which, 
being to quell the spirits of his clerk, was completely successful ; 
but in the second, which was to discover something against Kor- 
nicker by which he might hold not only that gentleman's actions but 
his conscience in check, and finally break him down, until he became 
a mere machine, to obey blindly whatever was dictated to him, he 
failed utterly. Nothing wels discovered on which he could hang a 
menace; no burglary, no swindling, no embezzlement, no fraud; 
not even a petty contemptible theft; nothing that could subject him 
to fine or imprisonment, even for a single day ; for Kornicker, though 
a vagabond of the first water, still stood out stoutly for principles ; 
of which he had established a code to suit himself, somewhat ])ecu- 
liar in character, but which carried him along more safely, and with 
less to answer for, here and hereafter, than many who boast a nicer 
creed; and to whom God has granted greater gifts and more 
extended opportunities. Rust had mistaken his man. Komicker 
never deserted a friend in trouble ; his hand was never tight shut 
against the solicitations of others, even though that hand might con- 
tain but a shilling ; and often and often, the whine of a beggar had 
drawn his last copper from him, when he knew not whither to turn 
for another. Rust, however, was not daunted ; for he believed no 
man so immaculate but that at some time or other he had brought 
himself within reach of the iron arm of the law. ' Patience, 
patience ! ' thought he ; ' time will bring that too, and then he will 
be mine ; all mine ! ' 

VOL. zxii. 17 



130 The Quod Correspondence. [August, 

His revery, and these thoughts which formed a very essential part 
of it, were cut short by the arrival of the subject of them, followed 
by the small boy who had officiated as waiter, bearing a large bas- 
ket ; and who, according to the established usage of all waiters, on 
entering a room which they intend to quit at any period on the same 
day, left the door open to facilitate such proceeding. 

* Shut the door I * said Rust, sharply. 

The boy obeyed the order instantly ; and as was intended, the 
stem, abrupt tone in which it was spoken had a very decided effect 
upon Komickcr, who slunk into a seat, near the window, and began 
to look abstractedly at the ceiling. 

* It 's growing dark,' said Rust, turning to him. * Will you oblige 
me by lighting a candle ? ' 

There was a show of civility in the wording of this request ; but 
the tone and manner were as peremptory as in liis abrupt order to 
the boy ; and it was obeyed with such nervous alacrity that Kor- 
nicker succeeded not only in fulfilling it, but in burning his own fin- 
ger; whereupon he placed the candle on the mantel-piece, and blew 
upon the afflicted member with great vociferation. 

*Ah I ' said Rust, his thin lip curling, * it 's a pity ; especially as 
it 's entirely gratuitous. I asked you to light the candle, not your 
finger.* 

Komicker stopped abruptly, and probably somewhat stimulated 
by the pain, advanced a step toward him ; and looking him steadily 
in the face, said : * Thunder I man ; let me tell you * 

'Certainly,' interrupted Rust, bowing with his hand on his heart, 
and his eyes closed, with an expression of profound humility, * tell 
me whatever you please ; I shall be delighted to obtain information 
of any kind. Michael Rust is always in search of knowledge. 
Pray go on with your communication. From its opening I should 
think that it was on the subject of atmospheric electricity ; though 
perhaps it may treat of burjis, or candles, or even of dinner parties 
for four ; or of the various modes of keeping promises ; or perhaps 
you intend to show some new process by which a dinner contract 
for one may be made to include five. Tlie world's improving; per- 
haps mathematical calculations are advancing also, and I may be 
behind the age. But no matter; whatever it is, emanating from 
such a source as Mr. Komicker, Mr. Edwnrd Komicker, it must be 
valuable. Go on, Edward. My dear Edward; do go on. Bless 
me ! how slow you are I ' 

Komickcr, completely staggered by the list of topics which Rust 
enumerated, each of which was foreign to what he had to say, and 
each of which suggested something disagreeable, stared at him for 
a moment or two in sore perplexity ; and then, instead of continuing 
his remarks, merely shook his head, muttered something between 
his teeth about ' a hard horse to ride,' and finding that blowing had 
not assuaged the pain of his finger, had recourse to the other usual 
remedy; and putting it in his mouth, sucked it apparently with 
much satisfaction. 

' You do not proceed,' said Rust, after waiting with an air of pro- 
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found attention ; ' I 'm sorry, vert/ sorry ; for I *ve no doubt that we 've 
lost much. You shouldn't have been diffident; you had quite a 
small audience ; only two ; one of them a boy, and the other an old 
fool, you know ; and we would have made all allowance for youth- 
ful embarrassment.' 

Komicker, however, had so completely altered his mind that he 
made no other response than that of dmwing his linger from his 
mouth, with a sudden noise like the popping of a cork out of a bot- 
tle ; and holding it to the light, examined it with an air of anxious 
and sympathizing investigation ; as if saying to it, * Never mind, old 
finger; don't let his remarks trouble you. /'m your friend. I'll 
stand by you ; ' which, doubtless, he intended to do, and did. Hav- 
ing concluded his examination, and his mental assurances of devo- 
tion to his afflicted member, he took a seat at the window, and 
looked out in the darkness. Rust in the mean time continued his 
remarks in the same strain ; but as he went on Mr Komicker began 
to show signs of restiveness ; shaking his head in a sudden and 
positive manner, as if giving a sharp negative to some imaginary 
request ; drawing in his breath between his teeth, with a whistling 
sound, and snuffing with extraordinary frequency and vehemence. 

'A pleasant prospect that I The view from the window is very 
picturesque, particularly by candle-light,' said Rust, whose eye had 
not been off his clerk for a moment. * I think it embraces a broken 
window and an old hat; although you may not be able to see them 
in this light, as they are at least ten feet off I hope you enjoy it* 

* Suppose I do ? ' said Komicker, turning short round, placing a 
fist on each knee, and looking up at Rust with an eye brimming 
with dogged sulkiness; *and suppose I don't; what then? what 
concern is that of yours ? I came here to do your work ; not to give 
an account of my thoughts or tastes.' 

* Right ! very right I ' replied Rust, who saw that he had pushed 
matters as far as was prudent ; and that any farther direct attempt 
at annoyance, might result in open rebellion upon the part of his 
clerk ; but at the same time it was no part of his policy to appear to 
yield to this angry expostulation ; so he merely repeated what he 
had just said : * Very, very right, Mr. Komicker ; so you do my work, 
I care not a straw for your thoughts or tastes ; and I haw work for 
you, of which I will speak to you presently.' 

Turning to the boy, who was removing the things from the table 
and placing them in a large basket, he asked : * Were you acquainted 
with the persons who dined here to-day ? ' 

The boy, who at that moment was invisible with the exception of 
a rear view of his legs, and of that portion of his body to which 
they were immediately attached, the rest of his person being busy at 
the bottom of the basket, in a struggle with the remnants of the roast 
beef, rose slowly to an upright attitude, and turning roimd, some- 
what red in the face, asked if Rust was speaking to him ; and on 
being answered in the affirmative, and the question being repeated, 
he nodded, and said : ' He rather thought he ought to be, and 
should n't be surprised to find out that he was, if waitin' on 'em, not 
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once, nor twice, nor three times, nor foiu: times, was one of the 
avenues to their acquaintance.* 

* Then you do know them ? said Kust,, to whom this reply was 
rather enigmatical. 

* In course I do ; all to pieces ! ' replied the boy. 

This whole sentence, from the look and gesture which accompa- 
nied it, Rust took to be a strong affirmative. 

* Who are they ? ' 

* Ax him ; * replied the boy, indicating Komicker by a nod of his 
head. * But do n't i/ou know ? My eyes I I thought you know'd 
'em all. If I did n't I 'm bu'st ! ' 

Having given utterance to this elegant expression, he forthwith 
plunged into the basket, and, with the exception of his aforesaid 
legs, was seen no more, until Rust told him * to be quick,' when he 
again emerged, with a piece of meat in his mouth ; and shouldering 
the basket, staggered out of the cpom, telling Rust ' that if he did n't 
shut the door himself this time, he suspected it would be lefl open ; 
as he had but one pair of hands, and that pair was full.' 

While these words were passing between Rust and the boy, Kor- 
nicker sat in the window in silence ; but ever and anon, turning 
about and fastening his eye on the feet of his employer, he slowly 
perused him from his toes to the crown of his head; and then 
revised him downward to his feet, with an unflinching stare, gen- 
erally pausing at the eyes, with an expression by no means amia- 
ble; and concluding his examination by a shake of the head, 
accompanied by that same drawing in of the breath already 
described. 

In truth, Kornicker was gradually beginning to entertain the idea 
of throwing himself bodily upon Rust ; of pummelling and mauling 
him, until he was a jelly ; of flinging him promiscuously under the 
table, to keep company with the blacking-bmshes, and a ragged 
csoverlet which lay there, being part of Mr. Komicker's sleeping 
establishment; then of rushing into the street, cutting his employer, 
throwing himself into the arms of his absent friends, and of setting 
up for himself, from that time forth. As these dim resolutions 
acquired strength, he began to straighten himself, look Rust full in 
the face, flnger his snuff-box with vast nonchalance, indulge a low 
whistle, and once or twice he even worked his arms and shoulders 
backward and forward, as if tugging at an imaginary oar, or as if for 
the purpose of developing his strength, for some unusual per- 
formance. 

These and various other indications of a resuscitation of spirits 
did not escape the quick eye of Rust, who saw that he could ven- 
ture no farther; and after standing for some time with his arms 
folded, and his eyes fastened on the floor, he turned to Komicker 
and said, in a tone very diiferent from any which he had hitherto 
assumed : 

* I have appeared to you to act strangely to-night, eh ? ' 

* D — d if you hav'n*t I ' replied that gentleman, laconically. 

' I supposed so,' said Rust ; ' but I came here harassed, perhaps 
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cornered ; as a wild beast would seek his den, for quiet and repose ; 
and to endeavor to extricate myself from troubles which are thick 
upon me ; and I found it the resort of — what?' 

He paused and looked at Komicker, who not knowing exactly 
under what head to class the individuals who had passed the after- 
noon there, remained perfectly silent. 

* It was not right/ said Kust. * It was not right ; but no matter 
for that now. I have work on hand which must be attended to at 
once. Bring your chair to the table.* 

Komicker in compliance with this request, and not a little molli- 
fied by Rust's change of manner, dragged his chair to the place 
designated, swung it to its feet, sat himself down on it, and leaning 
his elbow on the table and his cheek on his hand, waited for the 
other to open his communication. 

Taking a large pocket-book from his pocket. Rust ran his eye 
over a number of papers wliich were folded up in it, and finally 
selected two, which he placed on the table in front of him. 

* There they are, at last Those are the ones ; ' said he, pushing 
them toward Komicker. 

The clerk took them up one after the other, holding an end in 
each hand, and carefully viewed them from side to side ; after which 
' he replaced them on the table, and observed, partly by way of 
remark and partly in soliloquy : ' Two promissory notes ; Enoch 
Grosket maker ; in favor of Ezra Ikes, for fifteen hundred dollars 
each ; due six months ago.' 

'.And indorsed by Ikes, to Michael Rust;' contimied Rust, taking 
tip the phrase where Komicker had left off! * Indorsed to Michael 
Rust ; that 's me ! ' said Rust, looking eagerly in his eyes, and press- 
ing his thin finger on his own breast : * me — me — me I ' 

* If you tell me that by way of news, you 're late in the day, 
man ; ' replied the other. I know that Michael Rust is you, and 
that you are Michael Rust ; I think I ought to.' And for the first 
time in the course of that evening, Komicker closed his eyes, and 
shook inwardly ; thereby indicating that he was enjoying a hearty 
laugh. 

* You will take these notes,' said Rust, without paying any regard 
either to his merriment or his observation, ' and sue on them at 
once ; arrest Grosket, fling him into prison, and there let him lie and 
rot, until his stubborn heart be broken ; until he crawl to my very 
feet and lick the dust from them. Ho ! ho ! would that he were 
there now, that I might spum him I If he will not bend, why then,* 
muttered he, setting his teeth, and his black eye dilating, ' let him 
Us ; his blood be upon his own head. The fool ! the vain, weak, 
short-sighted fool ! He knew not that I had these in my grasp,' 
said he, taking up the notes and shaking them as if in menace at 
the object of his "wrath. * Now let him writhe in his den ; and moan, 
and rave, and blaspheme to the walls that shut him in. There is no 
escape ; no means of borrowing three thousand dollars. No, no ; 
the jail is his home ; the felon his room-mate ; ho ! ho ! What a 
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glorious thing law is I Now then, Enoch, friend Enoch I conscUn' 
tious Enoch I we '11 see in whose hand the game lies I * 

There is always something in the display of any fierce emotion, 
no matter how subdued may be the manner or tone it assumes, so 
it be connected with stem, unflinching purpose, that quells all lighter 
feelings in others ; and there was that in the glowing eye of Rust, 
and in the convulsive working of his thin features, and in the sharp, 
hissing tones of his voice, although he spoke scarcely above a whis- 
per, which effectually banished from Komicker all farther inclination 
for merriment ; but at the same time he felt no great complacency 
in being in the employ of a man who kept such dark and bitter 
feelings garnered up in his heart. 

* Is it Enoch Grosket, the one who used to be here, you want put 
in limbo ? ' inquired he, after looking in the face which bent over 
his, for nearly a minute ; ' why, I thought ' 

* T/iink what you please,' replied Rust, fiercely. ' I explain my 
motives to none. My instnictions to you are simple. Get the 
money for these notes from Enoch Grosket, down to the last far- 
thing. Listen to no ofl^ers of compromise ; and whatever law will 
do toward adding wretchedness to poverty, let him feel I * 

Rust spoke sternly and peremptorily, too much so for his own 
purpose ; for he observed that Komicker eyed him with a look of 
suspicion, and once or twice shook his head, as if the duty prescribed 
did not suit his taste. He saw that he must play liis cards nicely ; 
and to allay any feeling of compunction which might be gaining 
ground with Komicker, he said, as if speaking to himself: ' Much 
as that man Grosket has wronged me ; much as he has threatened 
me ; anxious as he now is to ruin me ; I '11 deal more fairly with him 
than he has done with me. I '11 be open in all my dealings. I '11 
not stab in the dark, as he has done. He shall know who his oppo- 
nent is; and let him cope with him if he can. * Mr. Komicker,' 
said he, addressing his clerk, as if unconscious that what he had 
just said had reached that gentleman's ear, * be strict in conducting 
that matter with Grosket ; but deal fairly with him. Let every pro- 
ceeding be such as will bear the light; no quirking, nor quibbling; 
no double-dealing ; no, no. Give him law ; law, only law ; that *s 
all I ask. I 'U not let anger sway my actions, whatever effect it may 
have on my words. Did I not step in between him and starvation ? 
Did I not lift himself and liis family from the very dirt ; and for five 
long years did I not furnish the very bread which they ate ; and 
what then ? The viper turned upon me and stung me. Notwith- 
standing all this, Mr. Komicker, I now ask only justice. Other men 
might be revengeful, and might long for his very life ; but it *s not 
so with me ; oh no I no ! Michael Rust seeks only justice, only law. 
Now, Sir, what's the first step you '11 take upon those papers ? ' said 
he, pointing to the notes ; * how will you arrest him ? * 

Komicker threw himself back in his chair, and putting his fingers 
together at the points, and forming two hollows of his hands, looked 
at them with an air of profound deliberation, as if selecting one out 
of several hundred modes of commencing a suit. Having, as he 
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supposed, duly impressed Rust with the importance of the under- 
taking, he took his snuff-box from his pocket, and having balanced 
it for some minutes, in great absence of mind, in one hand, while 
with equal abstraction he held a pinch of snuff between the thumb 
and forefinger of the other, he replied, * that he thought, upon the 
whole, it would be advisable to commence by * capias ; * after which 
he snuffed copiously. 

' How soon can you begin ? ' inquited Kust. 

'As soon as I can get a writ,' replied Komicker, dusting the parti- 
cles of snuff* from his prominent feature with the back of his hand. 
*A blank costs two cents/ 

* Begin at once ; to-night; ' said Rust, pushing a handful of silver 
to him. * Have him in prison before midnight Spare no expense, 
but carry out my views.' 

* Why, you are quick, upon the trigger,' repHed his clerk. * I can 
fill up the writ at once ; but it 's eight o'clock ; the clerk's office is 
shut, and we can't get a seal ; so is the sheriff* 's office, and we can't 
get a deputy. It won't do. We must wait until to-morrow.' 

* Time is gold, now,' muttered Rust, starting up and going to the 
window, against which he leaned his head, whilst his eyes peered 
out in the gloom. ' Had I been warned sooner; had that love- sick 
boy spoken but a few hours earlier, I might have had him in my 
grasp. While I am here, with my hands tied by the empty forms 
of courts and legal proceedings, Grosket, who laughs at them all, is 
at work. Who knows what a single night may bring forth ! In a 
single night, nay, in a single hour, the schemes of a whole life have 
been overthrown ; and with such a man as Grosket to cope with, 
the danger is doubled. Would that I had him here I with no law to 
hold up its warning finger at me ; with my gripe upon his throat ! 
ho I ho ' ho ! Good Enoch I my dear, best-beloved Enoch I would 
that I had you here ! So nothing can be done until t<j.-morrow ? ' 
said he, abruptly, turning to Kornicker, as he recollected that He was 
not alone ; * and I must sit here, shackled, until then ? ' 

* As to the shackles,' Mr. Kornicker replied, * that he knew nothing 
about them ; but as to issuing the writ before morning, it could n't 
be done, that was plump ! ' Saying which, he pushed back the 
money, and thnistiug his hands in his pockets, whistled thoughtfully. 

* You '11 be here early in the morning ? * said Rust. 

* I rather think I will,' replied Kornicker, * unless the house should 
take fire, in which case I shall withdraw.' 

Rust looked at him for an explanation, which Komicker imme- 
diately gave by pointing to the coverlet under the table, and inform- 
ing him that they were then in his bed-chamber ; at the same time 
volunteering the information that during the day the bed itself was 
placed in a spare room in the garret, occupied only by a cat and her 
family ; which said cat and family were a source of much annoy- 
ance to him, from their being addicted to sleeping on liis bed during 
the whole time that it was not occupied for the same purpose by 
himself. 'Cats had n't fl^as ; there was some comfort in that If it 
had been a dog and family, he should have resisted strenuously.' 
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Rust, at the conclusion of his observations, turning to him, merely 
said : ' If nothing can be done here, I must be at work where my 
time will not be lost. I shall expect you to be ready early in the 
morning. Good night I * 

At an early hour on the following day Mr. Komicker sallied out 
of his office, and bent liis steps toward the City Hall, bearing in his 
hand a small slip of printed paper, whereby the Sheriff of the City 
and County of New- York, was commanded by the People of the 
State of New- York, to take the body of Enoch Grosket, defendant, 
if he should be found in* his bailiwick, and him to safely keep, and 
to have him before the Judges of the Supreme Court, on a certain 
day and at a certain place, to answer unto Michael Rust, plaintiff, 
for the non-performance of certain promises and undertakings, etc, 
to the damage of tlie said plaintiff of tlireo thousand dollars. And 
on the back of the same paper was a small memorandum, contain- 
ing a hint to the said sheriff to hold the defendant to bail in six 
thousand dollars. 

Tlius armed and equipped according to law, Mr. Komicker pre- 
sented himself at the sanctum of that officer. It was a small room, 
with a partition a few feet high thrown across it, to shield the sanc- 
tity of the magistrate and his deputies from contaminating contact 
with the rabble members of the bar. Behind this partition was a 
sloping desk, on which lay a number of large ledgers ; and looking 
over one of these, stood a stoutish man, with a round, full face, thin 
whiskers, and an aquiline nose. He hati a gold chain hanging over 
his vest, and there was not a little pretension in the cut of his gar- 
ments. As Mr. Komicker entered, he put his pen in his mouth, 
paused in his emi)loyment, and looked at him over the partition. 

' Here *s a gentleman whose flint wants fixing,' said Komicker, 
handing him the writ. * I want it done at once. Screw him tight* 

The man nodded ; and taking the paper, after glancing at it, 
turned to a person who sat behind the partition, invisible to Kor- 
nicker, and said : ' Mr. Chicken, can't you do this ? ' 

Mr. Chicken rose up ; a mild man, six feet high, surmounted by a 
broad-brimmed hat. from beneath which straggled a few locks of 
hair, which had once been iron gray, but which were now fast verg- 
ing toward white. His nose was bulbous, being neither Roman nor 
pug ; his eyes dark, and paternal in theii* expression ; his neck was 
buried in the folds of a white cravat ; and in his hand he carried a 
cane, probably for the combined purposes of self-aid and self- 
defence. 

Fixing his hat more securely on liis head, and placing his cane 
under his arm, he drew from his pocket a small leathern case, con- 
taining his spectacles ; and having placed them on his nose, and 
adjusted and readjusted them several times, he proceeded to perase 
the document submitted to his inspection. Having completed this, 
he gently inquired if Grosket lived a great way off; and being 
informed that he did not, he said, ' he rather thought he *d like the 
job.* This conclusion having been happily reached, the man with a 
Roman nose entered the writ in one of the ledgers which lay in 
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front of him, after which Mr. Chicken placed it in a large pocket, in 
company with about a dozen documents of the same description, 
and looking afiectionately at his collection, he shook his head with 
a melancholy smile, and said : 

* Folks is beginning to talk of abolishing imprisonment for debt. 
It 's an innivation as will bring no good ; and it 's the hardest- hearted 
proceeding agin us deputies as has been done yet. It 41 use us all 
up. Forty year I 've been a deputy, and never heerd of the like of 
it afore ; never ! never ! Arter this, rascals will be gentlemen, and 
deputies will be beggeurs ! Ah I ' 
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A SAD blow, was this quarrel between her father and Ned 
Somcrs, to Kale Rhoneland ; for so fierce and bitter was the anger 
of the old man, whenever he was alluded to, and so opprobrious 
were the epithets which he showered upon him, that at last his 
name was never mentioned between them. But liad Kate forgotten 
him ? or had she forgotten the day on which he had accidentally 
met her in the street, and had turned about, and walked at her 
side ; and had, among other things, casually told her that he loved 
her more than all the world beside ? Or had she forgotten how she, 
in the same casual manner, had uttered a few words in reply ; but 
how, or what they were, she knew not; except that they made his 
eyes grow bright with smiles, as he whispered in her ear, that she 
was * his own dear little Kate, and had made him very hai)py ;' and 
that they had loitered on, hour after hour, quite forgetting that she 
had any where to go, or any thing to do, or any thing to speak of, 
or think of; or that there was any one else in the wide world but 
themselves ? No, no. Kate had forgotten none of these things. A 
happy day was that I They talked over occurrences which had 
taken place long before. They explained away trifling difficulties, 
and misunderstandings, which had been the source of much thought 
and anxiety to both; and which (although Kate did not confess 
thus much) had often caused her eyes to fill with tears, when she 
was alone, and there were none to sec her; and which accounted 
for the bright drops which her father had sometimes discovered on 
her cheek as she lay asleep, when he came to take a last look at 
her, at night ; and which had caused him to ponder and dream until 
he forgot them amid his own troubles. Thus was that day spent; 
a green spot in memory. Through quiet, out-of-the-way streets, 
they took their way ; through quarters which the bustle of the world 
never reached, and where the rumbling of the city was heard only 
in the distance, like the hum of a mighty hive ; beneath tall trees 
with their long branches drooping to the earth, as if to protect the 
soil which made them so great and beautiful as they were ; and 
their deep green leaves, now glittering with sunlight, now dark in 
shadow, hanging motionless, or quivering on their slender stems, 
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with a scarcely audible sound, as if whisperiag to each other ; and 
through the thick foliage were glimpses of the blue sky, with here 
and there a fleecy cloud loitering on its broad bosom, like a sail at 
sea ; while beneath, the earth was checkered with a mosaic of hght 
and shadow. Who can tell the happiness of those young hearts 
on that day I Who can tell why sky and earth seemed so beautiful; 
and even the faded old houses about them, pent up in dim streets 
with great trees nddding over them like dozing sentinels, seemed 
to wear a gay, glad look ? 

How much they had to say ! And yet when it was said, and they 
had parted, and Kate was recalling it to mind in her own room, 
how little there was in it ! How familiarly she had leaned on his 
arm, as if she had known him from childhood ! and how fondly he 
looked down in her face I and how strange it seemed to call him 
Ned, whom she had never before addressed except as Mr. Somers. 
Yet, * Ned ' sounded better. Much better than * Mr. Somers ; * and so 
did *Kate,' than *Miss Rhoneland.* Poor little Kate ! There was 
much food for thought in all that had passed that day ; much food 
for happy thought. All that had occurred was dreamed over ; and 
never had time flown by so rapidly. How surprised she had been, 
on hearing a clock striking the hour, to discover that he and she had 
been walking together for four long hours, and that Ned, like a 
downright-vagabond, as he was, and as she told him that he was, 
had contrived (she of course not being aware of the matter) to get 
her at the longest possible distance from home ; so that, when they 
returned it took them a good hour to get back ; nor did he even 
then, as she shrewdly suspected, select the most direct course ; but 
as she was not certain on this point, she said nothing about it ; but 
merely told him, * that she would be careful the next time she 
trusted herself to his guidance ; * which no doubt she w^s. 

Well I the happiest day in our lives must have an end ; and that 
day, which certainly was the happiest one in the life even of Kate, 
who, up to that time, had had little to make life other than a bright 
dream, at last came to an end ; or at least the time which most con- 
tributed to make it all that it was, was past, and Ned Somers was 
gone, having escorted her to the door and even into the entry, from 
which, however, he retreated with some precipitancy on discover- 
ing that he had inadvertently, for the first time in his life, pressed 
his lips to hers, and that if he remained there, the same inadvertent 
oflfence might be repeated to an indefinite extent ; an occurrence 
which, of course, under present circumstances, could not fail to be 
in the highest degree lacerating to the feelings of both. 

She never spoke to her father about what Ned had said ; for Ned 
had told her that he did not wish to ask her of liim until he could 
look him in the face, and tell him * that he could support her as she 
always had been, accustomed to be supported ; and that it was his 
daughter, and only his daughter, that he asked.* He told her, too, 
that that time would come soon, and that they were both young, (for 
Kate was then barely sixteen,) and Kate had said, * Oh yes, entirely 
too young to get married,' although Somers had difiered from her 
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on that score ; bat from that day forth, Ned had constantly been at 
the house at all hours, until he was regarded as one of themselves, 
and grew to be almost as great a favorite with the old man as with 
Kate herself; and both looked hopefully forward to the time when 
!Ned*s prospects, which were already brightening fast, should be 
firmly established, without anticipating obstacles of any kind from 
Rhoneland. 

Things had gone on thns until Michael Rust came; and with 
him came a change in all else. There was evidently something 
between him and Khoneland, hidden from all others, which had a 
powerful influence upon the latter, who more than once spoke to 
Kate of the great wealth of their new guest, inculcating upon her 
respect and deference to himi At other times the old man spoke to 
her of observing a strict economy ; of saving every farthing, to lay 
it up in case of need, speaking of gold as if it were omnipotent; 
and seeming to gloat over it with a miser's hunger; yet such had 
never been his disposition until Michael Rust came. But that was 
not all ; for, although it would almost have broken her heart to see 
the fine-sourd old man, which her father always had been, sinking 
down into a mere machine for hoarding dollars, with no other 
instinct or aim in life ; it was not that, however, which lay heaviest 
at her heart. From what had dropped from him at intervals, she 
knew that there was a stronger bond between him and Rust than 
the mere obsequiousness which avarice pays to wealth. There 
was the quick, restless motion of the body when Rust's name was 
mentioned ; the watchful, irresolute glance of the eye when he 
was present ; ever ready to detect his slightest movement, like the 
look of a person ever in fear, and ever on his guard against attack. 
There was the nervous, anxious desire to propitiate, to anticipate 
any thing which he might desire ; to remove any thing which might 
give ofience ; and unaccompanied by any of those tokens of good- 
will which indicate that these acts spring from the heart and not 
from the fears ; all showing that whatever tie might connect them, 
it was not that of love on the part of Rhoneland. 

At last Rust, who for a long time had troubled himself about 
none but Rhoneland, seemed to discover that he had a daughter, 
and that that daughter was exceedingly beautiful, and that the old 
man doted on her. He also discovered that a certain young man 
by the name of Edward Somers came to the house frequently ; 
much more frequently than was proper for a young man not con- 
nected with the family, and not desirous of being connected with 
it ; and not having any thing in particular to bring him there, as 
Ned certainly did not say that he had. Having made this dis- 
covery, and thinking it desirable to get Somers out of the way, he set 
to work to attack his character, not openly, but in that most assassin- 
like of all modes, by throwing out mysterious innuendoes ; by occa- 
sional whispers in the ear of old Rhoneland, and by repeating rumors 
which he had heard ; but which of course he did not beheve, and 
which he mentioned only that his friend Jacob might know what 
absurd stories were afloat. They were never repeated, however, in 
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the presence of Kate, but only to the old man when he and Rust 
were alone ; Rhoneland, however, stood out stoutly for his young 
friend. He said, * that he had seen much of him, and never any 
thing amiss ; that the reports were lies, for there were great liars 
in the world, and he did not believe them/ Neither did Rust 
*He was astonished that people would circulate such tales; for 
from all that he had seen of Ned, he was a fine, frank, open- 
hearted fellow, although he must confess, that all who seemed so 
were not so ; and that he had not liked Ned at first, for he thought 
that he had a * down look,' (which, by the way, was rather remark- 
able, as Ned always held his head peculiarly erect, as if to look all 
the world in the face.) Rust, however, kept at work, rasping, and 
rubbing, and picking away at Ned's chamcter ; inventing a thousand 
things which had never happened, and whispering to the old man, 
under promises of secresy, remarks which Ned had made of him, 
which were not very respectful, and which Rust was surprised 
(considering what a fine fellow Ned was, although others had a 
different opinion of him) that Ned should make. Whatever may 
have been the cause of his want of success, it is certain that it was 
not very great, until the conversation with Harson opened Rhone- 
land's eyes for the first time to a fact which he had never before 
suspected ; that Ned's visits were paid to his daughter and not to 
himself; and that his child had given her affections to him. On 
the back of that came the encounter with Michael Rust, and his 
insinuations, that Ned was hovering round his daughter with the 
purpose of dragging her from him, and deserting her when there 
was no hope left for her but the gmve. 

No wonder then that when Somers was driven from the house, 
the old man hugged his daughter in his arms, and wept over her, 
and kissed her Ihir forehead, and pressed her face to his bosom, and 
rested his cheek upon her head, while his whole frame shook with 
heavy sobs, of mingled joy and indignation ; nor that he kept near 
her the whole of that day, scarcely suffering her to quit his sight, 
locking the house door and always opening it himself when there 
was a knock, lest it should be Somers, returning to lure his child 
from him. Over and over again he begged her not to leave him ; 
conjuring her not to see Somers again, and telling her that Ned was 
a scoimdrel, and that the only mode of saving herself from destruc- 
tion was by never meeting him again. 

And did Kate never see Somers again? But once and only 
once. She knew that her father wronged him. She knew how 
long and patiently he had been waiting and working for her. She 
knew loo that Michael Rust had his own designs upon her ; for she 
was not blind, and Michael Rust's admiration was too imdisguised, 
and his speech too devoid of concealment to leave her in doubt 
She knew too, although he had studiously concealed it from her, 
that he was Ned's enemy, and that he wished to rid himself of a 
rival ; and she strongly suspected that he was at the bottom of this 
whole matter. She knew all this, and she thought, that now that 
the worst had taken place, that Ned should know it too ; for she 
had hitherto concealed much of it, lest it should lead to difficulties 
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between Somers and her father's guest. But nothing was to be 
gained by concealment now ; and she fch, that to see Somers, to tell 
him all that she knew, all that she had seen, all that she had heard, 
and all that she suspected, was but her duty, and that to refrain 
from doing so would be very, very wrong. If she erred, it was an 
error which many will forgive. 

And imder this conviction, she met him again, with her young 
heart full almost to bursting. She met him to tell him every thing 
that she knew or suspected of Rust, and his plans with reference 
to herself, and to caution him against him ; to tell him to watch 
him ; but above all, to incur no risk himself; to tell him that he and 
she must meet no more until he could vindicate his name to her 
father ; to assure him, whatever others might say, or do, or think, 
that she believed not tlie slanders circulated against him ; to beg 
him, that whatever others might say of her, or whatever attempts 
might be made to separate them, or whatever tales might be fabri- 
cated to make him doubt her faith and love, to believe them not ; to 
set them down as the base coinage of a baser heart ; and to believe 
that she loved him still ; that in her heart of hearts he was still the 
same to her that he always had been ; and that he ever would be, 
until that heart ceased to beat. She said this, and she said a 
thousand times more, for she was meeting him with the full resolve 
to meet him no more ; with the full knowledge that their parting 
must be at all events a long one, perhaps a final one. 

They went over the same spots which they had lingered over in 
happier days ; the same out-of-the-way haunts, where there were 
few to observe them ; under the same old trees which stretched out 
their long branches, now naked and stripped of foliage ; along the 
same bye-streets which they had selected on the day when he first 
learned that she loved him. They spoke but little ; for all that Ned 
could do was to assert that the tales which had been repealed to 
her father were false ; to wonder who the slanderer was, breathe 
forth vengeance against him, and to suggest the propriety of bela- 
boring Rust soundly, and running the risk of the flogging failing on 
the right shoulders. And all that Kate could say in return was to 
repeat her utter disbelief in every thing that went to show that Ned 
was not all that she had supposed and wished him to be. 

Thus the day lingered on, and the time came for parting. They 
said but little, for there were no bright prospects to cheer them on : 
a few words of encouragement faintly spoken, for their hearts whis- 
pered that they were vain ; a few broken words of hope, uttered in 
60 sad a tone that they seemed a mockery ; a stifled 'God bless yon, 
Kate I* as he pressed her to his heart ; a *Good by, Ned,' half sobbed, 
and they parted, and Kate hurried to her own room ; and hiding her 
face in her hands wept the bitterest tears that she had ever shed in 
her life. But the agony was over ; they had parted ; and now she 
told her father that they had met ; and why ; and that they were to 
meet no more until he could vindicate himself The old man heard 
her out, contrary to her expectations, without an expression of 
anger, and merely said, that ' it was very well, as it was ; that she 
did right to see him no more ; * and that was alL 
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IMPROMPT D. 



W&XTTBN OK BBOSIVIVO ^ ROaS-BOO FKOM A PAST 



Methinks thy gift to wandering bard, 
Who weaves for thee this careless strain, 

Will prove an amulet to guard 
From outward ill and inward pain. 

Oh, precious is the bud to me ! 

On thy fair bosom once it lay ; 
For richest pearl in Indian sea, 

I would not barter it away. 

V 

Thy touch hath made it, leaf and stem, 
A priceless and a hallowed thing, 

^^t for Titania's diadem. 
While dancing in the fairy ring. 

When faded its voluptuous hue, 
A life will linger in the flower, 

Tliat needeth not sustaining dew, 
Or golden sunshine's nursing power. 

By day and in the hush o( night, 
GriePs shadow from my brow to chase, 

Its leaves will summon back to sight 
Thy graceful form and classic face. 

Thanks for the gift ! its leaflet fair 
Of thy young heart is emblem sweet ; 

Plac« in this b^iom may it share, 
When lifeless in my winding-sheet ! 

To the bard's dreamy, gorgeous land 

In spirit may ^we often fly. 
And wander, sbadowy hand in hand. 

Through rose- wreathed halls of fantasy. 

What nonsense have I written down ? 

I am not self-possessed to-day ; 
On brow the world hath taught to frown, 

The light of song should ticver play. 

Can witch Imagination warm 

A heart whose passion-streams are dry? 
Mere man of parchment and of form. 

And slave oif wrangling fools, am I. 

• 

Should maid; then, blest like thee, require 
From me the tributary rhyme ? 

The peerless child of laurel d sire 
Will share his fame in aAer time. 

Thou needest not the praise of one 
From whom life's romance is receding, 

Who haunts a land without a sun. 
The barren realm of special pleading. 
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Farewell * I leave thee with regret, 
. . ^ To Mtnigrgle id the war of life ; 
I would not lor a worid, forget 
Thy words of Hush I I'have a wife : 

And two sweet children, one a boy 
Who wear» the dark hair of his mother, 

And, full of innocence and joy, 

A radiant little gi^i the other. 

New- rarir, Jmu 25, 1643. William h. c. Bos 
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Old Amssucak Baixad, 

Thott knowest, Diedrich, that it has long been settled that Noah 
landed in America, and that Moiinrt Ararat is in the State of New- 
York. I am inclined to believe, from this undoubtedly genuine bal- 
lad, which I discovered in the lining of an old trimk in the garret of 
the principal inn at Ramapo, that the Jews resided here at a much 
later period of their history ; but that has nothing to do with us at 
present. All that I wished to prove by the ballad is, that the great 
wielder of jaw-bones was hen-pecked. So was. Cicero.* So was 
Mr. Liner. Mr. Liner was, beside, pullet-pecked. Miss Catharine 
pecked him. Not that Miss Catharine was by any means ill-natured ; 
for I have seen her only * grin a ghastly ' when she met a rival belle 
better dressed; but she made her poor father keep his eyes open 
night after night, by pinching himself, and by wondering at her 
astonishing strength of limb, .* effera vis cruruml as he delighted to 
call it. And when the old gentleman would hint to his daughter 
that he thought it high time to depart, she would meet his sugges- 
tion by a decided negative : * Oh no I not yet, pa I * pronounced with 
that sweet asperity and bitter melUfluousness of manner, which we 
often notice in people whose toes have been trodden upon by a dis- 
tinguished stranger, who apologizes. Metaphysically speaking, her 
tone was a cross be.tween a smile and a snarl. 

In the summer Miss Liner visited at the watering-places — Sara- 
toga, Sharon, Rockaway -r- and returned fully impressed with the 
trHlh of a late traveller's remark : * The social intercourse of Ameri- 
can watering-places may be defined as follows : the gentlemen spit 



* *A:f ille mihl liber cui mnlier imperal ? cui legr^ imponit, pnescribit, jubet,* etc. 
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and the ladies spat' She herself came home with no less than five 
quarrels on her hands, which she was heroical enough not to regret, 
when the five foes gave parties and left her out 

The first year or two of this kind of life was very pleasant ; but 
as winter after winter rolled on its balls, and summer after summer 
found her haunting the same places, and she found herself still 
remaining Liner, a sigh, soil yet spiteful, escaped from her * heaviug 
breast' 

( Nota. — All breasts * heave ' in romances, as if they were Irishmen 
employed in coal-yards.) 

* Why,' whispered she, softly, * can I not find some one on whom 
I may lavish the treasures of afiection that I have been hoarding for 
so many years ? ' 

* There,' hissed she, spitefully, * is that Henrietta Hoogeboom, not 
half so stylish as I am, and a miserable waltzer, and yet she is 
engaged I ' 

One young man, a foreigner from Tobolsk, encouraged by her 
bravos at his performances, did propose ; but was indignantly refused. 
Old Mrs. Liner, who was a little k la Malaprop, said, crimson with 
rage, that she * would n't make use of him as a foot-pad.' Had the 
youth from Tobolsk asked a few years later, he would have been 
accepted. A man can carry ofl^" any single woman, if he only 
chooses the right time. Drowning men are said to catch at straws. 
It may be so. We have never witnessed a drown, and cannot Ray : 
but spinsters about sinking into the vast profound of old-maidism 
do catch at straw men. This we can assert. 

No good parti offered. Attention too began to be scanty. The 
world of beaux, empty-stomach'd as empty-hearted, rushed to her 
balls to enjoy the suppers, and to dance with newer belles. They 
were smiling but unsatisfactory. Now and then some eager debu- 
tant would claim her hand for a waltz, and lead her off in triumph, 
amid the sneers of the experienced. Pardon us, good friends, if we 
again recur to the romance, the analyses of which we have been 
giving you : 

' The ball room was bright and beautiful. Two thousand candles 
shone in the lofty rooms ; two hundred belles fiashed as they sidled 
in the waltz and simpered in the cotillion. The * middle ages ' line 
the walls ; capped, sitting bolt upright, wide awake, smiUng, but 
looking out like highwaymen for rich young men. Tarpenny 
descends from the dressing-room, and trembles. It is his fourth 
party. Simple-minded youth I lie feels the arduous nature of his 
undertaking. He gives his hair the last adorning touch, the coup de 
grace ; with hands glued to sides, he enters, fixes his eye upon the 
hostess, and rushes headlong at her. Politeness urges her to 
advance to meet him ; self-preservation prompts her to avoid. 
Convulsively forward jerks his hand, eager for a shake ; two taper 
fingers only, cautiously advanced, are feebly placed within his 
grasp. His friendly force betrays him ; he shakes the air ; loses his 
balance; hops upon one foot While on the hop, his rosy face 
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meets a cognizant female eye. He hows upon one leg, totters 
still, and half falls against a man of muslin. He jumps away, mut- 
tering an indistinct 'Pardon!* With a hot, painful sensation in the 
face, he takes refuge behind a door, to emerge again when coolness 
brings relief, and the nose no longer glistens. He looks about him, 
and gallantly resolves to dance. Miss Liner meets his inquiring 
eye. When a little boy he had seen beaux about her. It was 
years ago. She is a belle. There can be no doubt about it How 
lucky that she is not engaged ! He sees distinction close at hand, 
and hurries to the hostess. She presents him. He stammers out 
the question. Miss Liner grumbles a * Yes.* He leads her off in 
triumph. Short-sighted mortal ! ' 

Mrs. Liner began to ask, * Why do n't the men come forrard ? * 
and old Liner was heard to mutter : * Quousque tandem Caiy Liner 
abutere patientii nostra ? ' 

Another year, and the last faint spark expired. 

* Why is it Mrs. Liner,' quoth the father, as he was tying his 
night-cap strings, ' that our daughter cannot get a husband ? I know 
very well that Erasmus says, in speaking of women, NvUa bona, 
NiUlus beau ; but we, thank God ! are rich, and I am sure we all 
have tried hard enough. Theje was Shuffleshank, for instance. 
Did not we run after him at balls, plays, concerts, until I got the 
pleurisy, and you a bilious attack ? And Catharine, poor soul I did 
she not dance after him until she wore herself down to a skeleton ? 
and all for nothing ? Something must be done, Mrs. Liner. Gad ! 

I have a plan * A rattling, reverberating snore completed 

Mr. Liner's paragraph ; and soon the married noses, blended in 
harsh discord, pealed a lullaby through the bed-curtains. As to 
Miss Catharine, she looked upon the first part of the proverb, 
*Lhomme propose,* as an absurd and cruel fiction, invented by a 
tantalizing wretch. And when her cousin. Miss Frizzle — who 
like the Scythian in Elian was all face, and poor and ill-natured to 
boot — when Frederica Frizzle, whose physiognomical and moral 
qualifications were forcibly described by one of her friends as 

' NoM carnation^ 
Temper damauon ! * 

when Miss Frizzle, I say, engaged herself to her first offer, a nice 
musical young man, with the slightest possible moustache, then 
Catharine waxed glooni|^, and her snowy batiste was bedewed 
with tears. As the poet hath it : 

* Thronffa fingers tiny 
Streamed the briny.' 

We have now come to the beginning of our story. Miss Liner 
sits weeping upon the sofa, regretting Shuffleshank and her first 
ofier from Tobolsk. It remains for us to see what was Mr. Liner's 

plan. 

VOL. XXII. 19 
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Thk wind is East, what little there it, 

No*th-£Iast by £a«t, and the captain Uyt 

His ship all lady- like in stays, 

Stripped as i'lir as it decent is. 

For inree points ofl'her weather-bow 

The curtain of mist that passed just now 

Has shut the light out suddenly : 

The big bright Eye that over the sea 

Is rolling round unceasingly : 

A dim white-darknesw siireads about, 

And sun, and moon, anu stars are out, 

Alow and aloft ; from Holmes's Hole 

To a point in the eastward not yet known ; 

And where the White Bear, shook from the pole 

By an avalanche, sits perched alone, 

Or floating down to the southern sea 

Stalks round in sullen majesty. 

\Vitb a keen eve out for the wrecked that 

With the breaking surge to his icy home ; 

All over this waste of t<ea and land 

The light \a out — as an unseen Hand 

Had drawn a curtain over at once, 

To cool it all for the sAmmer months. 

The sea rolls laziW-, and Whist, 

As the motions or the whirUng mist ; 

A pantomime of air and sea. 

That hath a solemn witchery, 

Which puzzles the cock, who has the right 

If any one has, to know day-light ; 

But tuvd at last, he gives up, dumb 

With wondering when the mom will come ; 

And after straining his lungs all day, 

Kicks up a row in his family. 

The porpoise out on the fisiiing groimd 

With a running start, comes upward-boond, 

Then skimming alonr the o<*eanV brim, 

And just in tone with its solemn hymn, 

He snorts and blows, with a careless fling 

Of his short bob- tail, as it suited him 

Exceedingly, that sort of thing ; 

Or, startled from her easy swin^. 

The fluttering of a sea-binrs wing. 

The moaning cry of some lost bim. 

Or the dropping of a spar, is heard. 

And sudden, as from eternity, 

Quick to the eye and quickly missed, 

Just in and out of the driving mist, 

A something white moves slowly by, 

And you know that a ship is drilting nigh ; 

A moment in. and a moment out, 

And then with the lull, a smothered shout. 

And all is dull and hushed again 

To the still small talk of the mighty rain ; 

Or the ^ Gravely that never can quiet be 

While a puUe is left in the heaving sea ; 

The gossiping Graves, now ofl' the lee 

You may near them muttering, either side, 

As the ship heaves round with the lazy tide ; 

And weary and faint, as n sick man raves. 

Is the senseless talk of the gossiping Graves. 
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Farther down in the outer bay, 

Knocking about as beat they may, 

The ships that rounded the cape to-day 

Lie ofl' and on, with a slow cbasse6 ; 

Ail sorts of freight, from tar to teas, 

All manner of craft, that skim the seas : 

Some, just come in from an eastern oniise, 

Are big with the latest China news ; 

Some, ballasted with golden sand. 

Are perfumed from Arabia's strand ; 

Some with a crust from the Levant, 

And some without^ are from Naliant ; 

(Oh, sweet to them as Sabbath bells 

Would be the ring of it rocky wells !) 

And many an enterprising Noah 

Is there, with latest news from shore ; 

With pilot-boat so snu^ and taut, 

And motion of grace, like an teronaat 

Caught in a cloud, when the wind is low» 

The sky above and the sea below : 

But sauciest, among them all. 

The harlequin of the mist-masked ball. 

And livelier than the fisherman, 

With jaunty roll the pinkie trim 

Turns up his tail to the Indiaman, 

(Either end is the same to him,) 

Or skips around the steamer that pl*ya 

Like a thing bewitched in the general maze ; 

FeeUng about, as shy of her limbs, 

And careful and sk>w as a blind man swims. 

And many a turn-coat stomach below, 

That hela out bravely until now, 

Rises with every swell of the yeast 

Peculiar to No'th-East by East 

n. 

*T IS the morning hour by the Old South clool^ 
But the light is hardly enough to mock 
The candies lit in the breakfast-room : 

Ugh! ugh! Ugh! ugh! 
NolKxly up, but the maid and groom, 
And not a spark to cheer the gloom : 

Ugh! ugh! 
Unless they get one up, those two. 
By the candies lit in the break£ut room. 

Is the day foggy and cold ? 
Dt^idedly — both (o^^ and cold ; 
And so (or three long days shall be, 
"While hangs this mist o^er land and sea ; 
Three days and nights, like a frightful dream — 
Some say the earth is blowing off steam. 

Boston is up, and its noisy blare 
Strikes heavily on the muffled air ; 
Like the growling of some savage beast. 
Hidden away at his morning feast : 
A foint, dull light is off the east, 
A trifle of eream, that mingles there 
With the milky hue of the thick, dull air; 
And by that light in the east, you guess 
That tne Sun is somewhere up to dress. 
But, .held back by some fond caress, 
Has caught his night-gown over his head, 

And Boston, breakfasted, 

Quite cool, thus knowingly looks up, 
One hand holding the oofiee-cup, 
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The other 'vrith the * Morning Post * 
To ' calculate ' how looff, at mos!, 
' This heavy weather will hold on * — 
So, breakmsts, dines, and sups, Boston. 
Oh! pleasant r»^0etftoiw are every where 
Except in this cursed atmosphere ; 
But nothing whatever, unless their priest, 
Disturbs your Boston phlegm the wul ; 
Not even's storm, No'th-uist by East 

in. 

The iron chariots bowling on 

From Albany and Stonington, 

Are chiming with their thousand wheels, 

And within, theliving cargo reels 

And nods about fiuniUariy, 

Each to the other, as he were a brother, 

And all as the mist falls silently. 

Five hundred noses point ahead, 

And a thousand eye-lids closed, as dead 

Aa ah«ady the silver coin had pressed, 

And sealad them in their final rest ; 

So chili, from the mist of the neighboring deep, 

Is the nodding, nibbling, icy sleep ; 

And dreams confusing go and come, 

"Which blessinn are and a curse to some ; 

But all with a feeling of * Devil-may-care,' 

Peculiar to the rail-road car. 

Or such as you fancy a witch's are 

Oil m broom-stick ride in the midnight air ; 

Some * promenade all ' at Symms's Hole, 

Or, ' Hands all around ' at the Northern Pole ; 

The spot, where the earth having come to a crisis 

The Sun goes around on the tops of the ices, 

A weary Anchises ; 
Ices, like Alps, of all shapes and devices ; 
The pymmiu, dome, the temple, and all 
That seemed ' frozen music' to Madame De Stasl ; , 
While cluster of stars, with their beautiful eyes, 
Just peep in between, with a kind of surprise ; 
Some fiiding, some flashing, all grouping anew. 
Like the lights of a city, wlien passing m view. 
Or laughing young girls, all crowding for places 
In windows brim full of (God bless !) their sweet faces ; 
And thus night and day, vis-i-vis to each other. 
Waltz round the horizon like sister and brother ; 
While deep in the vault, with a hand unseen, 
<The * unknown God ' of the shifUng scene.) 
From the morning of Time, one star has stood 
And ruled that gUttering multitude. 

Or, some may prefer, as it 's here rather cold. 
To mount on a streamer of cnmson or gold. 
And shooting off in a shaA of light. 
Ride tan^nt up to the top o' the night, 
And dip fn the slant of the Sun, as he 
Wheels up somewhere in the Indian sea ; 
Or wink to the wink of a new-made star, 
Not yet rolled round, and * caviare 
To the general ; ' but here with a jar 
That mtirders sleep, old Beelzebub, 
With a kind of ' hip-hnrrah ! ' hubbub, 
A snort and a scream, has startled all ; 
And the ladv in the travelling shawl 
Has dropped her babe, too drug^ to squall ; 
And stiff as a shaking Quaker sits 
The gentleman in sununer * fits,' 
No'th-East by East, a point too far ; 
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His dieun is true, that he left last night 
New- York, at eighty of Fahrenheit — 
And his ooat in the baggage-car ! 

But dreams must change ; and now they wake 

To nin on oofiee and beef-steak ; * 

The latest * Picayune/ and then 

A southern climate, to read it in ; 

A flower or two, a light and table, 

To make the thing more passable ; 

A sea-coal fire, a Tremont-bBth — 

All the dear eomforU Boston hath 

In such rich store ; and her*s so much, 

No other rail-road leads to such : 

But some, with stubborn memories 

Of last night's ugly-sounding seas, 

The few, with stomachs out of tone, 

Draam every thing ; but, senses gone, 

Have no distinct conception what, 

Save a fire, and a bed, and something hot, 

In (oh, so like a home to one !) 

The pleasant rooms at the Albion. 

IV. 

All ni^t k>ng, in the outer bay. 
The ships have rocked with the lazy sea, 
Off and on, with a skrw chasse^, 
And all niffht long, on top of the mist, 
The stars nave danced unceasingly^, 
And the moon has smiled her prettiest ; 
Yet not one ray has wandered by : 
Oh ! when shall we have a brighter sky 1 

The wind is light and the light is dim. 
But a sinsle star worn ]MiIe and slim, 
As though the journey had wearied him. 
Has just come down from Heaven, to say 
That the Sun is coming up this way. 
With promise of a gala-day. 
Great wonder bad been, up there, he says. 
That Boston lay so k>ng in a liaze ; 
And strange they had n't invented a way, 
Some patent or other, to blow it away ; 
No'th-East by East had gone ashore 
Below, some twenty leagues or more ; 
He had weathered tne Cape about midnight. 
And was taking a nap, to come up bright ; 
An hour, or two at the most, and ne 
Would bring the bloom of the orange-tree. 
And swear it was just from Florida, 
Caught last night at the fall of the dew ; 
He leA as the stars came out of the blue, 
And shunning the breath of the land, by sea 
Has kept all fresh it fragrancy. 
Thus spake, or looked the star, and soon' 
The air is soft as a breeze in June ; 
The sun eomes down by way of the moon. 
And all the sister stars and brothers, 
And other lijghts, if there are others, 
Mars, and his Tiger,*<a// are out ; 
And right glad the^r look, as about to shout. 
At sight again, their rirht good will 
On Boston heights and Bunker Hilh 
And Bunker Ifill's great Orator,' f 
Catching a ray from every star. 



A amall itar n«ar ICaxa. t Tbe monument : vida WiatTin. 



150 No'th'East by East [August, 



Binds him a chaplet of Thirteen, 

And silent, smiles upon the scene. 

The mists have gone ofl'silentlyr. 

And scarcely whimpered their good-bye ; 

Tliey have crept away with a stealthy roll, 

Like the gathering or a noiseless hCtoW ; 

You may see them yet, as they glide away, 

And hang their curtains about the bey ; 

"While the pointed ?ens flash out between. 

Like the spears of a host, in battle seen ; 

Or lift their white caps, one by one, 

A welcome to the rising son : 

A moment's hush, on sea and air, 

Still, as an angel passing were, 

To bid them breathe a silent prayer, 

And then, all free and gloriously 

The Sun comes mounting from the tea, 

As lightning had sprang sudden there, 

And lingered in the atmosphere ! 

Again the languid pulses start 

Like a rush of joy to a weary heart. 

That hardly hath le(\ a hope Jbr such, 

So mild its quick but gentle touch : 

And now it clasps in warm embrace 

All living things, and face to fiice 

And Up to lip, shall cling all day. 

Still giving life, unceasingly. 

Beneath the clear unclouded sky 

All quiet and still the islands lie, 

Like monsters of the deep, couchant ; 

And fiirther out is cool Nabant, 

A finger pointing the sea aslant ; 

The light- house top, and Nix*s Mate, 

And tall ships moving by in state, 

With top-sails and top-gallants bent 

To catch each wandering breeze that 's tent ; 

Some, just come in from Labrador, 

Sweep by with the nod of an emperor ; 

And some are there, have dipped their tpart 

In waters that flash back of stars 

A sky- full from each wave that swells 

Its mounting crest in the Dardanelles ; 

Some, that have iced them at Cape Horn ; 

And some dash in, with topsails torn 

In some such trifling matter at 

A rough-and-tumble at Hatteraa ; 

And some, still warm from southern sett 

And cotton bogs, hail out, * Bnlize ; ' 

A long procession, dashing on, 

Like the march of men to a clarioiL 

They may do these things in Italy 

In a diflerent wny ; but enough for me 

The ofl-haiid manner, the tone, the style. 

The ' keeping ' of all, and the glorious tinil* 

Of earth and air and sky and sea, 

So gayly decked and brilliantly ; 

"Why, Heaven has left a door ajar 

This side the world, to show how iatr 

May be a land, and sky, and air. 

Where bold and free are * heart and hand * — 

And such is this, our glorious land ! 

Beside, vour Greece and Rome, and aU 

Who hold themselves so beautiful. 

Have no such charming mists as these, 

No climate changing with each breeze ; 

And nothing to compare, in the least, 

With a Boston ttorm, No^th-£ast bt East. 
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One of the hobbies cherished in the most especial manner by the 
good citizen of Paris, is Philosophy ; not that he takes delight in 
the cultivation of wisdom, or makes the study of nature his pursuit : 
but when things go well with him in the world; when his fortune 
has reached the limit of his desires ; when age has abated the ardor 
of his passions, and in the bosom of his family he finds himself 
surrounded with every comfort and luxury that heart could wish ; he 
fancies himself beyond the common accidents of life ; he becomes a 
philosopher. His philosophy is his pet, his play-thing, his hobby- 
horse upon which he gets astride, and gambols like a frolicsome 
child. Should his wife scold, should his roast-beef be biurnt, should 
a sudden shower break up a party of pleasure, he alone presei'ves 
his equanimity; is smiling, soothing, and consolatory ; he is a philos- 
opher. Philosophy is his sovereign panacea ; with the understand- 
ing that no precautions have been neglected to secure him as far as 
possible against the weightier mishaps of life. His houses and fur- 
niture are insured, and his money, instead of being exposed to the 
hazards of joint stock companies or rail-roads, is safely invested in 
the royal funds. 

Monsieur d*Herbois was a happy example of this consolatory sys- 
tem, and seemed to have been sent into the world expressly for the 
purpose of sounding the praises of philosophy, without ever being 
obliged to test its efficacy in his own case. Wealthy by a paternal 
inheritance, which thrift on his part had increased, he had early in 
life married the woman of his choice; and his only son, about 
tu'enty-two years of age, was now in his turn about to espouse a 
young lady, whose character, fortune, and family all exactly suited 
the fortunate father. And so Monsieur d'Herbois, a man of a natu- 
rally placid and even temper, was now busying himself in preparing 
the dower, or if you please the appanage of Gustavus, with the 
beni<?uity and disinterested solicitude of a sage. 

' My friend,' said he to Monsieur Durand, who was not a philoso- 
pher, ' I shall give to Gustavus my house at Sussy. I well know 
that this will be a great sacrifice, and that we cannot pass the sum- 
mers there any more, because it is possible that my wife cannot 
agree on all points with her daughter-in-law ; but we love Gustavus 
80 dearly I — and beside, one must be a philosopher. We shall there- 
fore live in Paris on the second fioor; the first will be- occupied by 
the young folks. My wife grumbles a little at this; but says I to 
her: ' My dear, suppose some unexpected calamity should occur, to 
sweep away all our properly ? — what would then become of us? 
Then we should have to dimb up into the garret, and would be 
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forced to summon up all our philosophy, of which we shall scarcely 
stand in need, merely to ascend a few additional steps. Thales of 
Miletus acted in this manner, one of the seven wise men of Greece, 
who endured all sorts of troubles without complaint, and in fact 
defied all mankind to disturb the serenity of his soul and the tran- 
quillity of his spirit/ 

* And do you give the same defiance to men as Thales did ? ' asked 
Monsieur Durand. 

* To be sure I do. You, my friend, ought to know whether I have 
not the right to do so. Have you ever known me to depart from my 
principles ? ' 

* I know,' replied M. Durand, * that during the time since you and 
I lefl college together, which is now upward of thirty years, I have 
never knowa you to be afflicted with any personal misfortune ; and 
if Thales of Miletus, whose story I do not now remember, was 
always as lucky, his philosophy would not have cost him more than 
yours does.* 

* To speak candidly,' replied M. d'Herbois, with a good-natured 
smile, * I think that I am a little more of a philosopher than Thales 
himself was ; for I have never been inconsistent with my profes- 
sions, although a husband and a father, while Thales was a bachelor.' 

' But still,' said his friend Dmrand to him, * you have never been 
put to the test.' 

* Let the test come ; I am ready.* 

* Suppose yoiu: wife should prove false to you, or your son not 
turn out in accordance with your expectations ? — do you think 
you would support these misfortunes with the constancy of Job?' 

* Of Thales, my dear friend, of Thales, if you please ; do not con- 
found them : 

* For all events the wise man is prepared.* 

Thus said a poet who talked Greek, and not an Arab like your Job.* 
M. d'Herbois, proud of Thales, of himself, and of philosophy, 
proceeded to make careful preparations for the nuptials of his well- 
beloved son ; and already in his mind's eye beheld himself dandhng 
his little grand-children that were to be. 

One morning he was about entering the apartment of Gustavus, 
for the purpose of consulting him on the purchase of some jewels, 
intended as a present for the bride. The chamber of the young 
man was situated at one end of the room of M. d'Herbois. The 
entrance to it was through this latter, and also by a* private stair- 
case, which allowed the young man to go in and out without dis- 
turbing any body. D'Herbois, just a^ he was about turning the 
handle of the glass door, the curtain of which was on his side, 
checked himself, on hearing the sound of voices. His son, he 
found, was not alone. 

* Oh, ho I ' thought he, * Gustavus is perhaps bidding farewell to the 
bachelor's life. Can he be consoling some little beauty, who is 
reminding my young master of his broken vows ? ' 

He raised the comer of the curtain, and was a little tranquillized. 
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The companion of Gustavus was a man. ' May be it is a creditor/ 
thought he ; ' but this is a lesser evil/ 

He placed himself so as to see and hear what was going on. 
Opposite to him, in the middle of his son's room, stood a man of 
about the age of M. d'Herbois, gray-headed, with a sharp and crafty 
expression of countenance, and person enveloped in a large farmer's 
riding-coat. 

* My dear Peter/ said this person, * listen to me ' 

'Peter?' replied d'Herbois junior; *you are mistaken, Sir; my 

name is Gustavus/ 

' I am not mistaken, for all that,' continued the stranger; ' listen to 
me, I entreat you, my good Sir ; I am about to conmiunicate a piece 
of news which fUls ml with joy ; my only fear, (and I confess it is a 
natural one,) is that it will not give you as much pleasure.' 

' Go on, Sir,' said Gustavus y * nothing that is agreeable to an hon- 
est man can give me pain ; speak out' 

The man, whose presence singularly annoyed M. d'Herbois, delib- 
erately took a seat, and commenced thus : 

* You know, my good Sir, that it is now about twenty years since 
I^ladame d'Herbois gave birth to a son. On account of the weak 
state of her health, she was not able to afford him nourishment her- 
self A nurse was sought for, and it was my wife, Margaret Pithou, 
of Pontoise, who was selected.' 

*Ah ! you are then my foster-father,* cried Gustavus, with open 
arms ; ' walk in, walk in ; my father and mother will be delighted 
to see you.' 

* Softly ! softly ! * said Pithou ; * neither Monsieur nor Madame 
d'Herbois must know that I am here, or have spoken with you, until 
we have had a little explanation together, and you know aU.' 

^ Until I know all ! What is it, then, Monsieur Pithou ? Pray go 
on/ said Gustavus, impatiently. 

* Patience, my good Sir ; you shall hear all in good time/ 

The more interesting and mysterious this conversation became, 
so much the more immovable did his philosophy hold Monsieur 
d'Herbois, who scarcely dared move, or even breathe. 

* My wife and 1/ continued Pithou, drawling out his words, * like 
most of our neighbors, were at that time dealers in a small way in 
cattle. But provided the murrain did not get among the beasts, and 
our cows kept healthy, we managed in one way or another to make 
both ends meet at the end of the year. We were young then, and 
had one child, a few months older than the son of Monsieur d'Her- 
bois/ 

* Than me ? ' exclaimed Gustavus. 

* You shall see. As ill luck would have it, a speculator came 
down from Paris, with plenty of money, 8uad estabhshed himself at 
Pontoise ; bought up the finest cows, built large stables, raised the 
price of hay and feed ; and in short, broke up all the small dealers 
like us ; for the veal and mutton of this Parisian were always the 
fattest and brought the best prices. One bad year ruined us. My 
wife took it sadly to heart, and fell ill ; her poor foster child felt the 
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effects of her malady ; we dared not say any thing, lest it should be 
taken from us ; in fine, my wife and the child of Monsieur d'Her- 
bois both died on the same night. My poor Peter I' continued 
Pithou, addressing Gustavus, * my poor Peter, I was then indeed in 
a situation to excite pity : nothing left me, no wife, no money, plenty 
of debts, and an infant in the arms, which looked up to me for sup- 
port A thought from heaven suddenly seemed to strike me. Said 
I to myself, • The rich are placed here to succor the poor, and render 
them assistance ; but as they are often hard-hearted, selfish, and 
avaricious, we must have recourse sometimes to stratagem to obtain 
from their creduHty what their indifference refuses.' In pursuance 
of this idea, I gave out every where that my son was dead, and sent 
you, my own offspring, to M. d*Herbois, under charge of cousin 
Potard, who was herself the dupe of my trick. Yes, you are my 
own son Peter ! my dear Peter ! * 

At the conclusion of this strange story, Pithou arose, drew Gus- 
tavus to him, kissed his forehead, his eyes, his hair, and bedewed 
the young man, who seemed lost in amazement, with paternal tears. 
• How otherwise, my dear child,' said he, * could you have wished 
me to have acted ? ' The time passed with Monsieur d'Herbois has 
procured for you the advantages of a good education, and beside 
that, has been so much exemption from suffering for you. In truth, 
when I examine my motives, and think seriously of my conduct, I 
cannot repent of it. Since then, fortune has been more propitious 
to me. I came to Paris, engaged in trade, and as others have done 
before me, have made a handsome fortune. You see thai I am too 
honest to allow you to profit by the riches of M. d'Herbois ; we will 
confess all to him. Adieu, my dear Peter ! I have full proofs of 
what I have told you ; I am going to get them, and will take tl^em 
myself to M. d'Herbois.' 

So saying, Pithou again embraced Gustavus, and departed by the 
private stairs. 

Monsieur d'Herbois, upon whom not a word of this conversation 
had been lost, knew not what to do or think. What ! Gustavus, 
his son ! the child of whom he had not lost sight for twenty years ; 
whom he loved more than ever parent loved a son; for whom he 
had deprived himself of so many comforts; who bore his name; 
Gustavus to be called Peter I Peter Pithou ! to be the son of another ! 
Monsieur d'Herbois was astounded, and in the utmost consternation 
ran to seek his wife. 

• Madame I ' cried he, * Madame d'Herbois, I have no longer a son; 
my son has been dead for Iwenty years ! ' 

Madame d'Herbois was a woman of a lively disposition, who 
knew her husband well, and did not always take his words literally. 

* You frightened me,' said she to him, laughingly ; * but as you say 
that Gustavus has been dead for twenty years, I reassured m3rselif 
when I thought of the good appetite he had at breakfast this 
morning.' 

* Gustavus is not my son, Madame ! * 

• What do you mean by that, Sir ? ' 



1843.] Thaies of Fans, 165 

' Good heavens, Madame, you do not comprehend me ! I mean 
that he is no more your son than he is mine. Poor Gustavus died 
while nursing ; we have got the son of Pithou, Peter Pithou I ' 

The amazed couple then recalled all the details of the early 
infancy of Gustavus. He had, in fact, heen placed at nurse at Pon- 
toise, and the child had been brought home in consequence of the 
death of his nurse, Margaret Pithou. All that Pithou had related 
had the appearance of truth ; perhaps, alas ! was true. 

Gustavus at this moment entered his mother's apartment, aiid 
M. d'Herbois now for the first time remarked that the young man 
did not resemble him as much as he had formerly fancied ; in fact, 
he had neither the same eyes, the same features, nor the same figure. 
M. d*Herbois also mentally observed that the voice of Gustavus had 
the same tones as that of Pithou. Gustavus, embarrassed by his 
secret, knew not how to commence the painful disclosure ; his eyes 
filled with tears ; he turned from M. dHerbois toward his wife, with- 
out daring to address or embrace either of them. 

' Come to my arms ! ' passionately exclaimed JVIadame d'Herbois ; 
* come here, my child ; we know every thing ; but you are, yes, you 
are my son ; I feel it in my love ! I feel it in my heart ! Come to 
me, my dear son ! ' 

'You know every, thing?' said Gustavus; 'has Pithou, then, 
already brought his proofs ?' 

' No, my child, but your father overheard it all.* 

A domestic entering, announced to M. d'Herbois that a person 
was waiting to see him in his study. 

' It is that Pithou,' said he, as he left the mother and son dissolved 
in teftrs. 

In the study he found his friend Durand. 

' My good friend,' said Durand to him, as you are about marrying 
your son, I thought you would like to have this beautiful cameo that 
I have recently met with. I think it the finest I have ever seen. 
Look at it ; and it is not dear either.' 

' To the devil with your cameo, and with the wedding, and with 
my son too ! ' cried d'Hcrbois, beside himself with passion. 

' Hey day ! what 's the matter now ? ' inquired Durand ; ' has 
Gustavus been getting into any scrape ? ' 

' There is no such person as Gustavus. I have no longer any 
son ; there is only one Pithou ; confounded be the whole race ! one 
Peter Pithou ! ' 

D'Herbois then recounted to his friend the sad discovery he had 
just made. 

' Well, well,* said Durand, coolly, ' this is not so bad after all ; the 
matter may be amicably settled ; M. Pithou will doubtless listen to 
reason. He will possibly consent to leave Gustavus the name 
which he has hitherto borne ; and since you possess the afiections 
of the young man, what difiference, after all, does it make to you ? ' 

' AfVliat difference does it make to me ! * replied M. d'Herbois, in a 
fury. < What difference ? I have lost my son, my blood, my life ! 



156 Tholes of Paris. [August, 

They have lefl me in his stead the descendant of a Pithou ! And 
do you ask me what difference does it make ! ' 

* Patience, patience, my good Sir ! Have you not always loved 
him until now as if he were your son ? Have not your paternal 
bowels yearned toward him, as if in fact he had been Gustavus and 
not Peter ? Take my advice, my friend ; arrange this matter with 
Pithou. The young man will never lose the affection he bears you, 
and it will be Pithou, and not you, who will have the worst of the 
bargain/ 

* The wretch I' continued d*Herbois, pacing the room with hur- 
ried strides ; ' to have played the fool with me in this manner ! to 
have trifled thus with my affections I But there are laws against 
crimes Hke this ! Thank Heaven ! we live in a civilized land ; we 
have the code ; the substitution of children is punishable in France ; 
I will invoke the law ; I will bring the culprit before the tribunal, 
and he shall receive the reward of his guilt.' 

* But consider,' replied Durand ; * there were many extenuating 
circumstances in this offence of Pithou. He was suffering from 
want ; his mind was distracted by grief for the loss of his wife. To 
be sure, nothing can justify a crime ; but if any thing could excuse 
one, would it not be the anxiety of a father to save his child from 
imminent death ? Beside,' continued Durand, ' observe the conduct 
of this man. As soon as he becomes wealthy, and is able to pro- 
vide for him, he comes to reclaim his son. He is not wiUing that 
he should enjoy any longer the advantages of your wealth ; he does 
not even wait until his child has consummated an advantageous 
marriage. All these circumstances would plead strongly in favor of 
Pithou, in a court of justice. And, in fact, the offence is not the 
complete substitution of a child ; it is merely a temporary one ; and 
the court would probably adjudge Pithou to pay to you the expenses 
of the education of Gustavus, or Peter ; this would be all/ 

But poor M. d'Herbois would not listen to his friend. He gave 
himself up to all the violence of his passion, and began already to 
feel in his heart a strange aversion to a son, whom until now he had 
so tenderly loved. 

* Yes, yes,' said he, * he has the very voice and look of Pithou ; 
his gestures, his walk. No doubt this Peter Pithou junior will tum 
out a rogue, like his father.' 

* But only one word,' said Durand ; * take my advice ; marry Gus- 
tavus, who is not to blame in this matter, and buy this beautiful 
cameo. You will never get another such a chance.' 

* I beg you. Sir, to hold your tongue about that cursed cameo I * 
said d'Herbois, sternly, to his friend. 

* But remember, my good Sir, you are a philosopher, and have 
defied the whole world to disturb the serenity of your soul, or the 
tranquillity of your spirit' 

* Philosopher ! when I have lost my only child I ' 

* You have lost nothing. Gustavus is in good health As for the 
one that died twenty years ago, you have never known him ; in 
fact, have scarcely seen him. Beside, where is the merit and 
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advantage of philosophy, if it is not able to console you under 
afflictions ; to moderate grief, and impart to the mind the calmness 
requisite to diminish evil, and enable you to arrive at truth ? ' 

Instead of making answer, the philosopher burst into tears ; two 
briny streams flowed down his cheeks, attesting the vanity of his 
stoicism, and the superiority of Thales of Melitus over Thales of 
Paris. 

'Ah ha I ' exclaimed M. Durand, on witnessing the deep humilia- 
tion of his friend, * have I then conquered your philosophy ? But 
cheer up ! Lapierre I Lapierre ! come this way.' 

Lapierre entered ; he had laid aside his livery, and had on still 
the farmer's large coat 

* Here is Pithou, and there is no other ; it is Lapierre, my valet 
The claim he sets up for your son is all a matter of moonshine. I 
was acquainted with all the circumstances, and laid my plans 
accordingly. The trae Pithou is still at Pontoise, employed in fat- 
tening calves. He has married a second time, has a score of children, 
and has no thoughts of coming here to claim a son who is none of 
his. And now. Monsieur Philosopher, is it thus you put in practice 
the professions you are daily preaching ? Is it thus you exemplify 
the maxims of the great Thales ? Let but misfortune touch your 
little finger, and you are beside yourself: you examine nothing, nei- 
ther the truth, nor even the probabihty of a thing ; and before the 
slightest proofs are laid before you, you withdraw your affections, 
almost discard your child, and are eager to send a man off* to the 
galleys ! And yet one of the maxims of Thales was, * Never decide 
any thing rashly.' 

M. d'Herbois, confused and crest-fallen, hung down his head, and 
by his silence confessed that the trial had been too severe for his 
philosophy. Being, however, fortunately possessed of a large stock 
of gooa-nature, which is sometimes better than philosophy, he did 
not think it worth his while to quarrel with his friend. Poor Gus- 
tavus alone suffered from the trial. M. d'Herbois from that time 
forth could no more trace in his features that resemblance to himself 
of which i\e had formerly been so proud ; and when the young man 
spoke, * That is not my voice,* said he to himself; * it is the very tone 
of Pithou/ 

And so Gustavus, although suitably married, did not get posses- 
sion of the country-house at Sussy, which was so agreeable to 
M. d'Herbois during the summer season. Neither did the old folks 
discommode themselves in town, and the young couple resided on 
the second floor. 

Convinced in this manner of the vanity of his philosophy, 
M. d'Herbois quietly resumed his position as father and husband. 
* It is impossible,' said he, * to preserve one's serenity, if our happi- 
ness is placed upon objects out of ourselves, and depends upon a 
wife or child. So when the mother of Thales besought him to 
marry, the sage replied, * It is not yet time.' After a while she 
renewed her entreaties ; * It is now too late,' said Thales. 

In our days, the philosophy of most people commences the day 
afler maxriage. 
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LINES TO ▲ CANARY BIED. 



Wmttbv daring the dlAeultlM of th« boundary Qaaatlon in ICahie. wbsa Sir JoKV Ejjitvt. OoTenor of 



ths provincM of New Bnuuwlck aiid Nova 8coti« was deterred from actual hoetillty by the jodldoaa condook 
of Oeneral Soott. b Vb personal friend. Prxscott'8 nublo work of 'Ferdinand and laabella' bad just appaarad. 
and tbe 'Crayon Papera' were in cuuzae of publication. 



God bless thee ! and thy joyous throat! 
Thy trill, thy churr, thy piercing note, 

My sweet canary ! 
Thou g^sh of song, thou waterbrook 
Of joy, thou poem, doctrine, book, 

Vocabulary ! 

Thou caged-up treasure of delight ! 
That know'st to make a prison onght 

Through music's mysiery ! 
To swell thy rich notes m fuU tide, 
Or hig;hest reach of sound divide 

Like Paganini! 

I 

Where didst thou gain this wondrous lore? 
Where that, (which I admire yet more,) 

The glad Philosophy, 
That smiles at iron bars and doors ? 
In loneliness a spirit pours 

Of mirthful minstrelsy? 

Wert ever old ? or broken-hearted ? 
Hast ever from thy mate been parted 

To meet hereafter ? 
It cannot be ; that gleesome strain 
Sprinjzs from a heart that ne*er knew pain — 

'Tis almost Laughter! 

Now thou art still ; thy chaunt is o*er ; 
Thou seem'st intent on something more 

Important to thee. 
Hast any thing to lose ? or gain ? 
What think'st thou of the war in Maine? 

And Sir John Harvey ? 

Would'st Scott, or Prescott, rather be? 
The Cotton crop — is H aught to theo ? 

The Crayon Papers ? 
Art rich at heart? or yet to know — 
But bark ! thy strain again doth flow. 

Again, in music, stirs ! 

Ah Rogue ! I see thee, have thee now — 
That leap from off the transverse bough. 

That knowing look, inspires ; 
The sound thoii lov'st shall now be heard : 
' Fresh seed and water for my bird, 

And sugar for his wires ! ' 

*Tis done — and here * King, Cawdor, Glamis,* 
Not more to Macbeth were, than this 

Thy stock of seed renewed 
Is joy to thee ! — would I might draw, 
From thy bright gayetv, a Law 
Of confidence ana good : 
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For^t my ban, forget my cage 

Xiike thee ; my waDts, my caresi my age, 

A lone and widow'd bed ; 
And raise to Heaven thy marie song 
In words, that might to both belong, 
' Thankfl for our daily bread.* 



MEADOW-FARM: A TALE OF ASSOCIATION. 



BT TBI AOTBOR Of ' BOWAKS ALrOBO AMX> BIS PZJkTVBXaOW.' 



OKATTSB nrtn. 



' Thb eommon notlsn bai 1m«&. that ih« xnaM of the people neod no other cultnre than la nucaaaary to flt 
th«m for their vazioua tradea : and though tbia error la paaaine away, it is fkr trorxx being exploded.' 

' SBur-CuuoxB : ' CxAjrmjro. 

The cultivation of the soU is the most easily learned of any art 
It is falsely supposed that a certain degree of obtuseness, roughness, 
clod-hopper ignorance, is essential to the farmer ; that intelligence, 
refinement, and science are poorly applied to agriculture. This is 
the impression that farmers themselves have ; and as a body they 
mistrust the advantages of education as applied to their occupation. 
The cause of this impression may be traced to the fact, that most 
of the scientific farmers sink money in carrying on their farms, 
while they who doggedly plough, plant, and dig, as their fathers did 
before them, lay up money yearly. These successful men sneer at 
the gentleman-farmer, and deride his science ; and his yearly losses 
only confirm them the more strongly in their previous habits. Now 
they might be told that this gentleman farmer expects from the 
beginning to sink money ; that he has taken up the cultivation of 
the land for amusement, health, or scientific experiment ; that his 
object is not to make money, but to gratify his taste, or perhaps ben- 
efit the general farming interest of the country by his failures. * It 
can easily be understood that a very erroneous notion of the value 
of science, as applied to agriculture, is likely to be drawn from such 
instances, and how the true farmer comes to mistrust the spirit of 
modem improvement. 

It is pretty well understood among farmers that no man can suc- 
ceed in their employment who hires his labor. The price of pro- 
ducts is so low that wages consume all the profits. And yet there 
is a great deal of labor hired on the land by those who have lately 
begun to cultivate it ; and the farmer should know that these per- 
sons can afi!brd to lose five or six hundred dollars a year, and that 
they expect to do so, while learning the art of country life, and still 
be better off than they would had they continued in commerce at a 
yearly loss of as many thousands. 

Mnch surprise is often expressed by those unacquainted with the 
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facts, that the farm-houses of the country look so rough ; that more 
attention is not bestowed upon the cultivation of shade-trees and 
pleasure-grounds. Why, they ask, are the houses unpainted ? why 
is it that the farmer's horse and cattle look as if they never felt the 
curry-comb ? His harness looks as if it were never washed, and the 
owner himself only shaves on Sundays ! Oh ! farming must be a 
horrid business ! So dirty ! such smells ! and so slovenly ! It will do 
well enough in poetry and pictures, but Heaven preserve us from 
this harrowing, dimg'-heaving life ! 

It must be confessed that the first business of the tiller of the 
soil is to attend to his crops, his wheat-fields and corn-fields ; to 
think more of the fences around his pasture-lands than the fiower- 
garden before his house. He must think first of these, and after- 
ward of ornament. It must be confessed that the man who makes 
money or who keeps his farm from running him in debt, ' in these 
times,' must rise in the morning with his * boys,* eat with them and 
work with them. He must wear a coarse frock and thick boots, and 
lead a rough but a healthful life. And we aver that the smell of 
the barn-yard is like a bed of violets, when compared with the reek- 
ing gutters of the city, and that the very gentlemen who take a pride 
in eating cheese all aJivey turn up their noses with a poor grace of 
consistency at the earth-worms the plough -share turns up in the 
furrow. 

It is worse than idle for any man to expect to better his condition 
in a pecuniary point of view, by turning gentleman farmer. If a 
person have a fortune already, he may lay out pleasure-grounds, 
fence in parks, make experiments in crops, try crosses in breeds of 
cattle, and set out trees for shade and scenery, and thus gratify his 
taste, and possibly make some discovery for others to benefit by ; 
but in his own case he will lose money ; probably he expects it 
What would any one think of a gentleman warrior or gentleman 
poet? that is, of a man who should hire all his fighting done or all 
his verses made. If success only crowns individual, personal exer- 
tion in all other matters, how is it that in this alone, in the primitive 
occupation of mankind, men expect it, without putting their own 
hand to the plough, and girding themselves for the labor ? It is a 
common remark among husbandmen that he who works with his 
* hands * gets double the amount of work out of them compared wnth 
him who only gives his orders and waits until they are accompUshed. 
The general must lead his troops to victory ; he must endanger his 
own life if he would infuse bravery into the hearts of his soldiers ; 
and this principle is not inapplicable to the * boss ' of the farm. 

The snow was not yet off the earth when Rufus Gilbert and his 
companions reached their new home in Landsgrove. It was one 
of those late seasons when winter departs tardily and reluctantly, 
but which almost always repay the farmer by a year of abundance. 
Vegetation, when it does begin to appear, shoots up as if by magic, 
and hardly has the snow melted from off the hills before flowers are 
in blossom all over the valleys. But we must attempt to give the 
reader some idea of the situation of the place at which they had 
arrived. 
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The Green Mountains run north and south nearly in the centre of 
the State of Vermont, on the west sloping toward Lake Champlain, 
the Otter Creek river, and the eastern tributaries of the Hudson, 
and on the east to the Connecticut river. The dscent begins on the 
eastern side almost as soon as you leave the river. At whatever 
point you attempt to cross the State, you meet hills which rise in 
regular succession, until you reach the summit of the. ridge. The 
villages lie mostly in the valleys, although some are perched like 
watch-towers on the elevations or table-lands of the moimtains. 

A small river runs through the southern part of the town of 
Landsgrove, on its way to join the Connecticut. Here it rashes 
through a narrow gap in the hills, in which its course was undoubt- 
edly once confined, where it formed a lake, now changed into a 
broad extent of rich meadow land. All about this little amphitheatre 
the hills rise, sometimes abraptly,.and, on the north, by regular steps 
or plats of table-land. It was upon one of these latter that Kufiis 
had built his house, fronting the south, and overlooking the whole 
extent of the farm he had purchased. . 

Human contrivance could hardly have planned a situation so 
agreeable to the eye, or one better suited to the purpose for wliich 
he had made the purchase. Completely shut out from the rest of 
the world, and yet near enough for all objects of trade and conven- 
ience, he owned the whole of this httlc valley, with enough of 
the upland for grazing. The widening of the river still left a small 
lake or pond in the centre of his domain, well stocked by nature 
with the daring trout which wanders fearlessly up the waterfalls in 
search of food ; and this little sheet of water added miich to the 
beauty of the prospect. The house, on an elevation itself, was pro- 
tected by still higher land from the cutting north winds, and the 
plain on which it stood was just large enough for bams, out-build- 
iags, and a garden plat. 

Our adventurers had enough to do from the very day of their 
arrival to improve the snow-paths in drawing in their wood for the 
next season ; for the farmer must always be one year in advance of 
the elements, and during one winter draws and cuts his wood for 
the succeeding one. All hands were summoned to assist in this 
their first united task. One felled the proper trees, taking care to 
leave the sap-trees, the sugar-maple, imlouched ; others, the weaker, 
drove the team and helped to load and unload, while the Stewarts 
cut the wood into the proper sled length, eight feet. In this form it 
was taken near the house and piled up, ready to be prepared, at odd 
moments of time, for fuel. And even in this simple operation, at 
the close of their first day's labor, they were all astonisned at the 
amount of work which had been accomplished. Each one, having 
an allotted part to perform, acquired new skill every hour, and no 
time was lost in changing from one kind of work to another. One 
man, with the lever power, can lift large logs on to a sled, and do 
his work alone ; but he cannot do one fourth as much as four men 
can perform in the same time, because he loses time in adjusting a 
more complicated apparatus. He not only uses the lever, but rolls 
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the logs on an inclined plane, and these must be taken up and put 
down again for every stick of timber, while the four men, at one 
effort, lift it at once upon the sled. The mechanical powers enable 
one man to do alone what he could not do at all without their assist- 
ance ; but the advantage of their application is by no means univer- 
sal On ship-board they are of incalculable service, standing in the 
place of seamen, whose maintenance and room is of great relative 
value ; for by means of the capstan, ten men can raise an anchor, 
which, without it, one hundred men could not start ; and two men 
will run up a sail with a pulley, which would resist the strength of 
many hands. Now any one can see that to keep one hundred men 
solely to raise the anchor and run up the sails, and who could not in 
the intervals be employed profitably otherwise, would be a great 
expense. But on a farm, if it be large enough, no hour is lost ; so 
that ten men miited will accomplish more than ten times as much 
as one man working alone, with all the mechanical power he can 
bring to liis assistance. And as the mechanical powers when com- 
bined are capable by one pound of power of lifting millions of 
pounds' weight, so the force, strength, and capacities of men may be 
so arranged and systematized, the second acting on the results of 
the first, and the third on the second, and so on, to produce effects 
which individual actors would never dream of 

Unimportant as this first effort of their imited labor miglit seem, 
all the young men were highly delighted with their success, and as 
they met in the common hall of the house at supper, Ruth, Clara, 
and the mother of the Stewarts had a story to tell about the expe- 
dition wth which all domestic affairs had been arranged. One had 
taken supervision of the sleeping-rooms, another of the kitchen fur- 
niture, and a third had arranged the library, as it was called, a room 
which was to answer the threefold purpose of school-room, chapel, 
and lecture-hall. The woodmen retiuned to find every thing in 
order, a plentiful supper spread for their repast, and smiluig faces 
all around the board ; as people are always cheerful when they have 
done good actions. 

Rufus Gilbert, as he sat at the head of the full table, for they 
numbered fourteen souls, and glanced at the happy countenances of 
his friends, felt as if his experiment was no longer doubtful. The 
party lingered long over the table, which each one might feel was 
his own, talking of the various duties of the next day, of the friends 
they had left ; and the infant delight of two orphan children Rufus 
had brought with him, whom the novelty of the scene excited to ask 
a thousand questions, was not repressed amid the general satisfac- 
tion. Their impressions were listened to with attention, their inqui- 
ries answered, and the little fellows became careful what they said, 
when they found that their careless words were replied to in ear- 
nest. At length, when the company had separated for the night, 
all except Rufus and Pliilip, who were too full of hope to regard 
fatigue, the two young men drew together before the fire, to com- 
pare their impressions of their progress, each afraid to speak first, 
lest the other should think him extravagant ; but Philip could not 
be silent. 



1843.] MeadoW'Farm: a Tale of Association, 163 

* The happiest day of my life I * at length broke from him. 
' And of- mine I ' responded Riifiis. 

'Brother, friend, let us thank God for this hour I* said Philip, 
grasping the hand of Rufus, * for preserving us along our journey, 
for bringing us together to this peaceful home, in healdfi and strength; 
for my heart is too full for any words but prayer.' 

' Most cheerfully and devoutly,' said Rufus. And the brothers 
knelt together, and Philip prayed for all beneath their roof ; and not 
alone for them, but for the poor, the oppressed, the ignorant, and the 
destitute in all lands. They rose from their knees calmer and better 
prepared to talk together. 

* I have read somewhere,^said Rufus in the course of their con- 
versation, ' and the remark struck me as forcible at the time, that 
men ought to mistrust too favorable beginnings. If in any under- 
taking every thing goes very smoothly at first, if no obstacles meet 
you, no misgivings cloud you, you may be sure there is something 
wrong in your plan. And this quaint writer then remarks, to sup- 
port his theory, that the early blossoms are apt to be nipped by the 
frost' 

* And the Scripture hath it still more pointedly ; indeed, what very 
wise or very true saying has not a parallel passage in the Bible ? I 
have often thought that a most interesting book might be made, 
showing how much even Shakspere accords with the sacred page.' 

* The Bible was once read more thoughtfully than it is now,* said 
Rufus ; * it made a more important part of the instruction of the 
youth ; its words fell with a deeper accent upon the heart of the 
young man ; it was handled reverently and read devoutly. Shaks- 
pere must have been familiar with it, or himself divinely inspired.' 

* Then you argue failure from our happiness to-night,' said Philip. 
' No, but let us study caution ; you did not hear me out, for I have 

a commentary to make. Early success maked men heedless ; obsta- 
cles and difficulties render them thoughtful and wary. But it is 
better not to be excited with our first gains, and then we shall have 
no need of this severe training. Think of this. I will think of it 
myself; good night.* Having succeeded in cooling his own ardor 
by attempting to bring PhiUp's feelings down to temperate heat, 
with a meaning smile on his face, Rufus retired to repose. 



CBAPTSR sizrn. 



THE SUGAR CAMP. 

'Tiuiits mit-tyou bav« beheld one y-j crown anoUicr.' — Thk Wimtsk's TA.i.E. 

As soon as the snow began to melt, another important item of 
the spring work of the Vermont farmer demanded the attention of 
the household ; no less a business than the making of maple sugar. 
To this all hands repair, in expectation of many a sweet lump not 
only of sugar, but of a taste of cherry lips and rosy cheeks. The 
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lads and lasses of the green mountain region begin to lick their lips 
about the middle of March. The season of the frolic varies many 
weeks in different years. When warm spring days are succeeded 
by cool, freezing nights, when the light snows begin to falj, called 
the * poor man's manure,' from an idea, true or false, that they fer- 
tilize the land, then the sap begins to run, and all hie to the sugar* 
camp to work and play by turns. 

The place selected for operations is often near a clump of hem- 
lock trees, amid whosQ thick branches a temporary shelter is erected. 
Boards, straw, and buffalo robes secure a warm and deep sleep 
after the excitement of the sugaring. Blazing fires bum up here 
and there, over which the huge kettles, containing the sap, are 
suspended on cross sticks, replenished now and then from the 
extempore buckets, troughs roughly he^Ti in blocks of hard wood, 
which hang to receive the drippings, drop by drop, from the incisions 
made in the tree. After it has been boiled to a proper consistency, 
it is suffered to cool, and with no more labor, becomes the famous 
maple sugar, the delight of all children and many full-grown people. 
It is nm in fanciful moulds, and easily assumes any shape when in 
a moist, warm state. The Indians prepare it in bark, curiously 
ornamented with quill work and beads, and sell it to travellers at an 
exorbitant price. 

Since the abolition movement, many of the members of which 
society make a virtue of consuming nothing raised by slave-labor, 
this sugar has become a more important article of trade, and the 
trees which produce it are guarded with great care. The temper- 
ance cause, too, is giving it a new value, as many have the idea 
that spirit cannot be extracted from it so well as from the West 
India molasses, which favorite *sweet'ning* of the Yankee is getting 
into disrepute with the ultras ; a fact which speaks louder for their 
zeal than their knowledge. So it is engaged in as a serious matter 
of profit, and the hilarity and fun that once were ripe in the sugar- 
camp is departed. In former days it yielded not to husking frolics 
in enjoyment ; it was the vintage of the north ; but those days are 
gone, with many a simple custom and innocent pastime which the 
spirit of modern improvement is frowning down. 

Formerly the expedition lasted several days, and the sugar- 
makers slept in the woods ; now the increased population of the 
State affords a house near to the orchards. Our friends wore deter- 
mined to make the most of the time, and Rufus was glad of a little 
amusement for the band, but newly leagued together, to wean the 
thoughts of the home-loving from their old to their new abode ; to 
create pleasant associations about the place not yet honored with a 
name. 

As soon as a light fall of snow was succeeded by a warm, 
sunshiny day, they all repaired to the woods, and a thrifty clump 
of trees having been found, commenced their work. Tho place 
was not a mile from their house, but a hut was erected as for a 
regular* old-fashioned encampment, and conveniences for sleeping 
were not forgotten. And it was well they were not omitted, for 



1843.] Meadow 'Farm: a Tale of Association, 165 



late in the afleraoon, as they were thinking of returning home, 
there burst upon them a crowd of visiters from the neighboring 
settlements, who had waited for this time to make their introduction 
to their neighbors, wisely choosing a day of merriment, when the 
heart is open, to spur on their own bashfulness and insure a cordial 
reception. 

If any one is surprised that the news of the contemplated gath- 
ering should get abroad so quickly, he has only to live in the 
country to discover that it is in vain to attempt secrecy in any 
thing. Whether birds, dogs, or cats carry news, we will not pretend 
to say ; but all we know is, that one may gain information to any 
extent about any body, who is worth the notice, in a country village. 
The fact proves tlie skill that may be acquired in any art by perse- 
vering industry, and the fact is all we can state, leaving the wonder 
unsolved still, for the future investigation of some writer upon the 
mysteries of human life in general. 

We say it was well the sleeping-berths were not omitted, for so 
numerous was the gathering, that when night drew on, our friends 
found that beside taking up all the spare beds in the house, and 
leaving a goodly number in the hut, they shoiUd be obliged to give 
others a bed in the barn, on the hay-mow. But to this the Ver- 
monter does not object, occasionally, when on a frolic; and, indeed, 
one very essential part of a frolic in the country, and in the city, 
and in every place, is the doing of things, not better, more joyously 
and handsomely than usual, but differently. If a man sleep on 
feathers at home, and in a carpetted room, and eat with a silver fork, 
it is a frolic to him to eat with his fingers, drink from large leaves, 
and find rest even in a bam. 

The hospitality with which the visiters were greeted, the trouble 
of having their home turned upside down, for one night, was no 
loss in any sense to the band ; for on the next morning, as the day 
was favorable, they all turned out to assist in making sugar in 
earnest ; and, before they departed, left the most ample proof of 
their good wishes and sense of Rufus's kindness. One remem- 
bered that he had brought a keg of butter in his sleigh, which his 
father had sent, begging Mr. Gilbert's acceptance ; another unloaded 
baskets full of dried apples, as his offering of friendship with the 
new neighbors ; a third, a brawny youth of eighteen, was tugging 
to lift alone a barrel of something from his sleigh, to show his 
strength to the girls ; (every Green Mountain boy being required, 
before he can be considered marriageable, to load and unload his 
barrel of cider;) a task rather beyond his powers. John Stewart 
stepped forward to assist him, and asked the nature of the contents 
that made his lift so heavy. 

* Some of our best cider ; the first run from the orchard green- 
ins,' said the youth. 

* We drink no such stuff here,* said John ; * but Mr. Gilbert will be 
very glad to take it to make into vinegar.' 

' Vinegar ! ' exclaimed the young man, opening his eyes to be 
certain he was not dreaming, ' make that cider into vinegar ! It 
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won't be made into vinegar. You might bring all the teetotallers 
at once to look sour at it ; swear at it ; damn it up hill and down, 
and finally keep it into the middle of eternity, and then pour out a 
mug, and it would sparkle as bright as ever.* 

It was touching the young farmer on a tender point to speak dis- 
paragingly of his cider ; and this has been the great obstacle to be 
got over in the Temperance reform. Thousands have refused to 
have any thing to do with the cause, because cider was forbidden in 
the pledge ; and in our opinion the bigots in this cause (for Temper- 
ance has its bigots as well as other causes) have presented the 
question in an untenable form. They have attempted to show that 
a natural fruit of our region, which cannot be preserved f6r any 
length of time, except by expressing the juice, which is slightly 
mixed with alcohol, is a deadly poison. Now the farmer who has 
hundreds of bushels of apples yearly, beside those which are fitted 
to keep sound, knows no other course than to make them into cider ; 
and he argues that the natural product of the soil on which he dwells 
cannot be a poison ; he knows that the spirit, as he calls it, meaning 
the alcoholic principle, in the juice of the apple, preserves it; and 
when the Temperance apostle comes to him and tells him that this 
gift of God is a rank poison, he is disgusted with the whole subject, 
and doubts the sincerity and honesty of those who really are the 
friends of man, and who are laboring at a pecuniary loss for his and 
others* good. 

The course of Rufus was quite otherwise. The noise attracted 
the attention of the whole party, and twenty or more young farmers 
gathered about the youth, who stood over his barrel of cider, ready 
to support its merits. 

* Thank your father in my name,* said Rufns, approaching the 
place, for his kind offer. We will accept it gladly, and doubt not it 
is as good cider as any in Vermont ; he no doubt will suffer us to 
use it in any way we please.* The opportunity was too favorable 
to be lost ; so he went on to explain why he did not drink it, and the 
league which had been made with his companions, which in short 
liand amounted to this. 

All the gifts of Providence are good in their place. Men have 
the power of perverting the blessings of Heaven to curses. It 
sometimes becomes ncK^essary to abstain from innocent acts, because 
others deduce wrong inferences from them. Cider and wine, which 
in their nature contain alcohol, when drank in moderation, are salu- 
tary to health, and are nourishing to the body ; but we agree to 
abstain from them because it is dangerous for those whose constitu- 
tions have been debilitated by intemperance to indulge in these 
luxuries. They bring back the old disease in such cases. And 
as Paul said he would eat no meat (a thing good in itself) if his 
doing so caused his brother to offend, so we have agreed to deily 
ourselves cider and wine, for the sake of our fellow-men. 

It was evident from the looks of all, that they cared more for the 
reputation of their cider than for the liquor itself; and when Rufus 
had finished his remarks, the youth who had brought the barrel was 



1843.] Song, 167 

the first to propose that it be emptied upon the ground. It was 
done with a shout ; and so much influence had the words of Hufus, 
that, with one accord, they all joined in a compact, on the spot, to 
abstain from cider and all intoxicating drinks. Never did a sugar 
party terminate more agreeably or profitably for all concerned. 



BONO. 



Oh ! say, can honor lost, 
Aiid a bright, unspotted name 
Come back to cheer the tempest-tossed, 
And cleanse hi^n of his shame ? 



II. 



- Say ! can an erring heart, 

That still has thoughts of good. 

Return once more to the shinhig part 
Of life, where once it stood? 



XII. 



Can those who are more just 
And innocent than he. 
Refuse unto their kindred dust 
Their love and sympathy ? 



XT. 



Is man more just than Heaven ? 
Shall hey himself so weak. 
Who needs each hour to be forgiven, 
No words of pardon speak f 



Can they, who held him dear, 
Forget his errors past. 
And on bis penitential tear 
Aflection's glances cast? 



vx. 

Oh ! yes ! all this may be — 
But never, never more. 
Will he feel the sweet and childlike glee 
HjB felt in days of yore. 



TXI. 

His eye can never more resume 
Its calm and fearless gaie ; 
For the pureness of his heart is gone, 

The freshness of his days ! PMr.i«»o«o. 



LITERARY NOTICES. 



Lbctwzi 0!r THB Civil Govsrmmbnt of tbb Hxbbbwb. By E. C. Wikbs. Author of * Two 
Yemn in the Nmvy,' Works oa Edudition, eto. Delivered at the New- York Society Librmry 
Rooms. 

When we first saw the advertisement of Mr. Wines in the public journals, it 
struck us that the theme he had chosen for his lectures was a dry one, and that it would 
scarcely be found to interest the general public ; but we were greatly in error. It was 
not only an unhackneyed subject, of intrinsic interest, but it was one that had never 
before been treated in the manner in which it was presented by Mr. Wines. We are 
no longer surprised that the lectures should have drawn together overflowing audiences 
in Philadelphia, nor that they were received with the most marked approbation in our 
own metropolis. Although the chief authority whence the materials of the discussion 
are drawn is the Bible, a book in every body's hands, yet the facts in the record are 
brought by Mr. Wines into such new and sometimes almost startling relations, that 
while they impart important instruction on a subject venerable by its hoary antiquity, they 
have yet all the charms of novdty to recommend them. Even acute and diligent students 
of the Scriptures, afler Ibtening to his discourses, must confess that they have not exhaus- 
ted its riches, especially so far as they treat of the great principles of social oi^^anization 
and constitutional government Indeed, one of their best fruits will be to send the 
hearer with a keener spirit of inquiry, and with increased patience and industry of inves- 
tigation, to the ^ Lively Oracles.* The lectures are conceived in a liberal and philosophi- 
cal spirit, and evince an ardent attachment to, and a firm faith in, our republican institu- 
tions. They are written with thorough scholarship and learning, and in a style always 
lucid and vigorous, often glowing and elegant. In a word, Mr. Wines takes hold of his 
subject like a man who is conscious of his strength, and he almost invariably carries the 
sympathies and convictions of his audience along with him, even when advancing 
opinions quite out of their ordinary habitudes of thought He has shown how thoroughly 
a subject, which has been commonly regarded qs belonging exclusively to scholars^ can 
be brought within the grasp of the popular mind. Wliatever currency his elaborate and 
most interesting disquisitions on the laws and government of the Hebrews may have, 
will be so much subtracted from the strength of infidelity, and added to the cause of 
sacred learning and religion. 

The lecturer commenced with a reference to the magnificent sepulchral remains of an 
unknown city on the banks of the Ganges, in Central India, as an emblem of the unoer^ 
tainty which accompanies most of our researches into the events of remote antiquity. 
The writings of the best of the Greek -historians were represented as filled with contra- 
dict ons, and with mutual charges of error and fabehood ; and several striking instances 
of historical doubt were adduced ; as, whether the famous Trojan war ever actntUy 
occurred or not ; whether Semiramis lived two thousand or seven hundred years before 
Cbkist ; and whether the Great Cyrus fell in battle near the snowy Caucasus, or died 
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in peace in his palace at Peraepolis. The noble historic record of Moses was contrasted 
with the confused and incredible fictions which disfigure all other ancient annals ; and a 
just eulogium was passed upon its clearness and consistency. Mr. Wines's brief but 
clear analysis of the political and social institutions of the various ancient Asiatic dynas- 
ties, as also of Egypt, Sparta, Athens, and Rome, fully established his main position in 
reference to them, that they knew nothing about the tnie principles of civil liberty ; but 
were, at all times, governed either by arbitrary men or arbitrary laws. A sober, rational, 
well-poised, and well-guarded national freedom was nowhere to be met with in the 
socient world, except in Palestine, under the occupancy of the Hebrews; and all 
antiquity did not afibrd a single example of a state, where the people exercised any just 
influence in public affiiirs, till we come to the Jewish republic. The far-famed Spartan 
Institutes were discussed with merited severity. Their barbarous and even brutal char- 
acteristics were drawn in strong relief, but witliout a single darker shade than truth 
requirad. It was admitted that the Spartans were the bravest, the most warlike, the 
best skilled in the art military, the most politic, the firmest in their maxims, and the 
most constant in their designs, of all the people of Greece ; but in making them so, 
Lycurgiis had stripped them of almost every quality of men. and caused them to put on 
the fierceness of savage beasts. The war-laws of ancient times were sketched in vivid 
but truthful colors. One cannot but regard with horror the spirit of barbarity and cruelty 
that reigned in almost every ancient nation. Death or slavery was the inevitable portion 
of the vanquished. Cities reduced to ashes ; sovereigns massacred in cold blood, and cast 
ont a prey to dogs and vultures ; children crushed to death at the breast ; queens dragged 
unworthily in chains, and outrage and humiliation added to the rif^rs of captivity ; these 
were but the common consequences of victory. And to crown all, the horrible practice 
of poisoning the arrows to be used in battle was almost universal. The general military 
regulations of Moses were examined and contrasted with tho9«e of the other nations ; 
ind, though undeniably severe when compared with the war-laws oi our day yet most 
essential modifications, tending to the progress of refinement and humanity, were intro- 
duced into his military code. The severities exerci-^ed toward the Canaanitcs formed no 
part of the general war-system, having been employed by special warrant and for a 
qtecific purpose — the punishment and prevention of idolatry and unnatural lusts. 

The institution of slavery was next discussed at considerable length ; and an interest- 
ing and instructive contrast was drawn between the condition of bond-service as it 
existed among the Hebrews and in the other nations. The relation of sla\*ery is so 
incient that its origin is lost amid the shadows and uncertainties of early legendary tra- 
ditions. It is, however, a most curious fiict, that probably more than one half of the 
human fiimily have at all times been in bondage to the other, and have been looked upon 
as the rightful property of their masters. Gibbon estimates the slave population of the 
Roman Empire at sixty millions, fully a moiety of the whole ; and the proportion of the 
slaves to the free citizens in Greece almost exceeds belief, being, according to the 
accurate Mitlurd, more than four to one. In reference to Eastern nations, wo are with- 
oat these exact statistics ; but we have every reason to believe that the slave population 
Wis inunense. In all these nations the slaves were reduced to the lowest possible 
depression ; and were, in every sense, at the absolute disposal of capricious, greedy, 
imperious, and merciless owners. They might be tortured, maimed, or put to death, 
without let or hindrance from the civil power. Mr. Wines gave a variety of deeply 
interesting details in illustration of these positions. Moses did not abolish slavery; he 
could not do it, without a miracle wrought upon men's minds. He was too wise to make 
the attempt, when fiiilure would have been the certain consequence. But he so modified 
and softened the relation ; he so fenced it about with checks, and restrictions, and guar- 
iQties; that it was disarmed of most of the evils flowing from it in other countries. Ser- 
vitude, under the institutes of Moses, at least so far as Hebrew servants were ooncemed, 
resembled the system of apprenUeeship in vogue in this country, where a child is bound 
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oat for a certain number of years for a stipulated compensation, to be paid to the parent 
at the end of tliat period. In no nation, either ancient or modem, has slavery existed 
under so mild a form, and g:uarding the rights and persons of the slaves with such jeakms 
care, as among the ancient HebreMrs. These topics, and some to which we have not 
had space to allude, were di^ccussed in the opening lecture. In his second, the learned 
Professor drew a portrait of the illustrious Hebrew sage and law-giver, developed the 
general policy of hi.s laws, and traced the obligations of other nations, in their legLslatiM 
and philosophy, to his institutes. Moses was described as possessing, in an eminent 
degree, all those endowments, natural and acquired, which form the character of a con- 
summate chief magistrate of a nation : an intellect of the highest order ; a perfect 
master)' over all the civil wisdom of the age ; a judgment cautious, penetrating, and far* 
reaching in its combinations ; great promptness and energy in action ; patriotism that 
neither ingratitude nor rebellion could extinguish, or even cool ; a persuasive eloquence ; 
a hearty love of truth ; an incorruptible virtue ; and a freedom from selfish ambition, and 
a greatness of soul, in which none of the most admired heroes oi ancient or modern 
times lias ever surpassed him. These positions were proved and illustrated at large ; 
and the lecturer concluded his sketch with a beautiful parallel between the military and 
civic character of MosKS and Washington; botli were men whom their compatriots 
placed in the highest position, and both managed their authority so as to produce the 
* greatest good of the greatest numl^er.' 

In entering upon his account of the political s^-stem of Moses, Mr. Wijtes insisted, 
with great earnestness, that all the essential principles of civil liberty and constitutional 
government were as thoroughly embodied in his constitution, as they are in ours ; and 
in £ict, that that great cliarter of human freedom, the Declaration of Axexican 
LvDEPENDENCE, which, like the writing on the wall of Belshazzar^s palace, has troubled 
the thoughts of many a tyrant, and caused his knees to smite one against the other, was 
but an echo from the deep thunders of Mount Sinai. His great maxims of policy were 
remarkably sound and judicious. The entire and absolute political equality of the whole 
body of citizens; the discouragement of a spirit of war and military conquest; the 
appointment of agriculture us the chief employment of the nation ; the universal educa* 
tion of the people, especially in the knowledge of the hi.tor\', constitution, and laws <rf 
their own countr)' ; a finti union of hearts and sentiments ; and the indispensable neces- 
sity of a well-contrived and well-guarded system of checks and bakmces between the 
several departments of the government ; these were the organic pnnciples on which he 
founded his civil polity. The lecturer laid down the proposition broadly and without 
qualincntioii, that there never was a nation, ancient or mwlem. in which the i>eople stood 
upon so perfect a level in regard to political rights and iiitiuence as the Jew« under the 
Const itntion of Mo^os. Property in the soil is the natural foundation of power, and con- 
sequently of authority. Hence, the natural foundation of every government is laid in the 
distribution of its territory. If the prince own the lands, as was the case anciently in 
Eg\'pt, and is now in many Eastern governments, such prince will be absolute : for the 
people, holding of him, and at hi» pleasure, will be in the condition of slaves rather than 
of free men. If the land l>c shared amon? a few men, the rest holding as vassals under 
them, as in the feudal system, the real power and authority of government will be in 
the hands of an aristocracy, or nobility, whatever power may be lodged in one or more 
per!*ons. for the sake of gn»ater unity in counsel and action. But if the lands be equally 
divided among all the members of a society, the true power of such government will 
reside in all the members of the so<riety. and the soi-icty itself will con.Mitute a real 
demoi^racy. whatever form of union may be adopted for the better direction of the whole 
as a political IxkIv. Now this last is an exact description of the provision of the Hebrew 
constitution in reference to property in the soil. Metes legislated for a people without 
land, and who had their territories to gain at the point of the sword. • He was not there- 
fore trammellc^d by any prescriptive rights, or long-establishe<l laws of inheritance. He 
was free to adopt any principle he might deem most expedient. The principle actually 
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cbo0en by him was that of the equal diviHion of all the conquered territories among the 
"whole six hundred thousand citizens ; and to render this equality solid and permanenti 
the tenure was made inalienable, and the estates thus originally settled in each family, 
were to descend, by an indefeasible entail, in perpetual succession, to all the heirs-mate 
of the original proprietors. Such was the oldest of Agrarian laws. The wisdom of this 
provi:sion was most refined and admirable. It made extreme poverty and overgrown 
riches alike impossible, and thus annihilated one of the greatest sources and engines of 
ambition. It gave every member of the liody politic an interest in the soil, and conso- 
quently in the maintenance of public order and the supremacy of law over mob violence. 
It elevated labor to its just dignity, by making the virtues of industry and frugality 
necessary elements in every man's character. It cut off' the sources of luxury, that cor^ 
niptor and bane of states, by denying the means of it, and took away the strongest incite- 
ment to it in the example of others. It served to keep up that original equality of the 
citizens, which was fundamental to the legislation of Moses, and altogether conformable 
to its strong democratic spirit and tendency. It rendered it impossible for any Israelite 
to be born to absolute poverty, for it gave to each his hereditary modicum of land ; a 
garden, an orchard, or an olive-grove. In preventing i>ovcrty, it cut off the most prolific 
source of emigration, and thus preserved unimjiaired the strength and vigor of the state. 
It tended strongly to perfect the science of agriculture. And, finally, it ser\'ed to bind 
every Hebrew to his native soil by almost indLssolublc tics, and gave to the sentiment of 
patriotism an almost passionate fervor and intensity. The entire political equality of the 
citizens was proved by various other argiunents, and illustrated with great copiousnesa 
of detail. 

The system of checks and balances between the several powers of government, pro- 
vided by the constitution of Moses, evinced the dee|>est political wi.«dom, and a most 
patriotic regard to the public liberties. History is full of proofs that restless and ambi- 
tious spirits are the growth of all times and nations. Now there are two principal 
methods of preventing the evils of ambition ; either to take away the common occasion^ 
of ambitious views, or to make the execution o( them difiicult and hazardous. The 
Hebrew constitution made both these provisions in a manner equal, if not superior, to 
tny known constitution of government in the world. Never did legislator labor with 
luch eagle-eyed jealousy as Moses, to preserve the people from the dangers of ill- 
balanced power, or guard the public liberty with so many and so admirably-contrived 
defences against the projects of factions and restless ambition. We regret that we can- 
not follow the learned lecturer through his earnest and unanswerable argument in sup- 
port of these {XMitions. All who heard it will yield a full assent to the remark with 
which he concluded it, that the provisions of the Hebrew government to prevent faction 
and ambition incomparably surpass all the constitutions of the famed Spartan law-giver 
for the same purpose, so celebrated in ancient story ; nor would they have missed their 
praise, had they been published by a Lycurgus, a Solon, a Numa, or indeed by any body 
but Moses. The great principles of the Jewish law early became known to the contem- 
poraneous nations, and were powerfully felt in modifyint? their i>olitieal institutions, their 
philosophical opinions, and their moral practices. This influence was traced in the 
clearest manner by Professor Wines, in respect both to ancient and modern nations. 
He drew his proofs from the chronicles of the kings o( Media and Persia : from the his- 
tory of the Egyptian Ptolemies ; from the writings of Ilermippas, Tlieophrastus, Clears 
chn«, Longinus, and even Aristotle, as well as those of .loseplius and Philo; from the 
public records of France and Great Britain ; and from the whole stnicture of our own 
government, and the history of our jurispnidencc. He maintained with great force, 
that it is to the laws of Moses, and not the iiolities of Greece and Home, that we mod- 
ems are indebted for the great and precious principles of civil freedom. He referred to 
llie fact as not a little remarkable, that when the presidents and professors of our college! 
tre most of them ministers of religion, a contrary impression is permitted to remaio 
upoa the minds of the young men, who are there receiving their education to be Ameri- 



172 Literary Notices. [August, 

can citizens. He administered a rebuke to those gentlemen, because they do not give 
the writings of Moses a more prominent place in their systems of instruction, and 
because they do not more distinctly inform their pupils that the true elements of repub- 
lican liberty are to be sought in his institutions; but permit the Greek and Roman 
authors to monopolize their admiration and their gratitude. The very nations whose 
achievements in arts and arms these writers so eloquently commemorate, were not t 
little indebted to the genius of the Hebrew legislator for those principles and qualities 
in their institutions which awaken our youthful enthu:*iasm. 

In his third lecture, Mr. Wines showed that to suppress and supplant idolatry was the 
grand design, and constituted, as it were, the very soul, of the Mosaic Institutes. He 
entered into an elaborate and erudite examination of the qualities and tendencies of polytbe* 
ism, and of the nature, design, and limit of the theocracy. He showed that the theocratic 
feature of the government was not an arrangement of the commonwealth, fundamentalljr 
diflerent from the monarchical, aristocratical, democratical, and mixed forms of govern- 
ment ; but that, viewed as to its main design, it was nothing more than a name, or contri- 
vance, employed the more eflfectually to exclude idolatry. God took the name of king, u 
a title that conferred honor on the Israelites, and the great object of it was to supplant 
idolatry, without an infringement of that essential and precious principle of civil liberty, 
that mere opinions are not to be cramped and restrained by the pains and penalties of the 
civil law. Having cleared the ground by these prelimiuar>* disquisitions, the lecturer 
entered upon the analysis of the constitutiou itself This part of the discussion was ex- 
ceedingly novel, philosophical, and luminous. Learned doctors in divinity acknowledged 
themselves instructed and charmed by his masterly dissection of the jitsptMicttm of the 
Hebrews ; the texture and frame- work of their giwemment ; the fundamental, organic law 
of their state. He proved, conclusively, that the government Moses instituted was a consti- 
tutional democracy, and that there were, properly speaking, neither nobles nor peasants 
under it, but a brotherhood of hardy and industrious yeomen, all politically equal, and 
having each an important stake in the maintenance of public tranquillity and order. The 
analogies between the Hebrew government and ours, in their substance, forms, and 
modes o( administration, were shown to be, many of them, most close and surprising. 
The radical features of that ancient and venerable social compact were stated thus : 
Each of the twelve tribes formed a separate, and in some respects, independent state, 
with a local legistlature and supreme court of judicature, having absolute power within 
the limit of its reserved rights. Nevertheless, so long as the Constitution of Moses was 
preserved unimpaired, there was both a real and a vigorous general government and 
national administration. The nation might, with strict propriety, have been denominated, 
*The United Stales' of Israel. The government con!«i*ted of four departments; the 
chief magistrate, the senate, the oracle, and the congregation of Israel. This last was 
the popular branch, and consisted of deputies truly representing the nation, and faithfully 
embodying and carr^'ing out the decrees of the popular will. The form of a legal enact- 
ment might have run thus : ' Be it enacted by the Congregation of Israel, the Senate 
advising, the Judge presiding, and the Oracle assenting.' There was a supreme national 
court at Jeru.^lem, to which difficult causes were adjourned from the local tribunals. 
And, finally, the organization of the tribe of T^vi was such as to impart a vital action to 
the whole system, at the same time that it served as a sort of counterpoise to the 
democracy, and prevented its excesses. All these positions, and many others not here 
enumerated, were sustained with an array of convincing arguments, drawn from the 
■acred writings themselves. 

The great Hebrew statesman foresaw that the time would come, when his countrj'men, 
infected and dazzled by the example of the siurrounding nations, would lose their relish 
for republican simplicity, and demand the splendors of a throne and a court. But it was 
neither his advice nor his wish that they should have a king. He used every means to 
prevent it He reasoned ; he dissuaded ; he expostulated ; he threatened ; he ut ered 
many solemn and fearful warnings against the dangers and honors of detpotlsm. If he 
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oould not wholly resist the headlong proclivity of his nation to the regal fonn of govern- 
ment, he at least postponed the ustie which he dreaded ; he fenced about the royal 
power with a thousand unwelcome restrictions ; and, by his glowing' and withering 
denunciations against every form and species of despotism, he showed how thoroughly 
bis own spirit was impregnated with popular principles ; how deep was his hatred of 
t3rTanny and usurpation ; and how ardent and irrepressible his sympathy for the rights, 
the liberties, and the happiness of the people. Whoever, then, holds to the divine lega- 
tion of Moses, and therefore necessarily believes that a constitutional and representative 
democracy is a form of government stamped with the seal of the divine approval, while 
the monarchy was but granted in anger to the mad clamors of the people, will hence 
derive a new and forcible ailment to cherish and defend the precious charter of our own 
liberties, since its type and model came originally from the depths of the divine wisdom 
and goodness. We are glad to learn that these very able lectures of Professor Wines 
are to be re-modelled, extended to eight, and repeated the ensuing season. A syllabus 
of them lies before us, which we shall have pleasure in presenting, when the time for 
their delivery shall have arrived. 



The SPAintH Stuvxnt. A Play in three Acts. By Hskkt Wadswokth Lonotkllow. In 
one volume, pp. 174. Cambridge : JoHir Owxn. New- York : Wilxt and Puth am. 

With what regularly-progressive steps Hsnrt W. Lonofsllow has trod the path 
of fiune ! We can scarcely call to mind an American writer who has exhibited the 
industry of patient acquisition, the increasing refinement of taste, the expansion of fancy, 
tnd the enhanced delicacy of execution, which have distinguished the literary career of 
the author of the volume before us. Nor in depth of thought, and power of expression, 
have Bifr. Long fellow's writings ftllen behind those of any of his contemporaries ; 
while in that winning sympathy with himianity, which finds a response in every bosom, 
it would be difficult to name his superior. It is not however for this Magazine — which 
has been the source through which the best apd'most voluminous portions of Mr. Long- 
fellow's poetical writings have been given to the public — to praise that which our 
readers know is its own best commendation. Nor can we, from the scores of pencilled 
and dog^s-eared pages of the beautiful volume under notice, select a tithe of the passages 
which we indicated as we read, rather with the hope than the expectation of being able to 
find space for them in our crowded pages. For the beautiful story, we shall, in justice to 
the publishers and the author, refer our readers to the volume which contains it snd its 
accessories, unmutilated ; yet in the mean time we cannot resist an extract or two, as a 
lample of the execution of the verse. It is enough to ' make lovers of us all,' to read 
the annexed dialogue between the enamoured Prsciosa and Victorian : 

Paso. Dost thou remember when first we met ? 

Vic. It was at Cordova, 
In the Cathedral garden. Thou wast sitting 
Under the orange-trees, beside a fountain. 

PiLKC. 'T was Raster-Sunday. The full-blossomed trees 
Filled all the air with fragrance and with joy. 
The priests were singing, and the organ sounded. 
And then anon the gfieat Cathedral bell. 
It was the elevation of the Host. 
We both of us fell down upon our knees. 
Under the orange boaghs, and prayed together. 
I never had been happy, till that moment. 

Vic. Thou blesseo angel ! 

Paxc. And when thou wast gone 
I felt an aching here. I did not speak 
To aiiy one that day. 

Vic. Sweet Preciosa! 
I loved thee even then, though I was silent! 
Paxc. I thought I ne'er should see thy face again. 
Thy ikrewell had to me a soimd of sorrow. 
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Vic. That wm the first soiind in the eonr of lore ! 
Scarce more than silence is, and yet a sound. 
Hands of invisible spirits touch the strings 
Of that mysterious instrument, the soul. 
And play the prelude of our fate. We near 
The voice prophetic, and are not alone. 

If any doubt that Wokdswoeth's ' comfort in the strength of love * can be exaggera- 
ted, let him or her ' inwardly digest ' the following picture of the power of this passion, 

drawn by Victobiak : 

What I most prize in woman 
Is her affection, not her intellect. 
Compare me with the great men of the earth— 
What am I ? Why, a pigmy among giants ! 
But if thou lovest •!- mark me, I say lovesl — 
The greatest of thy sex excels thee not ! 
The wurld of the affections is thy world — 
Not that of man's ambition. In :hat stillness 
Which most becomes a woman, calm and holy, 
Thou sittest by the fireside of the heart, 
Feeding its flame. The element of fire 
Is pure. It cannot change nor hide its nature. 
But bums as brip-htly in a gypsy camp 
As in a palace hall. 

How forcible are the following thoughtful lines : 

Htp. Hast thou e'er reflected 
How much lies hidden in that one word now ? 
Vic. Yes ; all the awful mystery of Life ! 
I oft have thought, my dear Hypolito, 
That could we, by tome spell of magic, change 
The world and its inhabuants 10 stone. 
In the same attitudes they now are in. 
What fearftil glances downward miffht we cast 
Into the hollow chasms of human lite ! 
What groups should we behold about the death-bed, 
Putting to shame the group of Niobe ! 
What joyful welcomes, and what sad farewells ! 
What stony tears in those congealed eyes ! 
What visible joy or anguish in those cheeks ! 
What bridal pomps, and what funereal shows ! 
What foes, like ifladiators, fierce and struggling! 
What lovers with their marble lips together ! 

But we are admonished of our lack of space ; and are le(l only room to say to etrery 
lover — whether of some precious maid, or moHe precious 'wife and mother now,' or 
lover only of the beautiful and the true in poetry — to obtain the * Spanish Student,' and 
lay ' its gentle teachings to the new-warmed heart.' 



Classical STtmiEs : Essays os Awcixnt Literattrx and Art: with the Biography and Cor* 
resp<)ndence of eminent Philologists. Bj David Skars, President of Newton llieologieal 
Institution ; Professor B B. Edwards, of Andover, and Professor C. C. Fkltov, of Harvard 
University. Boston : Gould, Kendall, and Lincoln. 

This work will be warmly welcomed by scholars, and all true lovers of classical learn- 
ing. Professor Edwards furnishes an essay upon the study of Greek literature, of 
classical antiquity, and upon the school of philology in Holland ; President Sears pre- 
sents the reader with an article upon the schools of German philology, a very voluminous 
correspondence between eminent philologists in Germany, together with a history of the 
Latin language : and Professor Felton contributes an admirable paper upon the Wealth 
of the Greeks in Works of Plastic Art ; the superiority of the Greek Language in the 
use of its Dialects ; the education of the Moral Senti 1 ent among the Ancient Greeks ; 
and, as we have reason, from internal evidence, to believe, the excellent ' Introduction.' 
We are glad to learn from this last-mentioned treatise, that amidst the din of practical 
interests, the rivalries of commerce, and the great enterprises of the age, classical studiej 
are gaining ground in public estimation. It ia a much more common thing now for young 
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men to continue them after leaving college than in former da3r8. ' Tlie excitements of 
modem literature lend additional ardor to classical studies. Tlie young blood of modem 
literature has put new life into the literature of the dead languagefl.' Goethe's * Iphi- 
genia,* Talfoukd's ' Ion/ Milton's ' Samson Agonistes ' and its Dorian choruses, and 
the creations of the myriad-minded poet of England, are cited in proof of this position. 
In short, the benefits, direct and indirect, of classical study are so forcibly illustrated in 
this work, that we hope to see it widely diffused, as an ofiket against the declamations of 
the ignorant — who undervalue what they do not understand — against classical acquire- 
ments and sound learning. 



Tbe Fir«t Ten Caxtob or the Iicferno of Dante Aliohieei. Newly trRnslated into 
English Terse. By T. W. Paesons. Boston : William D. TiCKifCE. 

The well-printed pamphlet before us, as will be seen from its title-page, is merely a 
specimen of a larger, and as we infer, yet unfinished attempt. TVe can hardly believe 
however that it will long remain incomplete, if the approving voice of capable judges 
shall have weight with the author, to ' whet his purpose.' Although the work must 
needs abide a triple test, in a comparison with the original, with previous translationsi 
and with finished English poems, it is our own belief, and that of others ' whose judg- 
ment cries in the top of ours,' that it will endure the ordeal with honor to the translator. 
We regard Mr. Pabsons's translation as indeed excellent The versification is melo- 
dious and smooth, and the translator has evidently been scrupulously careful to confine 
himself to the exact sense of the original. To the merits of the great creations of 
Da.nte, it is of course quite unnecessary to advert ; but of the illustrious Italian's claims 
to the character of a philosopher it may not be amiss to speak. We glean from a compre- 
hensive and instructive essay, addressed by the translator to the reader, that Dante was 
the greatest philosopher of his age. As early as the fourteenth century, he was familiar 
with the sphericity uf the earth, and alluded to the existence of a western hemisphere. 
He ^"us acquainted with the theory of winds, and had a curious insight into the phe- 
nomena of the production of rain. ' He hinted at the laws of gravitation, anticipated 
Newton's theory of attraction and repulsion, and announced the tendency of the magnet 
to the polar star. He anticipated also the discovery of the circulation of the blood ; he 
described and explained the phenomena of the shooting stars ; and long before the tel- 
e«co]>e of Galileo, he taught us that the miiky way was nothing else than the combi- 
nation of light with an immense number of smaller orbs.' The fine etching of the bust 
of Da.mte, which forms the frontispiece of the pamphlet before us, indicates we think, 
be<ide the other noble characteristics of the poet, this philosophical bent of his mind. 
The translator's lines on this bust are admirable. We annex a few forceful stanzas : 



' See from this connterfeit of him 

Whom Anio shall rempmber long, 
How strm of Hnenmf^nt. how ffrim 

The father was of Tusrnn sontr. 
There hut the buniiiiK sense of wrong, 

Perpeinnl care and scorn abide ; 
Small friendship for the lordly throng ; 

Distrust of mil the world beside. 

Faithfiil if this ^ran ima^ lie, 

No dream his life was. but a fight ; 
Could any Bkatrick seie 

A lover in that anchorite ? 
To that cold Ghihcline's gloomy sight 

Who could have guetsed the visions came 
Of Beauty, veiled with heavenly light. 

In circles of eternal flame ? 



The lips, as Cumae^s cavem close, 

The checks, with fast and sorrow thin, 
The ripid front, almost morose. 

But fi>r the patient hope withir\. 
Declare a life whose course hath been 

TTnsulli^d still, though still severe, 
Which, through the wavering days of sin. 

Kept itself icy-chaste and clear. 

Peace dwells not here ; this rugged face 

Betrays no spirit of repose : 
The sullen warrior sole we trace. 

The marble man of many woes. 
Soch was his mien, when first arose 

The thnuirht of that strange tale divine. 
When hell he peopled with his foes, 

The scourge of many a guilty line.* 



We counsel Mr. Parsons to pursue the commendable task which he has allotted -lo 
himself, the commencement alone of which redounds so much to the credit of his taste, 
Kholamhip, and skill. He cannot fiiil of entire success 
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Early Writinos of the late R. C. Sands: Fourth Nonci. — We resnme 
R consideration of the eariy writings of this true son of genius, in a brief review of a 
characteristic production of his pen, which we are sorry to say was never completed. 
It was the singular biography of * The Man who Never Laughed.^ It purported to be a 
'German story ; ' but the veil of pretended translation was quite too thin to deceive the 
writer's friends, who perused the manuscript. It was entitled ' TWitoit, the Grave.^ The 
hero was the son of a German Baron in the Duchy of Brtmen, in Lower Saxony, ' who 
traced his ancestry up to Bruno the First' Tristan, when an infiint, was a comely child, 
' perfect in his parts and proportions, with a sober and serene countenance, which seemed 
to indicate that he was born to be a great dignitary in the church or in the state. His 
lady mother and her attendants soon noticed, however, a strange idiosyncrasy in the 
hopes of the family ; which was, that he never laughed, nor indeed did his features 
assume the faintest appearance of smiling ! He could cry, as other babes are wont to do, 
and shed as many tears as are usual in the period of childhood ; but aAer the squall was 
over, and the cloud cleared away, no sunshine illuminated his face and sparkled in his 
eyes. He looked as sedate as a little stone angel on a monument ; his lips were as 
rigidly fixed ; and his gaze expressed but little more intelligence. In vain they tickled 
and tousled him ; instead of chirruping and smiling, he showed his dissatisfaction at this 
appeal to his cutaneous sensibilities, by sneezing and snarling ; and if it was prolonged, 
by obstreperous lamentation. In vain did the maids snap their fingers, distort their coun- 
tenances, and make every variety of grimace and ridiculous posture before him. He 
seemed to look upon their monkey tricks with an eye of compassion, and relaxed not a 
whit the composed arrangement of his muscles.' 

Little Tristan's imperturbable gravity was a great ' thorn in the flesh ' of his mother, 
who attributed it to the diaUeris of a suspicious-looking old beldame, who hung about 
the premises just before he was bom, and wrought the unhappy charm upon him. The 
old baron, however, treated the subject of his wife's uneasiness with levity, and swore 
that when his son was old enough to understand Dutch, he would make him laugh till 
his sides ached. Tlie learned Hieronymus ^larascallerus, a great astrologer, who super- 
intended at present the baron's kennel, and was to take charge of his son's education, 
when he should arrive at a suitable age, also stoutly denied the agency of jiny dtaUerie 
in the matter ; but said that Tristan's sober demeanor was purely the result of natural 
causes, he having been bom when Satnm and Jupiter were in conjunction in Libra. 
His temperament was therefore that of a generous melancholy ; but whether he would 
make a great poet, or politician, or captain, Marascallems could not yet decide, as part of 
his ephemeris had been eaten by the rats, and he could not adjust the horoscope to his 
satisfaction ! As Tristan grew up to be a tall boy, and verged to man's estate, the same 
utter insensibility to ludicrous exhibitions and associations displayed itself in his physiog^ 
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oomy and character. He was not unsocial in his disposition, but veiy condescendingly 
joined with the younger fry of the village ; and in all sports and games where violent 
exercise, or that dexterity which is called manual wit was concerned, he was distin- 
giiLfthed for length of wind and ingenuity. When any one of his playmates tumbled 
head over heeb, broke the bridge of his nose, or pat any of his articuialions out of joint, 
he saw nothing but the detriment done to the body of the suffering individual, and was 
incensed by the boisterous and to him inexplicable merriment of the others. Ho listened 
to a droll story as he would to a tragical one ; taking an apparent interest in the inci- 
dents, but linding no farther relish in their strange combination, than as they might have 
been mere matters of fact. In a bull he saw nothing but the ignorance of the maker ; 
and he did not detest puns, (if ho ever heard any,) becau.se he never suspected the jest 
He heard his father's crack-joke without any other expression than that of wonder, as if 
he half thought the old gentleman was crazy. 

As he grew in years, Tbistais was greatly vexed to find that he lacked one of the 
common properties of his species, and that his company was by no means considered an 
acquisition in jovial society. A face all rosy and radiant with unquenchable laughter, 
though like that of one of Homer's divinities, was to him like the coimtenance of a 
baboon. He once asked Marascallerus whether he supposed any of the heroes, knights, 
and kings, recorded in ancient chronicles, ever wrinkled their faces and niadc hysterical 
noises, in the manner of those who were said to be laughing? lie had several times 
praclbed before a mirror the detested corrugations which he had noted on the counte- 
nances of others ; but on such occasions he succeeded in producing no other expression 
than that which a Dutch toy for cracking nuts would wear, without any paint ; while his 
eyes seemed looking out above, in vronder and scorn at the performance of his lower 
features ; and he turned with disgust from the image of him.«elf Time, who travels on 
It his jog-trot pace, whether men turn the corners of their mouths upward or downward, 
had carried Tristan along with him into the tu'enty-first year of his serious existence ; 
when his father the baron received a letter from one of his old friends, a brother Pre ih err, 
as nobly descended as himself. The writer stated that he was waxing old, and that the 
dearest object of his heart was to establish his only child, the fair Cunegunda, com- 
fortably and according to her rank in the world, before he went out of it ; and having 
heard much of the wisdom and good qualities of his old friend's son, he was anxious to 
effect a union of two illustrious houses. Tristan professed himself ready to set forward 
on the mission forthwith. Provided with a suitable answer to the epistle which had l>een 
received, and a slenderly-furnished purse, and mounted on the least carrion- like looking 
tteed the old gentleman's stables could furnish, he set forth. Marascallerus stood 
by, wiping away his tears with the end of a dirty apron, which he wore at his more ser- 
vile occupations, and l>eseeching his pupil not to go for three days longer, as the planetary 
influence was just then most malign to all about commencing a journey. But Tristan 
pat spars to his wind-galled cliarger, and in a short time readied the boundar\'' of his 
Other's domains. Here the beast camelo a sudden stand, and exhibited violent symp- 
toms of oppngnancy to the goadmgs and bufiets he received, by v^'ay of encouraging him 
to proceed. Thrioe did he wheel round, quivering in all his ill-assorted members, as if 
under the influence of powerful terror; and thrice did Tristan compel him to put his 
nose in the direction he wished to take. Then uttering a shrill and melancholy neigh, he 
itarted forward at his wonted miscellaneous gait The natural curiosity of so grave a 
lover, touching the iq[>pearance and character of a mistress whom he had never seen, are 
forcibly depicted : 

'All along the road the people at the inns treated hifn with irrrat renpect, lakinf^ him for a mes- 
wnirer iiitmsted with important secrrts and dc:»patchc8. from ilie sobriety of his looks nud serious- 
nes4 of his demeanor. Af\er three days' journey he reached the town of Stade, and aAer mnkinj 
• di:«hursement to the improvement of his outward man, repaired to the residence of Buron 
EhrenfriederiMlorf, his father-in-law elect. The baron's dwelling stood in an old pari of the town, 
•ad looked a little the worse for wear. Tristan felt a little qneerish as he lifted the knocker, at 
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the antiquated and half-ruined gate-way. What sort of a young lady was CuxuMpinda Ehren- 
friedentdorf ? Did she squint ? and if so, was the obliquity single, doable, or manttold ? Had she 
a hump ? and if so, where located? On her shoulder, or her back ; or how was iu topography? 
Was she sultject to nervous spasms ? If so, how did the twitchings exhibit themseiv'es I AH 
down one side of her I'ace, or all over ? Intermittently, or all the time ? Had she had the small- 
pox ? If so, were the cicatrices deep or shallow f AVas her countenance rivelled by it, into Ion- 
gitudinai or latitudinal scams, or promiscuousljr ? Was she a natural, or a virago ? All these 
oubts passed over the mind of the suitor as the iron fell from his fingers. A hollow sound rever- 
berated from the ruinous establishment, and tlie p(>rtal woh opened by a decayed-looking serving- 
man, faded alike in yeard and in his livery. At sight of the grave-looking young man, De bowed 
respectfully, taking him for a candidate tor holy orders, if not a licentiate, and maishalled him 
across the court.* 

The first things the grave Tristan heard, as ho followed the seneschal, u'as 'an 
uproarious peal of laughter from aa upper story and a female organ.* The Baron 
Ehrenfriedersdorf and his family were at the diuner-table ; and finishing his third 
bottle, be was telling one of his favorite High Dutch stories ; at which his guests, as in 
duly bound, including his fair daughter, were in a roar of laughter, of that sort which the 
little fat schepen died of, as related by Diedricii Knickerbocker. An antique figure 
of a man, at the right of the baron, with lantern- jaws and a long proYioscis of a nose, 
tipped with a pair of green goggles, a dubious figtire of fnn, had a peculiar asthmatic 
*Hitgh/ hugh ! hugh ! ' — an ancient maiden of sixty or thereabout, sat near him, whose 
stiff, starched deportment belied the comptilsory '//<? .' he! kef^ which issued from her 
inward person — and by her side sat a reverend, round-faced, jolly-looking personage, 
from whose rosy gills and oral cavity issued an obstreperous 'Ifc .' hof hof which 
seemed to have been fabric4itcd in the inmost recesses of his pracordia. Other nameless, 
or from their Grcmian patronymics unnameable guests there were, with kindred vwces 
and physiognomies, who expressed their delight in the same variety of intonation. The 
apparition of Tristan's wo-begono phiz in the midst of this a.ssembly stnick so forcibly 
the fair Cunrc^unda's perceptions of the ludicrous, that she burst into a peal of tremen- 
dous cachinnation ; while the under-jaw of the baron fell convulsively, as he gaxed upon 
' the man who could nU laugh,' and the merry notes of his guests died away into a qtiaver 
of consternation. This was a * pretty fix' for the melancholy Tristan ! He was taken 
all aback with the beauty of the lovely heiress of Ehrenfriedersdorf. Fair, plump, 
and jttst turned of eighteen, she might have served as a model for Hebe. A forehead 
smooth and white as Parian marble ; arching brows, from beneath which glanced the 
fires of two of the brightest eyes that ever sparkled at a merry tale ; cheeks tinted with 
the rose's deepest dye, and graced by a pair of dimples which seemed the impress of 
Love's own fingers ; and two ruby lips, whose innocent smile dutclased a row of ivory, 
fairer and purer than the pearls which gemmed her bosom, formed a combination of 
beauty and expression that would well have become the laughter-loving goddess 
Euphrosyno in her ha])piest moments. Tristan made a profound obeisance to the lady, 
and endeavored to put a smirk upon his face, which the sage ]VL\rascallerus had tried 
to teach him, and which he had been practising upon the road ; but it was such an utter 
distortion, that the young lady burst forth into another exorbitant peal of laughter. Being 
a comely-looking youth, however, and posses.sed of a sufficiency of the savor fa ire ^ he 
soon removed the unpleanant feelings which his ill-timed entrance had produced. He 
listened to, although he could not laugh at, the baron's stories ; and that was stich a nov- 
elty to the old gcnllcman, that it * tickled the very cockles of his heart' The fair Cune- 
ofNDA began to feel a rising partiality for him : * If he would only hiugh a little, what a 
charming youth he would be! ' He, on the other hand, could not help exclaiming men- 
tally : 'What a happy mortal I should be, if she didn't laugh so much!* Tristan 
retires to rest at length, and dreams all night of his beautiful inamorata. In the morning 
he is awakened by the beams of the rising sun streaming gloriously through the case- 
ment : 

* IIf, lenned out of the window which looked down upon the baron ^s garden. It was a k»vely 
morning in the month o( June. The twittering of the swallows on the eaves of the roof, the hum 
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of thousands of busy insects, the gentle murmur of the morning breeze, as it played among the 
leaves of the old elms, and the confused sounds, which, toficned by distance, came upon his ear 
from the awakening city, produced a soothing elTect upon Tristan. Two rosy-cheeked, nigged 
nrchins were sporting up and down one of the gravel walks, in all the buoyancy and exuberant 
tpirits of childhood. Every now and then, as some little incident occurred, they gave vent to 
their feelings in loud bursts of laughter. The sound grnted upon Tristan's ear as he turned from 
the window in disgust. ' Why am I thus contiimally mocked V exclaimed he, in the bitterness of 
his spirit ; ' why a'm I for ever tormented by this strsnge noise, wlrich I can ucither imitate nor 
comprehend ? Why am I alone of all mankind denied tne privilege of throwing the muscles of 
my face into that congreeaiion of wrinkles which men call smiling ; or of making that incompre- 
hensible sound to u'hicn they give the name of laui^htcr ? lean elevate and depress my eye- 
brows ; I can wink, stare, or squint, with my eyes ; I can putf out, and suck in my cheeks ; I can 
open or pucker up my mouth. Wby canU I smile ? I can make all manner of noises too. I can 
cough, I can whistle, 1 can sneeze, I can sigh, I can gman ; and I can blow the German flute. 
Why canH I laugh f ' Here the unfortunate young man, in a paroxysm of impatience, gave him- 
self several severe thumps on his head, as if to inquire why the organ of risibiJity had been jostled 
out of his cranium ; and also several plunges in the side with his elbow, as if to know why his 
diaphragm would not vibrate spasmodically, like those of other people.' 

The next evening he accompanies the baron and his daui?hter to the theatre, to see 
'Punch and the Devil.' The audience are ready to die with laughter ; but he preserves 
the most serene and staid deportment amidst the broad grina, suppressed titters, sudden 
gu&ws, and obstreperous explosions, by which he is surrounded, lie said, it is true, 
that it was all very fine, because he heard the others say so ; and he joined in encoring 
the bravura of *i2:A Un dtr Uerr Pojisch.'^ because Cuneounda said she 'would give 
the world to hear it again ; ' but tliat was the amount of his capability. His unaltered 
mien and composed, imperturbable expression, however, were attributed to his good 
breeding and polished manners, which prevented him from descending so far from his 
dignity He was. accordingly looked up to with increased reverence and admiration by 
the more risible plebeians. But alas for Tbistan ! the stream of love does not run more 
smoothly in Germany than any where else. A storm was brewing for him. Frau 
EicsENscHNAUCSER and the venerable Gbubeniiausen propagated a report that ho 
was under the influence of the Evil O.ne! Grubemiausen whispered his insinua- 
tions, in confidence, to Schwii.lenaehlen, the red-nosed butler, who hiccupped the 
itory over his cups, to Ohtzenstieler, the ostler, who told it to ScHNiprENBRiTS(;H£N, 
the tailor, with the addition, that Tristan was followed by a spirit in the shape of aT>lack 
dog; Sciinippenbbitschen told the tale to Kettelfanscue.n, the fat landlord opi>o- 
site the baron's, where Tbistan used to take his bitters every morning, and he retailed 
it, with various additions, to his customers. Soon nothing was talked of in the town but 
' the grave stranger, who was possessed by the Old Nick, and couldn't laugh.' As 
loon as the baron heard the report of witchcraft, he summoned Tbistan before him, 
bluntly told him his own suspicions, and read him a long lecture on the danger of evil 
communications, and concluded by telling him that he ' must learn to laugh like other 
folks, or he could be no son-in-law of his.' Poor Tbistan was astounded. In vain he 
expostulated with the baron on the unreasonableness of his demand ; and tried to prove 
to him that it was undignified to express his satisfaction by twisting up the corners of his 
mouth, showing his teeth, and making a strange noise in his throat. In vain the fair 
Cl'negunda, with an imploring look, deprecated her fathers anger, and begged him to 
let her have a husl)and, even if he should not be able to speak. Her entreaties were in 
Tain; and the baron swore with a High Dutch oath, that if he could n't laugh, he 
should n*t have his daughter. She then turned to Tristan, and with a look of love and 
trosy smile, that would have extorted one in return from Heraclilus himself, besought 
him to gratify her father by one small snigger. It was all in vain. Threats and entreaties 
were equally useless, and Tbistan, instead of growing pleasanter, l>ecame graver and 
graver every instant. In order, however, that the unfortunate youth might not complain 
of the want of a subject, or an opportunity to display his risible powers, the baron told 
him he would give him a &ir trial the next day, when he meant to show him such droll 
Mghu, and tell such funny stories, that if he did not split his sides with laughter, the 
Devil must have-got in him indeed. What the expedients of the baron were, and their 
eflects upon TusTAii, Sands*8 patient readers waited long to learn ; but their curiosity 
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was never gratified. Probably the very profuvioii of ludicrous incideots and situations 
ivhich suiygested themselves to the fertile imagination of the writer, prevented the fulfil- 
ment o( his promise and design. But * we trifle time * and space. Here endeth tha 
fourth chapter. 



The Washington Monument. — We never write the name of 'Wasbington, 
without a thrill of pride that his country is our country, and that, as an American, we 
hold a property in his undying fame. And we are rejoiced to perceive that a National 
Monument to this great and good man, a monument worthy his towering name, is at 
length to be erected in the great metrofiolis of America. An act was passed last winter 
by the Legislature of New- York, to incorporate the ' Washington Monument Associ- 
ation ; ' and we have been favored with an examination of the design for the magniticent 
structure, at the rooms of the architect, Mr. Pollard. It is in the form of a pentagon, 
and is to be erected of granite, in or fronting on Union- Square ; to be finished in the Gothic 
style of architecture, richly and elaborately ornamented ; with spacious rooms below for 
a Historical Library, Gallery for Paintings, etc., approached from the main rotundas. 
Its rich Gothic windows, columns, friezes, cornices, and balustrades ; its buttresses, tur^ 
rets, tower, and pinnacle ; partake, in the evsemhle^ o( the sublime in art ; and when the 
stnicturc shall have towered to its utmost height, the crochet of the pinnacle four hun- 
dred and twenty f'eet in the air, it will he pronounced the noblest monitntent in the 
known world. It is to be built by the voluntary contributions of the people of the 
United States, of one dollar and upward. Some of our wealthy citizens have already 
headed subscript ion- luts with five and ten thousand dollars ; and arrangements for the 
immediate commencement of the enterprise are now fast maturing. * May Heaven speed 
the good work ! ' for that monument will rise in honor of one who has * stamped bis 
impress on the centuries ;' whose virtuous deeds and pure example will only lose their 
influence on the country which he loved and whose freedom he won. ' when rolling 
years shall cease to move.' If we turn over the pages of historj*. (says our renowned 
progenitor, the immortal Kmckerbocrek) that Man has writtenof himself, what are the 
characters dignified by the appellation of great, and held up to the admiration oi pos- 
terity? Tyrants, robbers, conquerors, renowned only for the magnitude of their mis- 
deeds, and the stupendous wrongs and miseries they have inflicted on mankind ; war- 
riors, who have hired themselves to the trade of blood, not from motives of virtuous 
patriotism, nor to protect the injured and defenceless, but merely to gain the vaunted 
glory of being adroit and successful in massacreing their fellow beings I "V\Tiat are the 
great events' that constitute a srlorious era? The fall of empires; th'e de.<olation of happy 
countries ; splendid cities smoking in their ruins ; the proudest works of art tumbled in 
the dust ; the shrieks and groans of whole nations ascending unto heaven! How dif^ 
ferent the means, how diflerent the results, in the case of Washington ! Let a recent 
ontor, an orator worthy his great theme, set forth in appropriate and adequate wonb 
what we would but could not hope to express : 

'Amkhica has furnished Europe and the world with the character of Washtkotox. And if 
our in^ititutions had done iiothiiif? cUe, ihey would have deserved ihe respect of msnkind. Wamh- 
INOTON — first iu war, first in peace, and fir*t in the heiirtR of his coniUr>'men — Wa«hingto5 is 
all our own. And the veneration and love entertained for hinn by the pef»ple of the United States 
are pr«»of that they are worthy of .^uch a eountr^innn. I wotild eheeriully put the qnestimi to-day 
to the intellipfent men of all Fiurope — I will «av to the intellicent (»fihe wh«»le world — what rhar- 
artenif the century standi f»ui iu the relief ot history, most pure, most respectable, most suMiroe; 
and I douhi not thai, hy a suiTrape anpn^arliiiijr to unanimity, the answer would he WASinxoTOtr. 
That monument itself is n«>t an unfit emi)lein of hi.4 eharncter. by its uprightness, its s«»lidity, its 
durability. Hia public virtues and public principles were as firm and fixed as the earth on whirh 
that structure rests : his pcrs<'Mal motives a« pure as the serene heavrns in which its summit it 
lost. But, indeed, it is not an adequiite emblem. Towering far al>ove this colnmii that our hands 
have built ; beheld, not by the citizens of a single city or a sinirle State, but by all the families of 
man ; ascends the colossal grandeur of the character and life of Wash ingtoit. In all its constitu- 
ent parts ; in all its ads : m all its toils ; in its unirersai love and admiration, it is an American 
piDductioo. Bom npon our soil ; of parants bom npoa oar soil ; navar having for a aingle day 



1843.] 



Editor's Table, 181 



had m •ighl of the old world ; reared amidst our gigantic seenery ; instructed, according to the 
modes of the time, in the spare but wholesome elementary knowledge which the mstituiions cf 
the country famish tnr all the children of the people ; brought up beueaih and penetrated by the 
|enial iiiflaence of American society ; partaking our great destiny of labor; partaking and lead- 
ing in that acmi of our glory, the War of Independence ; partaking and leadmg in that great vic- 
tory of peace, the establishment of the present Coustituiiou ; behold him, altookthxe ah Amxe- 
icioc ! That gloriotu life, 

* Wlicra multttude* of ▼lrtu«^ pam«d alnnir. 
Fachi pre««iDs foremost id the mitihty throng : 
CoLtt-tiirliufr to hn SQen. then xnakiu*/ n^nm 
For other multitudeB which were tu come ; ' 

that life in all its parity, in all its clevaiion, in all its grandeur, was the life of an American citi- 
zen. I claim kim — I claim Wasuinutox — wholly fur America. ' 

No wonder that ' great cheering^ — that ' enthusiastic,' ' prolonged,' ' deafening,* ' long- 
continued,' * renewed ' applause — followed the utterance of these sentences, from the 
tinited voices of a great multitude which no man could number! There swelled the 
National Ileart ; there went up to Heaven the voice of a great People, speaking to Foti- 
terity. 



• The Poetbt of Life.' — This volume by Mrs. Ellis, author of the * Women ' and 
' Wives' of England, savors of professional book-making. Sitting deliberately down to 
tell her readers how much poetry may be extracted from the moon, trees, animals, even- 
ing, sound, language, grief, flowers, woman, rural life, and the like, strikes us as a * dead 
let' at the sentimental ; and however well the task may be accomplished, it is but bring- 
ing together a confused mass of pleasurable or other emotions, which may not be alto- 
gether common to all the world and Mrs. Ellis. In her description of the poetry of the 
Bible, she has omitted by far the most prominent exhibitions of that prevalent feature in 
the Sacred Word. The sublimity and exquisite beauty which characterize the book of 
Job ; the unequalled story of Joseph and his Brethren ; the touching pathos of Paul ; it 
would not have been amiss, one would think, to have included in a notice of the poetry 
of the Bible. In her essay upon the * Poetry of Language,* Mrs. Ellis presents the 
annexed interesting exhibition of verdancy : 

*Th« inirodoction of onpoetical images may be pardoned on the score of inadvertency, bat it 
is possible for sach images to be introduced in a manner which almost iniiults the feelinirs of the 
reader, by the doggerel or burlesque style which obtains favor with a cenain class of readers, 
rhie6y such as are incapable of appreciating what is beautiful or sublime. One specimen of this 
kind will be safficient. It occurs m a volume of American poetry : 

* Thkre 's music in the dash of waves 

When the swift bark cleaves J he foam ; 
There 's mu^ic heard upon her deck. 

The mariner's song of home. 
When moon and siar-bcaniH smiling meet 

At midniirht on the sea — 
And there is music owe a weik 

Jn Scudder's balcony. 

* The moonlight music of the waves 

In storms is heard no more, 
When the living lisrhtning mocks the wreck 

At midnight on the shore : 
And the mariner's song of home has ceased ; 

His course is on the sea — 
Ani there is musir whm it rains 

In Seudder^s balcony.^ 

'What emild induce the poet to spoil his otherwise pretty verges in this manner, it is diflicuh to 
imacine : bat as this is bv no means a sohiary instance of the kind. w<> are led to suppose that 
the minds in whirh such tnconirruitieA originate must he influenced by the popular notion of imi- 
tstiof Lord BTao:!r, in the wild vagaries which even his genius could scarcely render endurable.* 

Isn't this rather rich, friend Halleck? We doubt whether Mrs. Ellis could take a 
joke, thotigh it were shot at her from a cannon. Indeed, she would doubtless reply to 
this remark : ' But how can you shoot a joke out of a cannon ? Stirely, that can hardly 
be feasible!' 
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Gossip with Readers axd Cokrbspondexts. — A Friend, writ in |f lo us from ihe City of 
Brotherly Love, under date of ' Sixth-month 15ih,' respectfully inquires : * Will the Editor 
accept a few remarks on the communication of • N. S. D.', from a plain Quaker ; one, whose 
ancestors were Quakers, and who, after a close historical scrutiny, is not ashamed to claim itf*, 
if he cannot ittn, with those of that profession who were hung on Boston Common, or were 
betrten at cart-tails from village to village throughout puritanic New- England?' To which we 
cheerfully answer : ' Yea, certainly, Friend ' N.' Lift up thy voice against the accaser of tbe 
brethren, and welcome ; ' 

• From tho daya of Cotton Math'.r down t) thi* prenent timft, it baa been the constant aim of tb« defend- 
ers of the reputition of the founders of New-Eni-land. t) cast upon the early Qa\kers aJl manner of uper- 
■ions. A few years since, a wnter in the ' North -American Revi^-w.' having oftcawlon to allude to tha 
l>anithinent of Mart FisnsR and Anws Acxtin. the hmt Quikcrs who evijr visited the weatem wcrld. 
declarftd that it was for molesting and iaterTuftin*> ministers In their place* of worship. This assertion is 
also made by a clergyman cf Philadelphia, in a dlsourse delivered on the anniversary of the landing of the 
• PilFrim Fathers : ' with this addition, that on« cf these w ■■meu wfntr.akijci mt^ a plttce of worship. Taa«« 
onaHoss aRS not tros. I do not believe the reviewer, nor the Duct.jr of Divlaity (so called) wilfully xniwep- 
rosented the truth ; but I boJleve them culpable in tiking f .^r {^ranted a"w<?rtlcns of wnt^rs liviutj long jcfctis- 
rior to the events th*»y deacribe, without examining for thems^rlves the origliwl docum^-nbi rcmaininK on the 
•utjfct. Tho riicords cf the MaMachu^ctt-* Colony, as collected by IlAZARn, as w»-U as th** narratives pub- 
llahod at the time by the friends of the sufferers, cvncluslvely show that neither Maxr FisnvR nor AwJf » 
AusriN hail ever set foot '^n the shores of New-Enclaud uritil they were tiken as priikoners frcna the v»?s*sl In 
which they came passcnrfers, and carried t> the jiil of ILh colony. Deputy p.ivemor Bsllzwodam having 
received intellitjence that two f'?male Quikors were in the ship .Swallow, tben at anchor in the B«y. com- 
mande^l that they should be closely confined thftrriti. and that all thuir b:^oks should be taken Crcxn them, 
and burned by tiic haunnau. A writer of thit day, in r»7f»?rence to the p»?rscn emplr-yed tj effect this con&a- 
gration, quairitly remarks : ' O. learned and m^lici-jas cruelty ! — ai if arn- ther man had uot t}«en sufiCicient to 
have burnt a few harmless b■^cks. who, like their maAters. can neither fl^ht, strike, nor qaarrel.' At that 
time there wai no law aKaiuit Quakers : but the council de-tmed that they were liable tn the penalties of a 
law pamed in IMO. a^jain^t hf^resy and error, which decreed t.< banishment the opp>s<frs of the baptism of 
infants, and all such as denied th" lawfulntsss of war. The ordrr c-f council in this cane ia now before ma. 
l>eaiinff date ' thr* nth of July, 16M).' It commo-nces with euumoratiug the farmer laws against heretics, and 
poes on t) say. that, notwithttinding thene. .Simon KsurruoRN had brcuJiht in two Quakers, who. on exami- 
nation, are found to hold very daiisrerous and her<itical opixn.^ns, which they acknowledfie they came put- 
poioly 1 1 prr>p.iijrat«. It directs that tho bo.iks of the pnson»?rs shall b*i burned ; that the prisoners theix>selv«s 
shall be kept close, and none ii.imittr!jl t> see them wlth-.^ut leave fr-im the f^ovcmor, deputy -governor, cr two 
mafi-ttrate^ ; xnd that ' the said .Simon Ksmpthorn is her<iby enjoined, spe«)dily and directly totranaport. or 
cause t? be transforted, the said pers >ns fr-zm hence t? Barbidoes. from whence they ca^ne. he defray inf all 
the charj'es of their imffisonment . and for the effectual performance here:-f, he is to laivr security in a txjad 
of one hundred pounds st-.>.rling. and en his refusal t: give such security, ho is to be comJmit^>d to prison till 
he do It.* 

•Of the f.'ur indivi.luals put It de-ith at Boston, aflir oxaminlns all tho record* extant in the resp-ective 
cases, tho apol-j^ies issued by John Ncuton and the ' Gener-il C mit ' of Massachusetts. 1 am prfpaied to say, 
that there is uot the sliw-ht-^rit eviience that they were disturber* of the public peace, or Molatets of puV.la 
decorum. The cliar^i°s br-ucht ai,ilnst them prove indeed that they came to M.vtsachusotts. allefinu ;t was 
from a snnse of reliflous duty, and thiit while there, as freo-boru citi/ei-.s of Kn>?laud, th"y refused a vj^lun- 
tiry subiiiiviiDii to law-« vi -l-itinfr the ri-ht5 f?uaraniie.i them by Maana Chaita. and the C.-.mm?n Law of 
Kn^lajid. I wish n- 1 1) cnsum-:- -ipace, but i^-ould tnak*; a few lemarks on the " frftjusnt rsCc-Mii jns ' in which 
the e:irly Q'.iHker*. ari -r lini- 1 ) ' X. S. r'>.'. wcut ' st-irk nikod Ir-t) the piblio nsseniblies.' W:,mt-n r>f re^jHrcti- 
ble CirjQectr.ui, o-asy f >rtu!i"is. liberal eduiMti ■■u, and moJest demeaii'.r lUidcariiij-e. f.r Jr^^acbinJ the g--«ipel, 
and f-.;r merely CiTnino t.- N«w-J-;Tiffl.-»ni f- l-v,ik after their rikbtful pos.se.*i*is'ii». were fr. m tun- t-i tiii:.e strip- 
p«'<i nrikedt; the waist, and whiyped from tnwnship t» township; and yet the niro aon.se nf m.-desty of tba 
Kew-Knifland folk of th;it d:iy wa« u jt sh:i;k»-L In 1W4, when these sceuos had b»?en envted for s»ven ye*r». 
Ltma W*nt'Si.r , who had boon summ m^d n.'p^atedly t- appear before the c-;n<rr<*«':itiin at Newbury, and 
whcse mind was no doubt under much ex(::temout in symjathy with her f»!llow-b«'.iev.Ts in th-ir sufferings, 
went lut:. thf place of worship in thit vina.«<». stripr.*' i in the manner 111*3 matistr.it'.'s were continually strip- 
pine her fri-nl*. The m vJesty nf the p-.-.ple wrw s-r-^!;,- c•3■'.^■^•fd ; aui sei/ing her and her female c )in- 
r-aou-n. they fctrippcd the latter, and tyin^ th«>ir nak-d b jdi-js t.i the w hipping ■j-'istij, with many lashea 
e.arnestly laid on, endeavored t ■ heal the wounJs in-ii^t.-d ';:i tho sense of decorum of th»i (raping crowd. 

' I have n-t t-iken up my p-.m tD defend tho con luf;t ?f Ltma. b.it merely t^ nlit.- the t\eVt .^f tho case. 
Beside this iiLslance, ono oth'-r in i-.vi.lual, a few mcnths ;ift-'rward. under similar excitement. F^rf:Tmed • 
simi'ar act;M>. N'W ti our cnc'.usi-n. These cas'^s. whi-.h .ire the f.nly one* a close ex:imin.iti-'n f tha 
charges of c;nt.-mp-^>rane )us enemies of the .S-.ci-ty, and tbe dofencen .:.f it« friends exhibit any trace c»f. 
are hr-oght forward at this day in jjst;rtcai:-<n of acts of oppres^i:>n cmmittod loan before thmt :'ccurred. 
Turn to the btaUmeutsf.jrwariod to England tj excuse the mordnr of Si svaNSOM, 1'.<;iiinih:-*i, Dixr. and Lj*- 



1843.] 



Editor's Table. 183 



xtWLA : exunian tbe reuorui onlgDed by Nortok and the ' Ocneml Court ' for their proceedlog*. Tb«ir esznity 
tj the Qaakeni 1^ strong, but not tb« aliKbtKHt bint \b given tb-tt tbe^e nuffsred b«!cau9« of any indecent ezpo- 
•ur»», or tint the gon»iral persecution tba S:>cl*ity at that tim-* endur*»d was cccaaionftd by acts of tbit or a 
kindred nature. And why 7 Because the first Initincn of th<« kind occurred more than three yean after tha 
death jf L«ri>RA. the iMt Quaker martyr In New-Entrland. It is a remarkable fact, that soon afb^r these two 
cas^s of -voluntary exposure, the public stripping of Quak«:'r wom»-n ceased. What effect these had in chnng> 
uig the f<>eliuc:a i^f tha c immunity. I caum-t tull ; but it is certainly a curit^us coincidence, that after thia 
period tbc records of courts, and the c -pi'His annals of our Si-cit- ty. scarc«ily exhibit an instance of these cart- 
tail indecencius. The re^t -^f the charp-:*}.* of 'N. 8. D. ' aro equally uufouuded ; and. with sufficient space for 
quv;tati:ina. might be satisfactorily coufutod. * N.' 

Rkligious or sectarian controversy is foreign to the purpose of the Knicksitbocksr; yet we 
could not decline the calm consideration of facts brought forward to correct alleged misstate- 
ments. ' If,' says the writer, * N. S. D.' wishes information on* a subject with which he seems tt> 
be unacquainted, I should like to refer him to works wherein he may find the original documents.' 
For our own part, we think, as we have already partly intimated, that ' the less said the better' 
touching the treatment of the Quakers and ' others of the Non>eIeci ' by the New-£ngland Puri- 
tans. Washi?ioton Ikvino ha.4 driven a long nail home on this theme : ' The zeal of these good 
people to maintain their rights and privileges unimpaired, betrayed them imo errors, which it is 
easier to pardon than defend. Having served a regular apprenticeship in the school of persecu- 
titin, it behooved them to show that they had become proficients in the art. They acconlingly 
employed their leisure hours in banishing, scoun^ing, or hanging, divers heretical Papists, Qua- 
kers, and Anabaptists, for daring to abuse the * liberty of conscience,' which they now clearly 
proved to imply notliing mure than that every man should think as he pleased in matters of 
religion, pro ri//r</ he thought ri^A/; for otherwise it would be giving a latitude to damnable here- 
sies. Now as they were perfectly convinced that they alone thought right, it consequently fol- 
k»wed that whoever thought differently from them, thought wrong ; anil whoever thought wrong, 
and obniinately persiitted in not being convinced and converted, wo."! a flagrant violator of the 
incitiimable liberty of conscience, and a corrupt and infectious member of the body politic, and 
deserved to be lopped ofl'and cast into the fire ! ' • • • We are indebted to a most kind correspon- 
dent for the following excerpt from his note-book It is an extract made many years ago from 
Mime author, whose name and that of his work our friend has alike forgotten. How many just 
such thoughtless, rnttle-brained, aimUss talkers have we encountered I We rather like the prac- 
tice of an old friend of ours in this regard I He makes it a pomt, he says, never to inquire after 
any btnly I 

' Whoever has visited Cambridge, can hardly fail of recollecting Lady — — . Tlie leading idea 
of her life wms to do the pretty ; tn say civil things and make agreeable speeches. But alas ! her 
l&iiy.^hip was not infallinle, and sometimes with the very best intentions would fail desperately. 
They relate of her at Cambridge, that during a series of concerts which .Vludame Catalani gave 
at the last grand c<»mmencemei»t, this Queen of Song was staying at the house of her friend Mrs. 
F. Ai an evening party at D- l^nlge, Lady was niviied to meet her. ' My dear Mad- 
ame Catai.a?(i I how delighted, how transported I am to see you ! When did yon arrive ? How 
IS Monj*ipur Valbsiqub f and your dear little boy ? ' Catalani changed color ; her lip quivered, 
■nd her fine dark eyes filled with tears, as she mnnnnred : 'i4/i .' pauvrt petite je Vai perdu .' ' 'What 
an engaging, interesting, elegant linl*; creature he isl ' '/«► /Vii ptrdu!^ shrieked the foreigner, in 

a lone of agony. I*ady had forgot her Fn^nch. 'Is he, indeed? I am happy to hear it. I 

always said he Mrould come out 84>mcthing extra<»rdiuar>-.' ^ Je I'ai perdu! Je l^at perdu!^ cried 
pwir Catalax!, in a more piercing iruic. ami with increased emotion. ' D^n't exer: y«>urself; yes, 
yen ; I andrrsiand you, perfectly ; well, pray remember me to him very kindly, since he is not 

with you, and offer him my congratulations.' ' He. is dead! he: indtcui! Lady ,' said Mrs. F, 

impatiently. 'Dead! Why did n't s«iine.l»ody tell me so? P«>«jr little lieHow! And so he '• 
dead! Well, I declare, I am very sorry tor hiin I I)ca<l I Tliai 's ver>- surprising I ' On another 
nerasion she said to another di-«ttnfrnished guest: 'Ah! my dear Mrs. Siduons, what an unex- 
pected gratification to see you at Cambridge ! How d' ye do ? Ah ! but you are altered, when 
one comes to li>«»k at you! very much altered! Let me see ; it must be thirty years ago since Sir 
Brmamix and I were first delighted with your Lady Randolph. H<»w lite ebbs away! What 
changes we see I It was p«M>r HnwtN's night, 1 think. Surely, that was the Augustan era of the 
British Theatre ! Ah! poor Knwix ! he 's gone ! An<l Paimer, (lentleman Palmer, he -s gone! 
And DoDD — clever actor, Dodd — he 's gone ! We live in a world of changes! ' Mrs. Siddonb 
looked sad, and was silent. 'I've been recollecting when it was I saw you last. It must be 
aliout fourteen years ago. You played (liieen Catherine, and your pitted bnither Jo u.n played 
Wolscy. What a heal it was ! Dear Jon.\ Kemble ! and he -s gcuie ! Mrs. Sidduns burst into 

tears. ' Amialile creature ! ' said Lady to the astonished by-standers ; * what an affectionate 

heart she has ! ' 

We once sow a painting of the Saviour of .Mk.h, which we could well deem to be like 
the divine origiutil : and never while we live shall we forget the heavenly face which the artist had 
depicted. It was the countenance of u ' man of sorrows, acquainted with grief: ' there was a per- 



184 Editor's Table. [Angast, 



Tftding pathos in iu expreMion, which * brought the water-drops to oar eyee.* Onie picture ie now 
in Germany, where it was painted ; and we can never hope to »ee another so perfect an embodi- 
ment of our conception of the lineaments of the Redeemer. There was something in the eiuem- 
bU of the picture which we remcrabcr to have thought wai like a dencriptiou, by an eye-wimeM, 
of the Saviouk's personal presence, which we had read in our youth, and which we were glad 
recently to encounter in an old common-place lHX>k. It wa4 addressed by PxrBUca Lb^ttullcs, 
President in Judea in the reign of Tiberius Cjbsar, to the Senate of Rome : 

' Conscript Fathers : There appeared in these our days a man of great virtue, named Jestts 
Christ, who is yet living among us, and of the Gentiles is accepted lor a Prophet of truth ; bat 
his own disciples call him the '8o?( or God. He raiseth the dead, and ctireth all manner of 
diseases. A man of stature somewhat tall and comely, and in proportion of body well shaped; 
his hands and arms delectable to behold ; with a very reverend countenance, such as the beholden 
may both love and fear. His hair is of the color of a filbert full ripe to hiK ears, whence down- 
ward it is more orient of color, somewhat curling or waving about his shoulders. In the midsi of 
his head, IS a scam or partition of his hair, ai'trr the manner of the Nnzarites. Hi* forehead is 
plain and delicate. His cheeks without ^pot or wrinkle, beoutificd wiih a comely red ; his nose 
and mouth exactly f>rmed. His heard is tliirk, the color of his hair: not of anv great length, bat 
forked, ilis look innocent and mature. His eyes gray, clear, and quick, fn reproving he it 
awful ; in adnKuiishing, courteous and friendly; in speaking, ver>' temperate^ modest, and wise. 
It cannot l>e rememberrd thnt any have seen him laugh, but many have seen him weep. A being 
for his singular beauty surpassing the children of men.' 

Let us add here a beautiful sonnet, on this great theme, which we derive from an esteemed 
friend and contributor, who has been kind enough to copy it for us from the writer*! manuscript : 

JESUS. 
BT aav. tusodobb FABzaa. 

Jrstts, there is no dearer name than thine, 
Which Time has blazoned on his ample scroll : 
No wreaths nor garlands ever did enlwino 
So fair a Temple or *o vast a Soul. 
Ay, every Angel set his comely seal 
Upon thy brow, and gave each human grace, 
In u sweet copy Heaven to reveal. 
And stamp Perfection on a mortal face. 
Once on the eanh, before dull mortal eyes, 
Which could not half thy sacred radiance see, 
(K'cn as the emmet cannot read the skies,) 
• For our weak orbs reach not Iiniiieiisity. 

Once on the eanh wast Tiiou a living shrine, 
Where shone the Good, the Lovely, llie Divine. 

The ' Plebeian^ daily journal of Gotham is down upon the Yanokutor Yankees, with a weapon 
swung round like a flail ; and like another valiant defender of the Knicksrbockx&s before him, 
he has laised such a buzzing about his unlucky head, that he will need the tough hide of an Achil- 
les or an Orlando Fcrioso, to protect him from their stings. We do not like the nudrm* of the 
ball which onr sturdy denmcrat has set in motion — the glorious battle of Bunker-Hill ; but for the 
rest, we should do di.-ihoiutr to the spirit of our great historian and sire, if we did not applaud the 
prowess which is displayed in this warfare uikmi a set of 'dieven, schobbcjaken, deiigenieten, 
twist-zoiikercn, loozcnschalken, blacs-kaken, kakkcn-l»edden ; ' a squatting, bundling, guessiog, 
questioning, swapping, pumpkin-eating, molasses-daubing, shingle-splitting, cider-watering, 
horse-jockeying, mnion-peddling crew! Let the ' Defender of the FaithfuP continue to ply hi* 
trenchant quill : thousands of crowded and jostled Knickerbockers are heart and soul in the 
contest; and the spirit of William the Tkstt, who was translated to the firmament, and now 
forms a ver>- fiery litUe star somewhere on the left claw of ' the Crab,' looks approvingly down 
upon the warfare ! We confess that wc find it in our hearts greatly to rejoice that the deacend- 
anu of Habbakuk Nutteh, Rktlrx Strong, Zkribbabkl Fisk, and Dxtbrvinbs Cocb, 
those losel scouts who overreached Stoffel Brink ehii off, arc to be taught that the ' sins of the 
fathers may be visited upon the children.' by a right valiunt son of .New- Amsterdam. When we 
bethink us how the*«; Yankte vnrlcn pciietratod into the New-Xeiheriand settlements, and bored 
our taciturn progenitors with their volubility and intolerable inquisitiveness ; bringing the honest 
burghers to a stand on the highway, and torturing them with questions and guesses ; * and which 
is more,' seducing the light affections of the simple damsels from their ponderous Dutch gaUanls, 
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■ad introdadng among them the ancient pnetiee of bundling ; when we call to mind how that 
fcmg-«ided, raw-boned, hardy race received the proclamations of the tajte Governor of New- 
Amsterdam, treating them with contempt, and applying them to an anseamly purpose, and fooUy 
dishonoring the valoroas Wax Curlxt, who bore them ; when we remember these things, and 
also how thai the tribe has beeii spreading wider and wider, and growing mora impertinent every 
day ; we cannot find it iij our heart to regret that a doughty champion has come out against them, 
to expose their braggadocia and annihilate their pretensions. By the beard of Mahomst ! do they 
think that wisdom and patriotism lived alone and is to die with them? Because they are virtuous, 
are there to be no more cakes and ale ? Is their aspiring metropolis, climbing upon its little hilU 
to look down upon itself, to eclipse the great capital of the Manhaddoes ? Is imperial Rome, in 
comparison, to be voted a rat-hole, ' Nineveh,^ a nook, Babylon a baby-house, and Pekin the pal- 
triest pile of the pigmies?' Unanimously, in this meridian, the KiricKKaBocaxas 'reckon 
not ! ' • • • Wk place the following passages from recent letters of two excellent friends in jux- 
isposition. for an especial reason. The epistles are not dated fttr apart ; and in the second, the 
writer, who dwelleth near 'MAso:r and Dixoit,' descants upon the awful climate hereabout in the 
lammer months. Infatuated person ! Observe what he of Tinnecum, living scarcely eight 
mites away, saith : 'I have watched a fair opportunity to invite you to this 'iv ram cl verffum 
Ai'.vrMcr.' The wooda are gloriously animated; the fields deliciously green; the west winds 
overburdened with clover ; the sea-shore breezes are life-inspiring ; and to quote Greek again 
from one of the noble bursts of the chonu, I love to sit upon a piazza, with my picturesque head 
of hair eusnarled in the breeze, and sing out : 

' Tite strawberries (an old writer has remarked that doubtless God might have made a better 
berry, but he never did) are as deliciously ripe as if they had been smiled on by Venus, and dear 
goddess ! she had imbued them with the sweetness of her own lips : ' Quinta parte std neetaris 
imbuit.^ They are charming! To see them piled up in little heaps, like the fhiits of an early 
hsrresi, not to be stored away for a winter of discontent, but to cheer the immediate moment, to 
be refreshed every now and then by the anticipation of their sweet breath as it comes up, not 
obtrusively, gushing into your face, and causing you to throw back your head with a bmile, as if 
all the senses were lulled into a dear security ! To see them lying in so many wanton attitudes, 
u rubicund as if they were intoxicated with sun-beams, in all their variety of shapes ; some pre- 
ciously diminutive, others of an incredible, jovial plumpness; variegated, luxurious, shaped like 
some pyramids I know of, with their great circumference overshadowing the narrow base ; con- 
veying by their very size a provoking, insuhing challenge, that they are too big to be swallowed 
op — by Phccbus ! it is a treat to merge expectation in fruition; and if there is any danger in 
sivallowing them up, then I say again with Horace : * Dulee e*t peridum^ — the danger is sweet. 

'These delights if thou csnst give ' Indeed can I ; and you shall have others beside — K«< 

wKup tliti — as Venus said, when she advertised her missing boy. There is a pleasure in sitting 
by the window, to be lulled by a variety of murmurs, or to listen to them in the solemn groves ; 
whether it be the sonud of the sea, or the winds undulating among the tree-tops, or the swarming 
of bees, I can hardly tell, they are so like ; and if the heart beats at regular intervals not too mueh 
in I hurry or with an inconsiderate knocking, being kept from agitation by a good conscience, as 
may without ^ttnity be claimed both by you and me^ we shall be captivated by a music mora 
sweet than Bblliiti. Come out ken right off! ' Thus far the favored occupant of this delectaUa 
region. Give ear now to that other scholar and gentleman, * hereinbefbrementioned : * * It is 
truly a blistering day, and the breath from the mouth of the approaching Dog is enough to stifle a 
Christian. I keep continually thinking of Nebuchadnezzar's furnace, and repeat, with mora 
firtor than I could wish, * Bear me, Pomona, to thy citron shades ! ' etc. But 'Oh ! Jimmy Thomp- 
son, Jimmy Taompson, oh ! ^ never in Green England did you experience such an atmosphere as 
this! Pah! it goes down my throat like the spirit of melted lead. Oh! for some water-sprita 
to bear me under his dripping wings to tha summit of Dawalageri ; there among the notched 
roeks to sit sipping of iced sherry, and with pine-apples pendant to my very mouth, to whiflf tha 
cool Havaim and read DArrri's Purgatorio! There might some 'swiA-winged courier of tha 
clouds' bring me the July number of the KxicK. ; and aAer laughing at the wit and melting 
with the pathos of Amencan talent, might some prophetic angel unscale my eyes, and show ma 
iu the future the Chinese wall blown up by a match of opium, and the wheels of the Juggamaat 
carrying a train of burden-cars and a crowd of traveUcm £rom Calcutta to Delhi ! What an nn* 
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imaginable world lies behind ihe vale of that same wonder-pregnant Fatnre ! Oh ! that one migbt 
raise that veil and see all that is to Im, save the destinies of himself and his own beloved land! 
The sight, however, might be far from pleasing to the philanthropist. Freedom may fljr again to 
her hereditary mountams ; Knowledge may bum her lonely lamp in conventual cloisters ; the 
* march of mind ' may make a retrograde advancement ; another Caliph may fire the Royal Library 
of Paris ; and posterity moy be sufficiently ujifortunate to have lost all yace and all.memorial of 
you and me! Ood forbid!' • • • Repinixo reader, bethink yon in yoor momenta of despon^ 
dency, or even gloom, oC the mind that uaced, in the ^endunng daik* of his k>nely apartment, 
these toiiching lines : 

• On. wVio rn »*'irth wonU love to liTe. 

L'uluM liii li.cd t> luve '. ■ 

*■ Wnsx in disgrace with fortune and men*s eyes, 
I all alone bewail my outcast fate, 
And truuble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries. 
And look upon myi*elf, and curse my fate. 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hone ; 
Featured hke him ; like him with fricnas possessed ; 
Desiring thiu man's art and that man^s scope ; 
With what I most enjoy contented least : 
Yet in tliese thoughts myself almost despising, 
Haply I think on thee — and then my state 
(Like to the lark nt break of day arising 
Fmm sullen earth) tfingct hvmns at Heaven*8 gate ; 
For thy sweet love remembered such wealth briiiirs, 
That llien I scorn to change my happy state with kings ! ' 



Thi following, which we derive frorn a Boston friend, who assures us that it is a * statement of 
a veritable occurrence,' we caif very readily believe. Indeed, we have never been able to doubt 
any thing which a bird might say, since we heard Uncle Bkzonxkt's * Poor Mitio ' in Nussaa- 
•treet, laugh, and sing, and exclaim '•Gt>od mnming I ' ' What 's your name ? ' ' Uncle Jons ! Uncle 
JoH!f ! somelwdy 's in the store ; ' and then, changing his tone, remark, what nobody, could deny, 
* What an extraordinary bird ! ' But to his ' Boston contemporary : ' ' I came acros* a piou* par- 
rot the other day, while tftrolling down toward the wharves. It was the first of the claj*s I had 
ever seen. I was just puMiiig by n sailor boarding-house, when I heard, several limes repeated, 
the words, ' The Lord hd* mmsy on' Poor Poll^ a sinner/ Lord Ao' moMy ! Atnen f * Turning round, 
I perceived they were uttered by n parrot in a cage, who with one claw drawn up on her breast, 
head bent reverently down, and eye cocked solemnly upward, was now following her ejacula- 
tions by the most piteous moans. Talking parrots are generally sad creatures, and seldom very 
choice in their language. ' But here/ thought I, ' is an exception ; and surely, a race which has in 
it even one individual capable of attaining to a knowledge of its utterly depraved condition, 
cannot be altogether lost.' What seemed to me to be the more remarkable, was the fact that such 
knowledge should have been attainable in a sailor boarding-house, in one of the most vicioas 
streets of the city. While th^iie thoughts were passing through my mind, the parrot had been 
eyeing me with an eager, sidulonp: ginnce, ai< if she were quite ready for a chat, and waited only 
for me to begin it. * Pretiy, pretty Poll!' said I, stroking her head gently with the end of my 
cane; 'Polly have a biscuit?' * W<t, G — d d — n you! hand over!'' was the sharp, quick 
reply.' • • • Fkw and for between, now, are the scenes recorded below by a Southern corres- 
pondent. The last of the old hearrs-of-oak will soon fall to the ground : ' Since I last * drove pen,* 
I have sat by the death-l>ed, watched by the corpse, and shovelled earth upon the coffin, of an old 
revolutionary soldier. He served four years in WASHrxcTON*s own division of the army; and 
doubtless, although he attained no hif;h official rank, his bl<KMl was as freely offered, and his ser- 
Tices should be as gratefully appreciated, a« those of any general of them all. He was a forgonen 
unit in that subaltern rank, on whose individual menu the titled built their edifice of fame. His 
offering was like ' the widow's mite.' an nfroring as dear to him as any the costliest oblation made 
onto his country's treasury of glory. Requte^cat!' • • • ♦ Yoc will find,' says a fneiid writing 
from London, by the last steamer. ' that your portrait has l>ecii extensively circulated about Great- 
Britain and her dominions, in the last number of 'Chuzzlewit.* The artist who draws the illus- 
trations, has given, in the person of young Maktijc, who is reading one of your flash newspapers, 
in presence of the editor and his war correspondent, a very faithful transcript of the lineaments 
of the Editor of the Ktiickerbocker, as we remember them.' We cannot say how far our cor- 
respondent is correct in his impressions ; although they were corroborated by a score or more of 
American friends, before we had seen the engraving m question ; bat thU vre know, that if any of 
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oar readers desire to see a portrait, as life>like as if he had sat for it, of the late lamented Willis 
Gatlosd Clark, they may find it in the person of youns^ Mahtitt Chuszlxwit, in the English 
ediiioa of Mr. Dickkns^b lost issue of the work of that name. The outline, the air, the manner, 
are per/eet. • • • It may be thought remarkable, that while to the mass the illusions of the theatre 
possess unwonted iijterest, those who know the most of its secrets aflect it the least. TuEODOSt 
Hook, vre are told by his reviewer, had a fixed and rooted aversion to the stage^ and a consume 
mate contempt for the player's profession, as a school of character and manners ; an absolute phy- 
sical loathing, as it were, for every thing connected with the green-room, from the mouthing art of 
managers, to the melancholy pirouettes of the ' poor plastered things with fringes to their stays, 
which they call petticoats.' Fan^tt Kemble herself, overcoming so many proud and glorious 
associations, did not sicken of it more heartily. Does n't this militate against the argument of 
'C? /2aM<T, we think. • • • If the reader docs not discover something sparkling, quaint, and 
decidedly or/^No/ in * No^tk- East by East y in preceding pages, we shall inevitablf have thrown 
away and sacrificed ' our guess.' There is a touch of Da!«a, a dash of Coleridge, and the 
' slightest p ssible taste in the world ' of Halleck, yet withal no tmitatton, in that amphibious 
poem. Some lines seem somewhat amendable ; 'As lightning had sprung sudden then,' is one, for 
example. Lighming is rather ' sudden,' we believe, in most ca^es. Wc scarcely remember ever 
to have seen a rfry slow flash ; yet the line could hardly be bettered, and there is good precedent 
for the apparently adscitiiious word. A few ' common substantives ' in the poem may require 
elucidation for the uninitiated. Hie 'Graves' are rocks in Boston harbor, near the outer light, or 
' big bright Eye.' Near this light, and past George's Island, by ' Nix's Mate,' is the main chaimel, 
through which ships must make a ' procession ' in coming up toward Boston. The ' pinkie ' is a 
schooner-rigged end, sharp At both ends, a short peak running up aA, and designed for a chasing 
sea. The annexed lines were written to follow the passage wherein the courier-star says * The 
sun is coming np this way,* etc, but they came too late for insertion : 

* Thb sun is now uncovering 
The mid- Atlantic — scattering 

The raisis, with many a toss and fling 
Of dangling skins and wear>' wing ; 
Half frantic, as they knew not where 
To hide them from his fiery glare ; 
The iceberg from his oceun-lbed 
LiAs loAily his glittering head, 
But shakes not ofl'one burnished spear, 
l>o ring in the frosted atmosphere.' 

PxKHAPt we an amenable to the criticism of our New- Haven friend. Certain it is, however, 
that ' the lighmess which predominates in our cogitations and gatherings * is often to us a veritable 
relief; and if we may trust the candor of many friends, it has been grateful to them also, 

• . . 'when thft fret fal Btir 
Unprofitable, and the fov<»r of tUo worM 
Have haog upon the beAtiD5« of thq heart.' 

We are not all constituted alike, dear Sir ; yet what is one roan's meat we would not have 
another's poison. ' The amiable qualities of cheerfulness and good-humor,' says an old writer, 
'cast a kind of sunshine over a composition, and resemble the gentle smile that oAen lights up the 
human countenance, the never-failing indication of a humane temper.' As for wit, we consider 
it s species of poetry. It amuses and delights the imagination by those sudden assemblages and 
pleasing pictures of things which it creates ; and from every common occasion can raise such 
striking appearances as throw the most phlegmatic tempers into a convulsion of good-humored 
mirth. We fear oar censor will consider us ' past mending.' We must still hold with the excel- 
lent Flbtchse, that * a little mirth now and then is a great purifier : ' 

* »Tis mirth that fills the veins with blood, 
More than wine, or sleep, or food ; 

Let each man keep his heart at ease. 

No man dies of that disease. 

He that would his body keep 

From diseases, must not weep ; 

But whoever laughs and sings. 

Never he his body brings 

Into fevers, gouts, or rheums. 

Or ling'ringiy his lungs consumes ; 

But contented lives for aye — 

The more he laughs, the more he may.' 
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Does our critic remember an ancieni raofto on a son-dial ? ^iVbn tutnun Hbrtu, him »*renn» f * h 
is capable of •application. • • • Wx are glad to say^ since our opinion in this place is requestcdj 
that the essay on *Et/uauion of Youthful ManUg ' is an txeeUeni one. It is only too long for oar 
Magazine^ if we would preserve our accustomed variety. Ii would make at least fifteen primed 
pai^s of the Kxickkkbockkr. We hope however to see the article published. No parent who 
feels as he ought fur the children which God has given him, growing up around him, but would 
honor its aim and emulate its salutary lessons. Years pass quickly away. Yet a little while, and 
our dear ones will be actors in this busy world, of which at present their knowledge is ao smalL 
The article in question has been retumedHu requested, through the Upper Pust-Office. • • • Sum- 
THiifo akin to the fallowing, were certain lines written by '& CM*, now well known in America 
and England under a popular puudoufpne^ many years since. There is rather more of the ' < 
lisMory,' however, in this ' limning from life : ' 

THE N O V E L - R F. A D F. R . 



T WAS vmry roreftt of « summer's eve. 

To hear n«T talk and eiDq 
Of ■l%r<i. atid dew4, and n-jcks. and caree. 

And all tlvat nor! of thinj. 

I loved her for her mill blue eye. 
And her aweet au^l quiet air . 

But I 'm vry aure that I did n t see 
The novel on the chair. 

I lonrei Xrt have a qnWt wife. 
For a cioi*^ quite; dnve« me fmntio : 

But t:i be a novel -reader n iipouse 
la any thing but rv/mantic. 

The llve-1 ■>Tx^ day dc»es Laora read 

In -K cu«hion<v.i eaty-ch^lr. 
In alipMhod xbLX-H. and a dirtjr aown. 

And tin^'led, uuccmbed hair. 



The children look like be^jnin' brata. 
And little have they rf breedin* : 

T«-t thi« i« but one nf the xnxay ilia 
That Aow frcm no\aI -reading. 

For oh ' the tneaN ! I "m very f^ure 
T<~.H ne er did wie auch ' fce'diug ; ' 

For thi> beff ii burnt and the veal lirm^ 
And all txcm novel -reading. 

The bM-mom '* very like a *tT. 

And the kitchen aeemt a ^-ible ; 
The lap-durTk litter tbr rnrl.ir o'er. 

And the nuraery la a Babel. 

Ho ' y.-«uth In search of a qui»t wife. 

Before t-> the ^brtoe ynii ivai her. 
Take c\t*. I pray ycu. t\ke g?od care 

'I hat ahe it n t a uuvel reader : 



Wk had lately missed cur friend Mr. L. P. Clovek, from his establishment under the Astor- 
Huuse, in Vescy-street, and were ignorant of his whereabout ; until happening one day to pass 
Dr. Ltkll*s church in Anthony -street, near Broadway, we obser^-cd, near the door uf a building 
adjoining that edifice, a couple of large paintings, representing the Falls of Niagara. Entering, 
to inquire the name of the anist, we upened upon Mr. Clover, which 'fully accounted' for the 
presence at hitf d(K}r of works of art ; for although his establishment is better known for its excel- 
lent looking-glasscii and picture-frames, for the sale of which, on reasonable terms, it has become 
so popular, yet we have been oAeii indebted to the proprietor's taste and enterprise for the enjoy- 
ment of some of the best paintings to be met at any similar place in the metropolis. To test the 
justice o( our commendations, let our town readers drop in at Number eighty-ihree Anthony-street, 
and examine Vaxdsrltn's Views of the Great Cataract, and several of AYaro's fine land- 
scapes. • • • We hear of various changes and some deaths among our contemporaries- Our 
friend ' Saroext's Magazine ' has been swallowed up in 'Graram^s ; * two or three * lady-peri- 
odicals,' as they are termed, have been similarly wedded ; the * Southern Literary Messenger,* 
since the death of its amiable and persevering proprietor, has been advertised for sale at publie 
auction; the Charieston ' Magnolia' is we hear to be discontinued: Mr. Sikms recently trans- 
ferred Its editorial functions. The 'Orion,' we are informed, will commence its third volume in 
September, with increased attractions, literary and pictorial. How many Magazines have arisen, 
struggled, and fallen, within the last ten years, that were going to throw the 'Old Kxicx." into the 
back-ground, and darken his out-goings ! We could at this momvni count up a score of such upon 
our fingers ; and yet .Maga ' flourishes in immortal youth ! ' 'Be virtuous, and you will be happy ; * 
* Rome was not built in a day ; ' and so forth. . . • ' Remember that thou keep holy the Sabbalh* 
Day,' is a lesson beautifully enforced in the following lines by Sir .Matthew Hale. We give 
them in place of our Baltimore correspondent's remarks upon * Sunday in the Countrf^'' in our last 
number: 

' A Sabbath well spent 

Brings a week of content, 
And health for the toils of to-uiorrow ; 

But a Sabbath profaned, 

Whatsoe'er may be gained, 
Is a certain forerunner of sorrow.' 



Tbx article upon ^PresidaU 2yer and his JRimiZy * in oar last number seema, according to tht 
nawapi^rs, to have given offence to a portion of the public. The aketch was from the pen of aa 
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old correspondent of the Kxickxrbockkk, who hmd nerer foiled to please its readers ; his articles 
having always been widely copied and warmly commended. Assured that il had no political 
bearing, and that it could iif nowise trench upon oar neutrality, we gare the paper a place ; not 
without the thought also that the recent tour of the President and a portion Of his family in this 
lection of the Union would give it additional interest to our readers in the Northern States. I'he 
reception of the article, however, has satisfied us that while pojiiics run high, it is not ex|>edient 
for a neutral work like the Kxickerbocksr to intermeddle either with public wen or public mra- 
Mrci. We shall therefore eschew all kindred themes hereaAer. • • • Wk are indebted to a kind 
friend for the following ' mcident of travel.' We have heard before of the couplet which he tran- 
scribes, but never of a serious application of the lines. We did not however need the assurance 
of our correspondent that he '■ actually saw them, as stated: ' ' During a recent journey through 
New-Hampuhire, with a small party of choice friends, we stopped to refresh ourselves at a little 
inn in a village that shall be nameless, although it has a name at home. The parlor into which we 
were ushered was ornamented, as is usual in New-England villages, with two or three rude pic- 
tures ; and among the rest, the indispensable family mourning-piece. Tlfis latter is always irre- 
aisiibly attractive to me. Poorly as it is executed, it is the work of love. It speaks of the natural 
and holy desire to remember the dead ; to hold their images and their memorials near ; to hind the 
members of the little family, in whatever worlds, together into one. It is one of the many sym- 
bols in which the affectionate heart iml>odies its instinctive prophecy of the indissniubleness of the 
holy and beautiful alliances of friendship and home. It seems to say : 'We have not yet done 
loving the dead. Our sympathies and attachments are too strong to be so soon dissolved. Vina- 
ous friendship must endure for ever, or love is a cheat. Our holy associations mu\t abide, or we 
have no confidence in any thing eternal.' The picture was the work of the needle, representing 
vrith wonderful origiMoUty of conception, a weeping willow bending over a small obelisk, upon 
Tvhich was recorded the name of an infant, aged seven weeks. Beneath the name were the fol- 
lowing lines ; the perusal of which, I need not say, produced a most sensible effect upon the feel- 
lags of all the travellers, and leA an impression never to be effaced : 

• Sinc^ that T so soon wsw dene f^ir, 
I vr./Dder w)iat I waA bc>iLUi for.' 

The brevity of human life is a mystery, which has oAen perplexed the wisest heads. But the diffi- 
cult question is here propounded * with a vengeaneej^ considering the quarter from which it is rep- 
Tesented to have come, that is perfectly overpowering.' • • • What an admirable reproof of 
■eifishness is conveyed in these few words of Bacox : ' Divide with reason between self-love and 
aociety, and be so true to thyself that thou be not false to others. It is a poor centre of a man's 
actions, himself. It is right earth ; for that only stands fhst upon its own centre, whereas all things 
that have affinity with the heavens move upon the centre of another, which they benefit.' • • • Wk 
like part* of * The Summer- Storm ' very well ; but as a whole, il lacks clearness, and in one or two 
places the language is tame ; mere prose, indeed, and not over-felicitously divided. We can well 
imagitu the appearance of such a storm, however, in the highlands of Rockland county. Thom- 
son has a spirited picture of a similar scene : 

' At first, heard solemn o'er the verge of heaven, 
The tempest growls ; but as it nearer comes, 
And rolls lis awful burthen on tbe wind, 
The lightnings flash a larger curve, and more 
The noise astounds : till over head a sheet 
Of livid flame discloses wide ; then shuts 
And opens wider ; shuts and opens still 
Expansive, wrapping ether in a blaae ! ' 

Fob one only reason, we decline the ' thrilling story ' of ' M. D.' of Hudson. Wc do not aflect 
9j(fht in a tale. Indeed, we crossed out a great battle of fists recently in one of the best articles 
thai has appeared in the Ksf ickbrbocker for several months. Sioxbt Smith's advice on this 
point is most Judicious : * Nobody sholild suffer his hero to have a black eye, or to be pulled by the 
nose. The Iliad would never have come down to these times, if Aoamemkon had given Achil- 
Lis a box on the ear. We should have trembled for the £iiiad if any Tyrian nobleman had 
kicked tbe pious JEnsas in the fourth book. .£nsas may have deserved it, but he never could 
have ftranded the Roman empire after so distressing an accident.' • • • Now in this fervid sum- 
mer solstice, forget not, O ye sedentary! that most important requirement of the body, flrequent 
ablution. Baih* ! bathe! A recipient ourselves of ' the early and latter rain ' of Dr. RABiNiAtr'a 
ihowar-bath, and eke the benefiu of his unrivalled swimming -bath, we apeak by the card, and aa 
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one having authority. Of Mr. H. Rabixbav's VNirm sail water batha, at the foot of Detbroun- 
atreet, on the North River, we hear also the warmest praises, from the lips of invalids and 
others. • • • Ir we were to write a pap^e of fine print in repljr to on^'point of * S.'s remarks npon 
*&rett Alms - Gicing^^ it could not so well express what he at least will understand, as the annexed 
brief sentence : ^ That charily which Plenty gives to Poverty is human and earthly ; but it becomes 
divine and heavenly, when Poverty gives to Want.' • • • We submit it to the reader whether oni 
correspondent is not excusable for the tardy fulfilment of a promise in which they were interested: 

' PvE had the tooth-ache, Diedrich. and have taken 
All sortri {.if rxtrucis, essences, and lotions ; 
Have held on bhsiers, till my jaws were baking, 
Of mustard, vinegar, and other notions ; 
And lor about a week, at midnight waking, 
Have drank raw fourth-proof brandy, in such portions, 
(Mixed with qnininus, valerians^ and morphines.) 
>T would put u dozen stout meu in their culGus.' 

• 
* M.^s curt notelet is impertinent and ungentleman-like. His article was a mere Aatfe4«, and very 

indifiercnt at that. The nueUi of his ad^ociatious were objects of the very smallest kind, and the 

language was kept down to a sympathetic degradation and due correspondence with the thoughii. 

The article was ' respectfully declined,' and in the manner prescribed by its author ; and tor thu 

we are berated in no measured termit. *Go to ; you are a fishmonger.' • • • The ^Linet to OU 

Ocean ' possess a kind of latent rough-and-tumble sublimity, not unlike a good borrowed thought 

smothered in windy words by Jonx Skal. But we like Dickens's prose picture of * the main ' 

much better: ' The sea never knows what to do with itself. It hasnt got no employment for its 

mind, and is always in a state of vacancy. Like them polar bears in the wild-beast shows, as is 

constantly a-nodding their heads from side to side, it never can be quiet.' This is at least ' dear to 

the meanest capacity.' • • • It is said of Richter, that his foremost tho\ight abont a wife was, 

that she should be able to ' cook him something good.' Our Port-Chester epigrammatist seems to 

have a taste for the fragile in his estimate of the sex : 

' Lo vFiT w^man 'n s flower, an when you addrem her. 
If you wi-ib t3 retJdu. I adcl«e you tu proa her.' 

The others ' will do.' They bide their time ; as also the * Night on Lake Erie.' • • • The recent 
death of Washington Allston, the painter, the poet, in all respects the man of genius, has left 
a void which will not soon be filled ; and one there is, in a foreign land, who will feel this sad 
event in his very heart of hearts. Washinoton Irving and Washington Allston were for 
many years friendif of as confiding a faith and firm an attachment as Damon and Ptthias. They 
rose to fame abroad together ; were constant mutual advisers in literature and art ; and at one 
time, when they were residing temporarily in Rome, we came near losing our renowned author, 
through the love lie bore his friend, and a desire to unite with him in the common pursuit of his 
delightful art. We shall hope to obtain for these pages a tribute from the pen of Mr. Irving to the 
memory of hts illustrious friend. • • • Here is a fact related by an eastern correspondent, thai 
raises Handy Andy's character for truth and veracity greatly in our estimation. It matches the 
best blunder recorded by that amusing narrator : * Not many days since, a little child, two years 
old, the son of a poor Irish widow, lay in the middle of a new road, kicking up a dust, and roast- 
ing in the sun. Presently came along an Irish teamster, who in the most deliberate and careless 
manner walked his team over the little fellow, and crushed him to death. Some dozen or twenty 
Irish shanties were in full view of the catastrophe ; and as might be expected, there was a rush 
and an utiulloo from a hundred women at once. While some took up the dead body, others 
shouted aAer the teamster, who, apparently unconcerned, was making slowly off. They forced 
him back to the scene of the catastrophe, where they did not hesitate to accuse him of having 
caused it purposely. Pat of course denied it strenuously, declaring that he did not see the child, 
and was therefore wholly blameless. But with a hundred fierce eyes glaring upon him at once, 
and fifty tongues hissing in his ear, he became confused, began to waver, and finally gave up the 
point entirely, probably as a peace-offering to his tormentors : ' Thrue,-thme, Miatress Conollt,* 
•aid he to one of them, while he scratched his head sorrowfully, * I did see the boy lying there, 
*pon me word ; but I thought he teas asleep.' ' This, .Mr. C, is a positive fiu:t.' • • • Did you ever 
peruse these ^ Lines toritlen upon a Watch ?^ We derive them from a favorite contxibutor, who 
informs us that his honored father, in winding up his watch, used often to repeat them : 

' Could but our tempers move like this machine, 
Not urged by passion, nor delayed by spleen, 
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Bat true to Nature's rc^ilniive power, 
Bv vinuous nct« diiithifruMhcd every hour ; 
Then Health and Joy would follow, na they onght, 
The laws of motion and ilie Inwd u'f ihouirht : 
Sweet Health, to pat»A the preis«'i)t momenta o'er, 
Aiid cndles4 Juy, when Tune ahall be no more '. ' 

*0!f E more last word * to 'JUSnn Hot of Albany ^"^ to whom wo alluded in our last number. We 
tdmii the justice of your satire ; but with deference, it strikeii us that it does not require a cimeter 
to cut di>wn a gnat. Hood somewhere mentions an Irishman who apologized to the keeper of a 
men.igerie (ur insulting his elephant by a rude assault upon his most prominent feature. He 
could n'l resist, he said, the only chance he had ever had to pull a nose that he could take hold of 
with bpih hands! Our correspondent has a kindred excuse, certainly, in one sense, but not in 
another. * Fleas are not lol>stcrs,' nor are asses elephants. • • . A very charming story, friend 
*G.- of Illinois; simple, welUtold, and not too long — the bane of kindred performances. Love- 
stories should end once in a while, by way of novelty. How many novelists have elaborated 
chapter aAer chapter, to depict the true-hearted constancy which is better described in these four 

lines: 

* I LO^E nac a laddie but nne, 
He lo'es nae a lassie but me ; 
He 's willing to make me hin nin, 
And his aln I am willing to be.' 

* T.'s manascript is vrtteked. The words are strung together like a bunch of onions. Slome of 

the conglomerated syllables reminded us of a sign in London, mentioned by Hook, whereby a plain 

manufacturer of Roman cement was turned into a manufacturer of Romanrtment ; as if he were 

anxious to solicit business fipm the prolific fashionable novelists of the time. • > • \Vr do nol 

mccept * Tkt Signs of tka Times.^ The writer looks through a pair of very dark spectacles, we 

should say. Going upon the assumption that every man is a rascal until he proves himself an 

honest roan, would be a course as unjust to a community ns to an individual. Our correspondent 

seems to think that ^ the world is in a state of bankruptcy ; that it owes the world more than the 

world can pay, and ought to go into chancery and be sold ! ' The best-laid plans of honest men, 

oar censor should remember, often fail. The race is not always to the swift nor the battle to the 

atrong, as many a delving, toiling * two-footed worker ' can bear witness : 

' Dame Fortitne is a fickle gip^y. 
And always blind, and often tip^y ; 
Sometimes for years and years together 
She 'II bless you with the sunniest weather, 
Bestowing honor, pudding, pence, 
You can't imagine why, or whence ; 
Then in a moment. Presto, puss! 
Your hopes are withered like the grass.' 

Wi have received a very indignant epistle from ' The Mnil-RobbfTy^ who read our Inst number at 
Saratoga, where he is temporarily sojourning. We shnll present it to our readers, with another 
poetical epistle, in our September issue. * Mohawk, a Cluster of Sonnets," by our friend H. W. 
Rockwell, Esq. ; 'Green places of the City,' by Mrs. Hewitt : and ' Thoughts nt Niagara,' are 
in type for our next. A word here to a few correspondents whose articles were not named in the 
large list enumerated in our last, or who have not been privately advised of ihe reception and dis- 
position of their papers : Where is our venerable friend to whom we have been indebted for ' 7%e 
Tomj* Enffiiskmant^ We look for him in our next. The ' Treatise of BiK>ks ' by ' R.' struck us 
u rather stiltish and labored in its style, although its thougkif were unexnepiionable. It was 
declined, however, because our port-folios contained three or four papers on the same theme, for 
vbn^e insertion at some future day we have bern kniking for several months. The *Trcaiise* 
twaiis ' R 's order at the publication-office. ' H. W. R.'s indignation at the silly charge of plagia- 
ri»m of *2TI« Simthffn Pinnvoods'' by Bryaxt — whose lines on*TA/' Prairifs^' written for the 
Kmickerbockbr, furnished every thought and simile for the iniiiaiinn — would he thrown away 
upon « ' wenk invention.' The whole affair is a stupid jok«», not worth a rosurrertion, 'Chroni- 
cles of the Past,* by an esteemed friend and contributor, is filed for insrrtirm. ' IVter Brown and 
I>olly Cross,' a Legendary Ballad, and ' Night and Morning,' by ' W. H. H.,' hirf** their time. They 
are ' booked.' * T.'s * Lines on the Death of a Young GiH ' are under ' hopeful ' advisement. We 
ihall be glad to receive the ' Inquiry concerning the Manifestation of Mind by the Lower Orders 
of Animals.* The theme is a fruitful one. Notices in type, of several new publications, are 
viatoidablf omitted. 
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* WA^iiiNr.TOv : A National Pokm.' — Who \va» it contribulfd five pounds toward tli«j pay- 
ra«>nt of ihf nnirliiifi iiaiioiinl debt? lie was such a l>«iiL'facior to Britain, in n pcruiiinry point of 
vii'w. n* tlje auih>r uf thi* ' Waahinoton ' po«ui i* to our nuiionul literature. To juilj^c l"r«im hn 
hij^h»t.iuii(liiiirprcrare, iini* would think ttiat Melton was to be out-done, and the larai; of by<gone 
poets utTrrly f'lipiicd. The writrr went into h ' ilate of rrliracy ' and 'threw hini.4elf into his 
task.' Hi" • nnd, mused, and tneditaied ; wrote and rtr-wroie.* He rose early and reposed late ; 
'elcepleiss hnnsrlr". tu trivc to others sleep! ' He ' prepared hini!>t*lf lonji and latM>riou<1y ' f'»r hi* 
great eil'urt, and ' 1.1 id hi-4 foundationif deep.' And (he rei^ull i/L that he has given n.-i an oric'iwii 
poem which nen criticism at detiancc. In thi« judi^^ment, unless ' we l>edoubt them o'ermuth/ 
\n u*i* our jioiMs w«»nl:». hi* readers will at leaj«t ugrce with u^. Since the ' tiavail in spirit' of 
Dr. M'H.iXKY, in bringriui; lonh * The AnlediluviaiiA ' in twelve bookii — an ominou.« nunil>«r ia 
the prciifiit in->innee ulso — we liave seen nothiui! to compare with the pains and perils which our 
poet mu:«i ha\e suH'f red nnd ditred, in giving birth to the literar>' rit]'i*pnn<; under notice. Our ran- 
dill and deliberate ad\ii.-e to the author is. to bottle up Book First in spirits, and Mraiigh; its eleven 
broiht'rs. 

* iLLtr-'TUATioxs OF THK CitoTox Aqikditt.' — Wc regret that we did not receive this noble 
work of ,Mr. F. B. Towek, of the Kngineer Department, in lime for adequate notice in the prcj»enl 
number. A-* it i.o. wc cannot forbear to call public attention to ii:« great merits. The volume i9 a 
superb quarto, r.uiiuiiiing upward of twenty tarKC nnd exceedingly well-executed cngraringv, 
illusiraiiMi! all tht» important sirueiures on Uie eiiiire lineofthe Aqnv'diici, from its tviurce : its tun- 
nel*. aque'but.«, bnilgci*, Te.*crviiirs, fuuntniiiit, etc. In the letter-prej»<. which "wc should not omit 
lo add does ;rre:ii credit to the eare and skill of the printer. Mr. Oi»bi»rx. we find a clear .ind cora- 
prohcn»ive liistory of the preliiuiiinr)' measure* which led to the aee««iiipliJ«hmeni of thi^ preat 
enterprix'. toireilier with uecount.-* of the aqueducts of imcieni Rome, and «»f the Romans in other 
parts of Kur.ipr, as wrll ax of the inodiTii Roman. Iialian. French. Mexican, and South .\meri- 
can work", of a kindred character. Messrs. Wilhy a.\u Pitnam are the publishers. 

' Clovtahf, or thk Fikld of tjik fiRFEN IIannep.,' \a the title of an Iri>»h Historical 
Romance, in ver-e. l»y .Ioiin \\:ti\:%T\:n Siika, whu'h r«»aches u.-s at ti>o late an hour for adequate 
perusal and notice. .N'.ii ti> pass it wholly by, however, we are fain to say. that in ha«tily reading 
a passase he-re and there through the volume, we have been struck with the warm spirit of free- 
dom which it breathes, the easy flow of its versification, and its frequently agreeable imagery and 
faithful picture's of p:i«si<in. The poetical introduction is fervid and felieitou.<. A few minor 
poems, whii--h have acquired general celebrity, among them that fine address to the ocean. ' Like- 
ness of IIea\en I ' rte.. cli««.r the volume ; which being publi-shed by Appletox and Coxpani is 
of course ill gi'od keeping in its fxienials. 

The \oRTii-AMEnicAX Review, fi»r tlie July quarter, is an excellent issue of that always 
rcapeetnble Quarterly. The leading pnper, upon the lite and character of Tuoxas Paini:, is 
wrilicii wiih great power, and with eviilent I'ainiliarity with all the details of the history of its 
notorious subject. Stxpuevs's * Travels in Yucatan ' and Miss Brf.mek's novels are nc»iiced in 
terms of well-deserved praise. These, with an entertaining and instructive article up<.>n the cod, 
mhckrrel. and herring fisheries, are all which we have found leif>ure to read. The remaining 
papers .are upon the ' .Mutiny of the Somers,* Dbakk'a * Ni>nhern Lakes and S:>nthern luvalids.- 
' The School and the School-musier,' * The Nestorian Chrt.simns,' ' Classical Studies/ and the 
usual b.'iefcr • Critical Notices.' 

Mr. \r»3F,T'« Lecti.re. — We have perused the lecture delivered before the Georgia Histori* 
cal Suci'My at S.ivannnh, by .Mr. Eugemus A. Nisbet, with satiofaction and pleasure. The 
writer's remnrks upon the drnma: the tendency of French literature ; the necessity of an interna- 
tional ciipy-riLrlit l.-iw : the intellectual inheritance which we have derived from England ; and the 
influcnre of d>iin>*«'ie. airs and natiininl songs : are exceedingly forcible and just. We commend 
especially .Mr. Niscux'a argument in favor of literary protection to ilio«e lilieml-miiided casoislt 
who would at the same time pick an author's brains and his pockets, and defend the justice of the 
operation^ on the ground that the victim could not help u, and that wonuboiy would rub hiin if tktf 
did nut : 
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THOUGHTS AT NIAGARA. 



• Tirsnt '■ nothin* tr«-nt r.r bright, thou jt' '■■rioa'* Fall I 
Tb^u may ^t u-: t tj tLu tuicy 'h striMe recall.' ^ohpstb. 



Numbers have labored to describe this imposing spectacle, but 
no pen can exhaust the subject, or do full justice to its grandeur. It 
is great, indescribable, mighty ; and the sensations it produces are 
indefinite, confused, aud wholly unlike and above the emotions 
raised by other scenes and other causes. It would be presumption 
to offer a description ; although the image of the passing moment 
is so deeply fixed in the mind, that all else can be dismissed at 
pleasure, and the imagination conduct us, as often as we will, to a 
seat on Table-Rock where we can again see the dashing waters 
roll up in billows above the verge, then gliding over, literally tumble 
into myriads of particles before they are lost in the rising spray. 

One idea impressed me strongly, while enjoying this triumph of 
Nature's eccentricities ; that the Canada Fall was to the American 
as Great Britain to the United States. Both of the same majestic 
pattern, equally lofty, created by the same stream, and side by side ; 
but the former more powerful, more irresistible, more overwhelm- 
ing ; while the latter j)osscssos another kind of beauty, less angry, 
less furious, less threatening, but yet grand and magnificent, and, 
take away the other fall, incomparable. 

Undoubtedly in ages past this mighty tide rolled over in an 
unbroken sheet ; but having worn away in a slow retreat to its pres- 
ent position, a rock unyielding and immovable separated the stream 
into two unequal divisions ; and, judging from the past, the future 
would seem to forewarn changes equally great. The Canada Fall, 
however, can gain nothing by the wearings of time. It can have 
no larger proportion, no higher ledge ; but on the other hand, some 
shifting rock, some nipture in the bed of the river above, may 
direct the larger share into the American channel, and the relative 
character of the two be reversed. 

The compaiison to some extent will hold of the two govem- 
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ments. Our ancestors were common. The same language, the 
same literature, and the same religion supplied, and continues to 
supply us both ; and although a rock impassable has divided us, we 
continue in civilization to stand side by side. Great Britain, how- 
ever, stretches her dominion through the world. The channel of her 
power is deeper, and its full current sweeps along with irresistible 
force. She has attained her full meridian, and stands forth the 
mammoth power of the present age ; with her ensign unfurled to 
every breeze, and her ambassadors upon every isle. She draws 
within her influence * earth's remotest bounds ;' but, if we rightly 
estimate the indications of the times, her political meridian has no 
higher degree ; and when she moves from her present position, it is 
even more probable that she will * hasten to her setting * than be 
borne along in her present attitude by the shifting currents of time. 

Our republic, in contrast with it, presents the figure of aspiring, 
expanding youth, and vigorous age. The youth of the parent 
stock ; but, being educated in a different school, and upon another 
soil, and having shaped out a separate course, founded upon the 
experience of the past, has formed juster estimates of the dignity 
and independence of man ; of his social immunities ; of his inborn 
liberty ; of his equality of right with all mankind ; and of his consti- 
tuting a part of the national sovereignty, rather than its appendage. 
His free-bom genius has unfolded while stniggling for these essen- 
tial principles ; and guided by their inspiration, he stretches forward 
in the career of intellectual and moral expansion, promising ere 
long to excel immeasurably the sturdy parent, whose genius is 
encumbered by prejudice, aristocracy, and regalism, and blunted by 
long and arduous toil. 

Unlike the two Falls in extent, neither Great Britain, nor any 
civilized nation, possesses such a valuable, continuous, and available 
territory as constitutes the American republic. It reaches, with hill 
and plain, river and mountain, from ocean to ocean. The waters 
of the Missouri wander for five thousand miles through its breadth, 
and yet find their source and discharge within its limits. If, except- 
ing Russia, we double all the kingdoms and States of Eiurope, and 
suppose the area to be extended over the Union, an empire as large 
as Spain would still be left : indeed it is almost impossible to appre- 
ciate the territorial magnitude of this grand confederacy, on the 
imposing scale on which its government is instituted. 

For the beautiful and grand in natural scenery, it is saying little 
to assert that ours is unrivalled. From that variety which stirs the 
milder feelings, up to that which rouses the highest emotions, it 
seems to furnish the whole catalogue of the pleasing and the sub- 
lime. It offers to us * rivers that move in majesty ;' tlie bright and 
gentle scenery of the inland lake, 

* On which the south wind scarcely breaks 
The image of the sky ; ' 

' Antres vast, 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven ; * 

and lastly, Niagara's rushing tide, the triumph of the grand in nature. 
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The comparison might be continued in some other respects. The 
American Fall presents a plain, bold, and widely extended front, 
while tlie Canadian is sinuous, and bears deeper marks of the sur- 
ges' wild career. In like manner the English government has been 
iiregubxly extended by the convulsions of time ; enlarging its 
empire by every vicissitude, and sweUing its resources even by 
calamity. Its institutions also have been essentially modified, 
almost revolutionized, during the long struggles for the emancipation 
of mind. On the other hand, ours exhibits the same unbroken and 
formidable outline by which it was originally bounded. Not a 
fragment has crumbled, but it has rather been rendered geographi- 
cally complete. Relying upon no foreign possessions for its magni- 
tude ; upon no navy or army for its strength ; it trusts the future to 
the guidance of the American mind ; those mighty energies now 
unfolding in the sunny atmosphere of free institutions, and culti- 
vating in that republican school which recognizes no degmdation 
but ignorance, and no distinction save substantial and virtuous 
worth. 

Leaving any farther comparisons, wliich are idle except as a 
mere matter of novelty, it may not be amiss to consider the preten- 
sion so often reiterated, that our institutions are levelling. What 
does this vague charge mean ? Do they obstnict personal effort, or 
the pursuit of happiness, or the cultivation of the mind ? Do they 
draw from the husbandman his earnings, from the artisan the fruits 
of his skill, from commerce its reward ? No ; so far from shackling 
man, the philosophy of all Americanism seems to be to open wide 
the gates to the field of human exertion ; inviting every citizen 
freely to enter and reap according to his abilities ; and emphatically 
to make the utmost of the powers which the Deity has bestowed. 
Where then is the prostrating tendency detected by the aristocrat 
in our institutions ? It must be because they do not establish and 
sustain a Patrician race, exalted by territory, wealth, and preroga- 
tive. If this is the levelling into which such charges may be 
resolved, it has precisely a contrary effect, and is much more a 
matter of commendation than reproach. Republicanism does not 
seek the elevation of a few, but of all ; and tliis principle is one of 
profound wisdom, guiding more directly to national greatness than 
any other political maxim, aside from its inherent justice to man. 
We have yet to learn that intellect and moral worth require the 
sustenance of hereditary wealth and place ; while ignorance coupled 
with arrogance would merit contempt, no matter how it was habited. 
On the other side, aristocracies organized and sustained by law 
have in all ages, without doubt, produced more misery among men 
than all the desolations of faction, the rapacity of mihtary com- 
manders, and the tyranny of kings combined. Wc need no Ameri- 
can mandarins to wrest by legitimatized oppression that free, 
unbroken spirit from the great mass of citizens which must con- 
stitute the energy of the nation. Our republic, however, does 
recognize an order of Patricians, though it rises high above the 
region of factitious distinctions. Taking the monument for its 
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emblem, the corner-stone of the order is virtue. The pedestal, 
intellect The shaft, mental progress, and usefulness to man. 
The summit, grandeur, sublimity of character. It is composed of 
Franklins, Marshalls, Washingto.ns, and the ascendancy of such 
Patricians is founded on the grateful appreciation of the people of 
eminent usefulness and exalted worth. If the Pisos, Antoniuses, 
and Scipios of Rome, together, with the swarming host of Europe's 
privileged characters shall fade even from the page of history, our 
Washington and Franklin will live * through the still lapse of 
ages,' with perpetual freshness in the minds of men. Such men 
need no commemorative column, sculptured with their deeds or 
lineage ; and as Napoleon dated his patent of nobility from the 
battle of Monte Notte, so does theirs bear date with the com- 
mencement of their public usefulness. 

Tuming once more to the Falls of Niagara. Our national boun- 
dary divides it, assigning a part to the British empire, thus forming 
a natural but most remarkable division, the centre of a raging river 
and a mighty fall. We can all cordially approve the poetical 
exclamation of a distinguished Englishman : 

* Oh ! may the war* that madden in thy de? p». 
There upend their ra^, nor elimb the encircling steeps; 
And till the conflict of the surges cea«e, 
The nations on thy banks repose in peace ! * Aquabios. 



STANZAS T*0 A LADY 



BY w. a. iisnuzHr. 



X. 



IIow sweet the time, when momiogf'S prime 

Fir^t biightcnzi into day, 
And Heidd of dew from skies of blue 

Kcceive the glitteiing: ray ! 



XI. 



More sweet the hotir, when Passion's power 

First sways the yielding frame, 
And heart and soul, and mind and sense, 

Dissolve in Love s sod (lame. 



IZZ. 



Oh ! sweet the light, that gilds the night 

Frotn many a glorious star, 
And bright t^c beam, whose golden gleam 

Tlie sun shoots forth afar ! 



I v. 



But sweeter far than sun or star, 

The light of that dark eye, 
"Whose dazzling glance and dreamy trance 

The ihining spheres outvie. 
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MOHAWK. 

▲ CLU8TKB OP SONNETS TOUCUINO THAT VALLEY. 



BT B. W. TMOXVrXU.. 



IV. 



Hark ! how the cool wind shakes this tcnt-Iike screen 
Of thick and nistling leaves. No sultry heat 
Flames 'mid this spicy air and twilight sweet, 

Or steeps the fresh moss, shaded by the green 

Overhanging branches. Let the hot sun l>eat 
Upon the haze-fiimed forest-tops ; for me, 
Amid this hush, inviolate sanctity. 

Where all that 's best and holiest seems to meet, 

The noontide hours shall gcnlly glide away 
In quiet meditation. Thou, meanwhile, 
That wearest 'mid thy banks through many a mile 

Of wood and moorland the fierce beams of day, 

Shall be the almoner of many a storjr, 

Hallowed with daring deeds and ancient border-glory ! 

V. 
THE MOHAWK GIRL. 

' A NOBZ.S race ! but they are pone. 

Witb tlicir old forvsts wide aiid deep ! * — Brtamt. 

Where are the painted skifls that rocked between 
These clumps of \^'ilIow ? 'Neath this twinkling shade 
Of waving bushes, which overhead have made 

For the smooth waters a light emerald screen, 

Thick with young leaves, and mingling stems, that lean 
Mid briers and gniss-tuAs where the wren bath laid 
Her speckled eggs — the shell-decked Indian maid 

Sees her wild costume in the trembling green 

No longer. Hauly by this mo.«sy cove 

Of rocking silver she hath twmed her locks 
With daisies and wild-roses from the rocks ; 

Roses, the summer growth of this dark grove, 
And dewy violets from the splintered blocks 

Of yonder blulf, with vines anu weeds inwove. 

VI. 

Cheeks olive-bright, o'er which the blaze of noon 

Kindled a sweeter crimson ; jetty braid, 

And meek eyes where the summer heaven had made 
Its bluest glory ; speech, which hke the tune 
Of winds among the bcechcn boughs at noon. 

Scattered sofl music through the stooping shade ; 

She seemed some ' delicate Ariel ' of the glade, 
Whose life was one of sunshine. Fair, yet soon, 
Too soon ! that creature of fond romance passed 

With the brief beauty of her gentle look, 

Dark lock and wampum by the cool wind shook, 
And all that I had deemed most sweet to last ; 

Yet not less fleetly have her race forsook 
Those natural rights which once they held so fast 
Vtita, jH/y, 1843. n. w. ». 
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THE INNOCENCE OF A GALLEY-SLAVE. 



ST "Tim BOLWXK OF TXlANOIi.' 



About two o'clock one morning in the month of September, 
1828, the country houses situated on the banks of the Garonne, 
l)etween Reolc and Cadillac were steeped in that profound stillness 
to which the repose of the city is a stranger ; and when, in the 
words of Delisle, *onc sees only night and hears only silence/ 
A single villa standing alone in the middle of a park of moderate 
extent, seemed to form an exception to the general repose. From 
a window on the first floor, at the eastern angle of this building, 
streamed forth a gleam of light so faint that at a short distance it 
would be necessary to regard it very attentively to be certain of its 
existence. A lover of adventure, who would take tlie pains to 
scale the park -wall, climb the l)alcony, and then support himself on 
the outside of this window, might perchance deem himself sufli- 
ciently repaid for his trouble by the mysterious picture there dis- 
played to his curiosity. Between two curtains of blue silk the 
eye might distinguish the interior of a sleeping apartment, fur- 
nished with elegance and taste, and dimly lighted by a night-lamp. 
Upon a bed in a recess of the room, a female in the flower of youth 
and of surpassing loveliness was lying in a slumber whose feverish 
agitation betrayed the presence of one of those tenacious emotions, 
which not even the temporary suspension of thought and sensation 
can intemipt. Near Uie bed, watched a man mute and motionless, 
with forehead pale and furrowed with the traces of old age. With 
head bent over the pillow, breathless, and apparently attempting to 
restrain with one hand the throbbings of his heart, he seemed to 
catch with sinister a\'idity the half-uttered words which a painful 
dream apparently forced from the hps of the sleeper. 

*His name I she will not pronounce his name I* exclaimed the 
old man, after a vain eflbrt to distinguish the broken sounds, and 
casting around him a look of impotent rage. 

* Arthur I * murmured the fair sleeper, as if some fatal power had 
suddenly broken the last seal which still guarded the half-betrayed 
secret of her dreams. 

* Arthur I * repeated the old man, starting as if this name had 
been a dagger ready to pierce his bosom ; * Arthur d* Aubian ! and I 
refused to give credence to it. Arthur I blind fool that I have 
been I* 

With a convulsive gesture he brushed away the moisture which 
stood upon his livid brow, and leaning over the bed, more hateful to 
hira than a yawning sepulchre, he again put his ear close to the 
fresh and rosy mouth from whence issued these empoisoning words. 

' I can go no farther I ' miurmured the young female, making an 
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efibrt to rise ; * thy life is in peril ; mine is nothing ; but thine — No, 
I can no more I He has suspicions ; he will kill you I * 

She uttered a stifled sob, trembled from head to foot, and sud- 
denly, with a painful exertion, started to a sitting position. The old 
man, thinking she had awoke, glided behind the bed-curtains to 
conceal himself from her view ; but without opening her eyes, she 
remained for some moments immovable in the position she had 
assumed. Gradually the clianges in her countenance betokened 
those of her thoughts; the terror impressed upon her features gave 
place to an expression of contemplation, which in turn changed to 
one of anxious and profound attention. At length, as if the excite- 
ment of her nerves had reached the degree of intensity at which 
the phenomena of somnambulism commence, bending her head, as 
if to catch some distant sound, she suddenly arose, tlirew over her 
shoulders a night-robe, and gliding on tip-toe, cautiously approached 
the window. 

* Midnight I ' said she, in a low tone ; * there is not a drop of blood 
in my veins ; the wall is so high I Should he fall I Hark ! I hear 
him in the garden. How loudly he walks I It is the gravel they 
have put upon the paths. Oh I this is, this mtist be, the last time : 
I shall tell him so. This fear is worse than death I' 

With a precision in her movements manifesting that internal clair- 
voyance, of which science has not yet offered us a satisfactory 
explanation, tlie somnambulist, whose eye-lids were still closed, 
extinguished the night-lamp and drew the bolt of the door. She 
then drew aside the curtains, and opened the window, without the 
shghtest sound reaching the cars of her husband, who a few paces 
behind her followed this pantomime with looks of sullen fury. She 
next took from her work-box a long riband, which she unrolled from 
the window, until it mifijht be supposed to touch the ground ; a 
moment afterward she drew it in, and made a movement as if she 
were attaching the hook of a rope-ladder to the balcony. Then, 
breatliless and palj>itating, she withdrew into the interior of the 
chamber. Suddenly she opened her arms, and threw them around 
an imaginary being, murmuring in impassioned tones, * My life I my 
hfe ! ' She embraced but empty space, and remained for some time 
as if confounded, with arms crossed upon her bosom. 

'Arthur I* cried she at length, aloud, and rushed in a wild par- 
oxysm of terror toward the balcony. The feeble hands of her hus- 
band found strength for the moment to hold her back. 

* I am terrified I I must not be terrified I ' exclaimed she, m a low 
voice, as she struggled in his arms. The anxiety of the loving 
woman had now given place to the instinct peculiar to persons sub- 
ject to somnambulism ; who with an incomprehensible perception of 
their situation, dread above all things being suddenly awakened. 
But the paroxysm had been too violent for a peaceful termination. 
Those mysterious filaments by which the soul extends itself during 
the slumber of the organs which are its accustomed agents, were 
suddenly severed ; as the chords of a harp are snapped by the con- 
tact of too rude a hand. The young woman awoke, and uttered 
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stifled shrieks at finding herself, in profound darkness, in the clasp 
of unknown arras, which held her lightly in their embrace. 

' It is I, Lucia,* said the old man, with a painful effort; * it is I; be 
not afraid.' 

Releasing her from his grasp, he tlien lighted the candles, closed 
the window, and with an air of composure approached his wife, who 
was now seated on the bed, gazing around in silent amazement 

* What has happened ? * demanded she, pressing her forehead 
with both hands ; * I have a chaos, a volcano in my head ! How 
came you here ? * 

* I heard you walking,' replied the husband, in a subdaed voice ; 
' I was afraid that you were ill, and came up/ 

*Can you hear one walking here from your chamber?' replied 
Lucia, with a secret terror. 

* It is the first time it has happened. Your sleep has never before 
been so disturbed.' 

* What a dreadful tiling to be a somnambulist ! ' said she, bending 
down her head ; * and they say there is no remedy for it' She then 
added, faintly : * Did I speak while asleep ? ' 

* No,' replied the old man, whose exterior remained cold, while his 
nails were tearing his bosom. He then took a light, wished his 
young wife a more peaceful remainder of the night, and descended 
to his apartment. On entering the room his strength failed him, 
and he sank into an arm-chair, where he remained for some time 
exhausted and almost insensible. At length that moral energy 
which physical decay does not always destroy, awoke fierce and 
implacable in the old man's heart, which at first had seemed almost 
broken by the discovery of liis dishonor. 

* How can I kill her ! ' exclaimed he, wringing his hands in agony. 
' Her ! I cannot ; I have not the courage. But he I Jie ! the aggres- 
sor! the spoiler I He will refuse to fight. He will talk of my 
years ; and every one will side with him. For it is allowable, ay, it 
is deemed an honoral)le thing, to pluck from an old man the happi- 
ness of his declining days ; to hold up liis name to ridicule and con- 
tempt ; to make him the victim of shame and despair ; but to cross 
weapons with him, that would be to outrage liis gray hairs ! And 
have they not reason ? My siglit is weak ; my hand feeble ; in a 
duel, I should fall without aveni^ng myself He would spare me, 
perhaps ! Ha I ha I No I no duel ; no uncertainty ; no hazard 
His death at all events, even if I must assassinate him I' 

The injured husband passed the remainder of Uie night in revolv- 
ing in his mind a thousand plans of vengeance. At day-break he 
arose, and walked for a long time in the park before any one in the 
house was stirring. At length a gardener whom he had employed 
in working on the terrace, met him at a turn of the walk. At sight 
of the old man the workman took off his cap and approached him 
with an air of mystery. 

* Monsieur Gorsay,' said he, * I am glad that you have come out so 
early ; I have sometliing to tell you, and I had as lief have none of 
the others present' 
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* Wliat is it, Piquet ? ' demanded the old man, in a quick tone. 

* It is this, Monsieur Gorsay : somebody has broken into the little 
green-house where wc keep our tools. Last night, through forget- 
fulness, I left my jacket there, in which was my watch, a real silver 
one, bran new, wliich cost me, 'pon honor, eighteen francs. There 
were beside in one of the pockets four crowns, and at least three 
francs in small change. I found the jacket — proof of which, you 
may see it on my back — but the watch and the money, parbleu I 
not a shadow of them to be seen.* 

* Do n't your workmen go into this green-house ? ' observed 
M Gorsay. 

* You have hit it ; it is one of them that has done it ; I *11 put my 
hand into the fire else.' 

* Whom do you suspect ? ' 

* Jean Pierre and Vacherot are both natives here. I have known 
them for twenty years, and would answer for them as I would for 
myself There is no one, saving your presence, but that sulky Bon- 
nemain who could have thought of such a thing.* 

* Bonnemain I * repeated the old man, who seemed as if he was 
reflecting deeply upon something. 

* Yes, he ; I have always mistrusted that town fellow,* repUed 
Piquet ; * beside, he spoils work so that I am ashamed of him. He 
calls himself a gardener, and cannot make a graft I * 

* But,* said Monsieur Gorsay, who seemed to take a greater inter- 
est in this aflliir than might have been supposed, * you have only 
suspicions, and it is necessary to have proofs.' 

* Proofs ! here is one that I think clear enough,* replied the gar- 
dener, taking from his pocket a Uttle nail, which he held between his 
fore-finger and thumb ; * look at this new nail which I found under 
the green-house window. Nobody but Bonnemain has got such as 
these in his shoes, wliich he bought the other day at La Reole, and 
by my faith I there is one gone from the right foot ; I noticed it yes- 
terday when he took them off to go down into the fish-pond.* 

* Have you mentioned this to any one ? * 

* No, no ; I am not such a fool ; * replied the gardener, with a 
knowing air ; * I wished first to take your advice on the subject.' 

' You have acted very prudently. Piquet. Say nothing of this 
until you hear farther from me ; and when you see Boimemain, send 
him to me : I will make him speak, I warrant you.* 

Piquet shook his head, doubtingly. ' He is a stubborn dog ; you 
will find him the devil to confess. Monsieur Gorsay.* 

The old man dismissed the gardener with an abrupt movement of 
the head, and walked slowly toward the house. lie entered his 
apartment, and there waited with a strange feeling of impatience 
for the presumed perpetrator of the theft, who was not long in 
making his appearance at the room door, where he stopped, cap in 
hand, with an air of respect. 

Bonnemain was a man of about forty years of age, of a strongly 
built frame, rather a mild countenance, and dressed with a sort of 
care and pretence which seemed foreign to his occupation. 
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* Shut the door and come this way/ said M. Gorsay to him ; at the 
same time closing the window at wliich he was sitting. 

After obeying him, the laborer remained standing upright and 
motionless ; his whole appearance and demeanor calm and collected. 

* Bonnemain, or rather Baptiste Leroux/ said the old man, regard- 
ing him with a iixed and piercing eye, * a robbery has been commit- 
ted in my house. Innocent or guilty, you have been suspected, for 
your previous course of life renders you liable to suspicion ; beside, 
there are proofs in the present case, and an investigation will doubt- 
less bring others to light. You have already suifered a severe pun- 
ishment, and as an old offender you are doubtless well aware of the 
sentence that awaits you — the galleys for life.* 

* My good Sir I ' replied Bonnemain, with an air of astonishment 
which might have deceived even a practised judge, * you fill me with 
amazement I I give you my word of honor. Monsieur Gorsay, that I 
am innocent It is true I have been in trouble, and I cannot deny it ; 
because when I came here to look for work, I had to show you my 
passport But because one has been caught in a foolish scrape in 
his youth, that is no reason why he should be a rogue all his life. 
As sure as there is a God who hears us, I know nothing at all about 
this matter.* 

* For what crime were you condemned the first time to the gal- 
leys ? ' demanded Monsieur Gorsay. 

* For a little faux pas I had the misfortune to commit when I was 
in a mercantile house,* rephed the freed convict, with an air of con- 
trition. 

* For an assassination,* replied the old man, lowering his voice, 
but with marked emphasis ; * for an assassination, committed upon 
the person of a tax-gatherer, from whom you expected to get what 
he had received, but which, happily for you, he chanced not to have 
about his person at the time. I say happily for you, for the robbery 
not having been committed, and the premeditation not proven before 
the jiuy, you were only sentenced to the galleys. At Toulon your 
good conduct gained you a commutation of punishment, and instead 
of finishing your days in confmement, you were set free at the end 
of ten years. You see I am well informed.* 

* Ah I old fox I * thought Baptiste Leroux, aHas Durand, alias 
Lejeune, alias Bonnemain, *if you and I were alone in some dark 
wood, your business should soon be done for you, old fellow I * 

Monsieur Gorsay seemed to divine the sanguinary thoughts of 
the man, for he cast his eyes with an uneasy look toward the win- 
dow. He was reassured, however, by the presence of some men 
who were working in the garden at a short distance. In broad day, 
in his own house, and within reach of such assistance, he felt that 
he had nothing to fear from the fury with which the convict seemed 
filled, notwithstanding his efforts to conceal it. He therefore con- 
tinued the conversation, but it was rather w'ith the familiarity of a 
friendly counsellor, than the severity of a vindictive judge. 

* Hitherto,' said he, * you have experienced nothing but misfor- 
tune ; you have passed ten years in the galleys for a minder by 
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hich you gained nothing ; and here you are on the point of going 
ick again for life, for stealing a paltry watch, worth perhaps twenty 
ancs.' 

* It was not worth ten ! ' answered Bonncmain, who instantly bit 
s lips till the blood sprang from them. 

* Ten or twenty,' replied the old man, with an ironical smile, * it 
.attcrs little ; the main point is, that the robbery can be proved, 
ideed, it is so now, by your own confession. I shall be obliged to 
ive you arrested.' 

* You will then arrest an innocent man,' said the convict, losing in 
)ite of himself somewhat of his assurance. 

Monsieur Gorsay bent down his head, and remained for some 
me with downcast eyes ; raising them at length, he fixed upon 
onnemain a look which seemed as if it would pierce the inmost 
cesses of a soul dcgmded by habitual vice. * Suppose,' said he to 
m, • that instead of giving you up to justice, I should furnish you 
ith the means of repairing to Bordeaux, and from thence of 
nbarking for a foreign port ; St. Sebastian, or Bilboa, for instance ; 
tppose farther, that not content with saving you, I should remit 
)U a sum of money sufficient to set up an establishment some- 
here out of France, which would place you beyond the reach of 
ant ; ten thousand francs, for instance. What would you think of 
ich a proposal?* 

All the emotion evinced by the galley-slave at this munificent 
id unlooked-for proposition, was an almost imperceptible move- 
ent of the lips. With the sagacity of that class of persons who 
in their livelihood by a criminal and not always bloodless indus- 
f, he comprehended in an instant that a bargain and not a deed of 
jnevolence was in the wind. This conviction at once restored all 
s wonted audacity ; for to bargain with a superior is for the time 
become his equal. 

* What should I think, Monsieur Gorsay ? ' replied he, af\er seem- 
5 to reflect for a little while ; * by my faith ! I should say, * Bon- 
(main, it is not for your beautiful eyes that ten thousand francs are 
fered you. In truth, somebody has need of you for a job that is 
Mth the money. Egad ! a fine pour boirc is ten thousand francs ! ' 
'And this job ; will you undertake it ? ' demanded the old man, in 
concentrated voice. 

* That depends on circumstances,* said Bonnemain. ' I never 
m my back upon work. It is only your lazy dogs who refuse to 
wk. But still, one must know what the matter in hand is.' 

* Suppose it is something of deep importance ? ' 

' Something like the affair of the tax-gatherer, is it not?' demanded 
e convict, with a significant smile. 

* It is,' replied M. Gorsay, in a deep tone. 

* Only this time,' continued the convict, * instead of having an eye 
on the government money, the business in hand, perhaps, is to 
t rid of a tall young fellow who scales walls and climbs into win- 
ws as if he had been brought up to it ? ' 

' You have seen him then ? ' exclaimed the old man, put off his 
ard by this unexpected revelation. 
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' Listen to mc, Monsieur Gorsay/ said Bonnemain, coolly ; * we 
must be plain with each other in this matter. I will speak frankly, 
and tell you all I know. Beside, I am not now afraid of your 
denouncing me. That fool of a Piquet leaving liis jacket, with his 
watch and money, in the little green-house, put some notions in this 
noddle of mine. And beside, I chanced just then to be a little 
cmmped for the needful. And aflcr all, the best of us are but 
human. See me then in the park, by the wall, behind the plane 
trees. On a sudden I hear a noise just above me. At first I thought 
it was a cat or a marmot ; but no such thing ; it is a man who lets 
himself down the wall, and then marches straight toward the house. 
'GJood !' thinks I to myself; * here's a comrade who has perhaps got 
a better idea than mine, and may-be there will be shares for two.* 
It was near midnight, and as dark as an oven. All 's one to me ; so 
I slip oflf my shoes and follow. Behold him now just under your 
window. I lay me flat down on the turf, so that in turning he might 
not see me. What then do I see ? A window opens above, some- 
thing white appears, and up my gentleman climbs in a twinkling. 
* Excuse me,' says I to myself; * it seems my comrade has got a 
friend inside the house, and we are hunting for different game.' 
And so, seeing that the affair was not in my line, I set about my own 
little business.' 

* Did you recognize this man ? ' demanded the old man, in a husky 
tone. 

* I think,* replied the galley-slave with a grin, * that you had better 
ask that question of Madame Gorsay, who saw him nearer than I 
did.* 

* Did you recognize him ? ' repeated the husband of Lucia, in a- 
tone of thunder. 

* Yes,* said Bonncmain coolly, * I did ; it wus your neighbor. Mon- 
sieur Arthur d'Aubian, who lives down by the river, about twenty 
minutes' walk from here.* 

* Well, it is he that must be put to death I ' said the old man, rising* 
in a transport of fury. 

* I do not say yes, I do not say no ; ' replied he of the galleys, 
with an air of nonchalance. * I risk my ball at this game ; if I lose, 
I know what I must expect ; if I win ' 

* You shall have ten thousand francs ; ' said M. Gorsay, interrupt- 
ing him. 

* That is more than my carcase is worth, there is no doubt about 
it ; I do not find fault with the price. But the deed once done, who 
will assure me that I get my pay ? You may guess I shall not have 
much time to wait; and, as they say, one docs not find ten thousand 
francs on horseback ; you have not perhaps a quarter of that sum 
in your house ; lor although one may be rich, yet that is no reason 
for keeping so much ready money about him.' 

Instead of replying to this objection, the old man approached a 
secretary which stood near the chimney, opened it, displaced one 
of the drawers, and drew out from a secret cavity a wooden bowl, 
containing some twenty little rouleaus; he took three or four of 



1843.] TJie Innocence of a Gailei/' Slave, 205 

these in succession, and tearing ofi' their coverings, let fall on the 
writing-table a shower of gold. All the emotion evinced by the 
convict at this sight, was a sudden sparkle of the eye, and a gloat- 
ing smile, wliich was instantly repressed by his thin and colorless 
lips. 

* You see your money is ready for you,* said M. Gorsay. * Is the 
bargain concluded ? * 

* When one does not pay in advance, it is the custom to give an 
earnest,' rephed Bonnemain, twisting his hands behind his back, to 
resist the temptation. 

* There then,' said the old man, giving him a dozen twenty-franc 
pieces ; * when the business is done, you shall have twenty times as 
much. You see it is gold; you will not have much trouble to 
carry it.* 

* Gold is never heavy,' replied the galley-slave, in a sententious 
tone ; and without farther discussion he tlirust the earnest of his 
bargain into his i)ocket. 

Thus far the compact between the old man and him of the gal- 
leys had been carried on without a difierence. The two accomplices 
then began to discuss the means of accomphshing the deed of 
which Arthur d'Aubian was to be the victim. Listening only to 
the impatience of his hatred, the outraged husband was eager for a 
vengeance as prompt as terrible ; to wait until evening seemed 
intolerable. The subordinate assassin, upon whom was to fall the 
danger and responsibility of the deed, soon convinced him that a 
murder in broad day-light w^as out of the question. 

'As he is in the habit of taking walks at midnight,* said he, with 
the confidence of one who had maturely weighed the matter in 
hand, * that must be the time for our purpose : between his house 
and yours tljere is a little by-path, exactly suited for the deed ; one 
may lie hid behind the hedge. There is not a dwelling within half 
a mile, and the Garonne is hard by. The moon does not rise till 
two o'clock; and as my gentleman takes his stroll about midnight, 
we shall be able to do his business for him without risk. The time 
of the tax-gatherer's little afiair, it was that cursed moon that caused 
me to be detected ; and since then I have made a vow never to do 
work with that minx overhead. There is no way, see you, of put- 
ting her out* 

* First of all, however,* said M. Gorsay, * you must restore to 
Piquet the watch and money you took from him. He has suspi- 
cions of you, and if he enters a complaint will have you arrested.* 

'And that will spoil your business, eh, old gentleman ? ' familiarly 
interrupted the thief, about to become a murderer. * I understand 
you ; they will cage me, and in the mean time this fine fellow 
d'Aubian can chmb over walls and scale balconies at his leisure. 
Here goes, then, for restitution ; it shall be done forthwith, and 
Piquet shall see wonders. As for his cursed old warming-pan, I do 
not value it a sous ; it is not worth the trouble I have taken for it* 

The plan being at length arranged, the two men parted. Before 
leaving the chamber, however, Bonnemain examined every comer 
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with that close observation with which adepts in villany are usually 
endowed. He noticed the secret place where the old man replaced 
the bowl of gold, and the manner in wliich he fastened the secre- 
tary ; he also carefully observed the stnicture of the window, and 
noted that there were no shutters on the inside. On the outside a 
simple Venetian blind protected it from forcible entmnce, which the 
small elevation of the ground floor rendered easily practicable. 
Satisfied with his examination, the convict respectfully saluted the 
man to whom he had just sold liimself, and then rejoined his com- 
panions in the garden, with his usual tranquil and composed air. 

In the course of the morning, as Monsieur Gorsay was slowly 
pacing one of the alleys of the park, he was again accosted by his 
gardener. 

* I am surely bewitched,' said master Piquet, whose sun-burnt face 
seemed expanded to double its usual size with joy and amazement 
'Only to think, Monsieur Gorsay, that my wutch and money should 
get back into my pocket again, and I know nothing about it ! If 
there were such tilings as sorcerers, the thing would be plain enough; 
but one does not believe in such nonsense now-a-days.' 

* It is one of your comrades who has been amusing himself at 
your expense,* replied the old man, slunigging his shoulders and 
continuing his walk. 

' It may be so,' thought Piquet, * but they sha' n't drive it out of 
my head that Bonnemain is an ugly dog, and if 1 were Monsieur 
Gorsay, I should get rid of him in short order.' 

About the middle of the following night a strange rencounter took 
place upon the coping of the wall wliich surrounded the park of 
M. GJorsay, on the side of the alley of plane trees. Two men who 
at the same moment were scaling this enclosure, the one from the 
outside and the other from witliin, suddenly found themselves face 
to face on reaching its summit. Mutually startled at so unexpected 
a meeting, both were on the point of letting go their hold. Instinc- 
tively, however, they preserved themselves from falling by clinging 
to the cope-stone of the wall, and bestriding it with a vigorous 
eflbrt, found themselves seated on a more secure resting-place. For 
a few moments they remained motionless, face to face in this posi- 
tion, bestriding the wall, to which they clung tightly with their legs, 
so as to leave their hands at liberty for the contest wliich such a 
rencounter seemed to render probable. They were so close to each 
other that in sj)ite of the darkness they could distinguish the per- 
sons, and in a short time recognized each other. Presently the one 
who came from without saw the arm of his adversary suddenly raised, 
and at the extremity of the outline which it for the instant formed 
with the dark back-ground of the heaven, he distinguished the blade 
of a knife or dagger. Retreat was out of the question, and the attack 
was a deadly one. Unarmed himself, he sprang upon his assailant, 
seized the extended arm with one hand, and with tlie other rudely 
grasped him by the throat. 

* Bonnemain I ' said he, in a low tone, * throw down your knife, or I 
will pitch you from the wall ! ' 
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Compelled under fear of strangulation to obey this mandate, the 
convict dropped his weapon, which fell into tho park. 

' Monsieur d' Aubian/ said he, in a half-stifled voice, * let me get 
down ; I will not prevent your going in, do not hinder me from going 
out* 

* You have been committing a robbery,* said Arthur ; * people do 
not scale walls in this manner without some evil intent* 

* But you yourself are climbing them ; does it follow that you are 
a robber ? * 

Rendered mute by this reply, the lover of Lucia reflected that 
even had a robbery been committed, it would be impossible for him 
to arrest the criminal without compromising the woman he loved. 

* Best let him go,* thought he ; ' it is doubtless his interest that I 
should be silent, and he for his own sake will hold his tongue.' 

Freed from the double grasp which confined his arm and almost 
stopped Ixis breathing, Bonnemain, without a word farther, stooped 
down and groped along the outside of the wall. He soon found the 
rope-ladder, of which Arthiur had mado use, and which a hook, 
thrown by a strong and practised hand, had fastened to the edge of 
the coping. The convict grasped it tightly, and swinging himself 
over, began to descend with the agility of a squirrel. When half 
way down he stopped short, and reasccnded as quickly as he had 
gone down. 

* Neither seen, nor knotvn ; you understand me ! * said he, in a sig- 
nificant tone to the young man ; * or if you choose to turn informer, 
I shall have a story to tell, how a certain young man made his way 
into the chamber of Madame Gorsay the other night I * 

Without waiting for reply, Bonnemain let himself slip to the 
ground, and fled across the fields, where, favored by the darkness of 
the night, he quickly disappeared. 

Arthur, without moving, remained for some time in the position in 
which the convict had left him. The idea of the secret of his love 
being at tlie mercy of such a miscreant, filled him with a sensation 
of mingled chagrin and anger. He soon, however, tried to reassure 
himself with the thought that he ought not to dread any indiscretion 
on the part of one so much interested in keeping the secret Still, 
in spite of all his efforts to drive from his mind the impression pro- 
duced by this disagreeable in'cidcnt, he felt a vague apprehension of 
impending evil, which in all his previous nocturnal rambles he had 
never experienced. Instead of descending rapidly into the park, 
as had been his former custom, he now hesitated,, and was on 
the point of retreating ; but the tliought of Lucia awaiting his arri- 
val, decided the point, and love triumphed over prudence. He drew 
the rope ladder to the inside of the wall, and then perceived that on 
this occasion its services would not be required ; for Bonnemain, to 
facilitate his escape, had placed against the wall one of the large 
ladders used in the garden. D' Aubian soon reached the ground, 
and notwithstanding the darkness, bent his way through the trees, as 
one to whom the obscure labyrinth was familiar. As he approached 
the pavilion, his footsteps were arrested by an unwonted noise, which 
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broke the silence, till then undisturbed, save by the monotonous 
sound of the rustling foliage. Hearing nothing farther, he piusued 
his way ; but presently a more distinct sound, like the voice of a 
man calling to others, again caused him to stop. Many shouts in 
rapid succession from different quarters were now heard in reply. 
It was evident that the robbery which had been committed by Bonne- 
main had aroused the inmates of the house, and that they were now 
searching the park. With the fleetness of a deer when he first 
hears the baying of the hounds, Arthur directed his course towarcL 
the place at which he had entered. Just as he reached it, he saw, 
flitting before him in the coppice, a light resembhng a will-o-the-wisp^ 
and immediately afterward distinguished a man with a lantern nm— 
ning hastily up the stmight alley which bordered the wall of th^- 
enclosure. On perceiving the ladder, the man suddenly stopped^ 
like a hound when he scents a track, and began to utter shouts, 
which were answered by other voices at a distance. In a shor^ 
time two more lights, similar to the first, made their appearance 
through the trees, and the lover of Lucia now saw that his retreat 
was completely cut off For a moment he hesitated, and then deci- 
ded that it was more pmdent to confront the danger than attempt to 
fly without the chance of escaping. He advanced therefore townrd. 
the scouts, who were assembled at the foot of the ladder in anima- 
ted discussion. At sight of the young man, who emerged briskly 
from the thicket, there was a general sensation. The more prudent 
remained quiet ; the bolder threw themselves upon d' Aubian, whom 
they did not at the moment recognize. 

* What's the matter, Piquet?' said Arthur, shaking off the leader 
of the nocturnal expedition, who had seized him by the collar. 

* How ! what I is it you, Monsieiu: Arthur ? ' said the gardener, 
astounded at this rencounter. 

* What has happened ? and what is tlie meaning of all this stir?* 
replied the young man. 

* Oh, good heavens I * said Piquet, * poor Monsieur GJorsay has just 
been assassinated ! * 

* Assassinated ! * exclaimed d' Aubian, turning deadly pale. 

* All bathed in blood ! with a great gash in his side in which you 
may put your hand I It is all over with him, poor gentleman ! We 
are now after the assassin, who you may see has got off at tliis 
place, for here is my ladder which the gallows-bird has used. But 
how comes it, Monsieur d' Aubian, that you are in the park at this 
time of night ?' continued he, regarding the young man with a look 
of suspicion. 

Arthur had had time to invent a story to account for liis unex- 
pected appearance on this occasion. 

* From what you tell me,' said he, * I am sure that I have seen the 
assassin.' 

* Seen him I Who is he ? Did you recognize him ? ' demanded 
all at once the three men, pressing round him. 

*I was returning from Canderol,' said d' Aubian; *on my way 
home I passed along the foot-path on the outside of the park. Sud- 
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denly I perceived a man letting himself slip down the wall. This 
excited my suspicions, and I advanced toward him, but at sight of 
me he instantly took to his heels, and disappcEured in the fields. In 
his stead I only found a cord hooked to the wall. Fearing lest some 
mishap had befallen Monsieur GJorsay, I clambered over the wall 
by means of this cord, in order to reach the house more quickly and 
give the alarm ; which I was about to do when I saw your lanterns.' 
*And did you recognize him? this robber?' asked one of the 
domestics. 

* No,* replied Arthur, calling to mind the threat of the convict. 

* It could only have been Bonnemain who has done this deed/ 
said Piquet ; * I always mistrusted that sulky wretch.' 

One of the men who had been ferretting along the wall, now 
suddenly raised himself ' Here is a knife ! ' said he ; ' and there is 
blood upon it ! ' 

The instniment of murder passed from hand to hand. It was 
one of those poniards without a sheath, known as Cataionian knives, 
the blade of which on opening is fastened by a spring. The steel 
had been carefully wiped, but in the groove of the handle might be 
seen traces of blood which had not been completely effiiced. 

* He cannot be far oiT,' said the head gardener ; * we must track 
him like a villanous wolf as he is. Come on, boys I let us aflcr 
him, all hands I But you. Monsieur d'Aubian, will not you come in 
and console poor Madame Gorsay a little ? She is almost distracted. 
Think what a shock this is to the poor lady I They have sent for 
the doctor, the priest, and the king's attorney ; all is in confusion ; 
but I am sure she will be glad to see you, who are so good a friend 
of the family.' 

Suspicious as all men are whose consciences are not free from 
reproach, Arthur thought he perceived in these words an ironical 
meaning, which was in reality very far from the simple mind of the 
honest gardener. He feared also lest a refusal to go might awaken 
suspicions ; and beside, the calamity which had just befallen Lucia 
inspired him with a mournful desire to see and assure her of his 
eternal devotion ; the only consolation he could offer at the moment 
of so terrible a catastrophe. He accordingly accompanied Piquet, 
who returned to the house, carrying with liim as proofs the clasp- 
knife and rope-ladder. 

* The rascal laid his plans well,' said the gardener, as he trudged 
along ; * he must have thought that the ladder would be too heavy 
to drag over the wall, and this is why ho has brought along this 
rope-ladder ; a true robber's instniment. A strong- wristed rascal to 
climb up such a machine as that ! ' 

'Is Monsieur Gorsay dead ? ' asked d'Aubian, with a thoughtful 
air. 

* The poor old gentleman cannot be far from it,* replied the gar- 
dener, quickening his pace. 

The place where tlie crime had been committed was the bed- 
chamber in which the old man had had the interview with the galley- 
slave a few hours before. The assassin had effected his entrance 
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through the window, by raising the inner hook which fastened the 
Venetian blind. Surprised in bed, and probably asleep, M. Gorsay 
had to all appearance been stabbed instantly. At any rate his 
resistance must have been short and feeble, for he w?ls found lying 
in his natural position. The covering was scarcely deranged, and 
were it not that the bed-clothes were deluged in blood, one might 
have supposed him to be sleeping. Afler the commission of the 
deed the assassin had endeavored to break open the secretary. 
During this attempt a vase which stood on the chimney-piece was 
disturbed by him, and fell with a loud noise ; and it was not untQ 
then that the domc^c, who slept in an adjoining room, was aroused 
and gave the alarm. 

The spectacle which met the eyes of Arthur on entering this 
fatal place redoubled the emotion by which he was already agitated. 
By the light of a number of torches placed hap-hazard around the 
room, might be seen a group in whose visages and attitudes extreme 
consternation was displayed. The bed on which the victim was 
lying had been dragged into the middle of the room, in order to 
facilitate the remedies which the physician was beginning to apply. 
At the pillow knelt an old priest, watching for some sign of Hfe 
which might permit him to commence the performance of his office. 
These two individuals, invested with an office equally stem and 
almost equally sacred, had arrived at the same moment. Accus- 
tomed to meet at the bedside of the dying, they scarcely exchanged 
words. Without losing time the physician had commenced his 
work ; the priest was awaiting the fitting moment for his. 

At the foot of the bed, motionless as a statue, sat the wife of the 
wounded man, her hands tightly clasping the edge of the couch, 
which she had seized with convulsive energy when they had tried 
to draw her away from the bloody spectacle. Not a tear, not a 
groan escaped her ; pale as if at the point of death herself, with 
fixed eyes and set teeth, she gazed upon her husband in mute stu- 
pefaction; and now and then, as if the better to see him, she dashed 
aside with frantic gesture the black locks which fell in disorder over 
her forehead and shoulders. 

At sight of her lover, Lucia testified neither perturbation nor sur- 
prise : it seemed as if excess of emotion had dried up all the sources 
of ordinary feelings. With a look of profound sadness she pointed 
to the lifeless body of her husband, and then resumed her stone-like 
aspect, which might remind the beholder of one of the ancient vic- 
tims of destiny. 

However conscience may be lulled and put to sleep by passion, it 
is always sure to awake at the sight of death- As Arthur gazed 
upon the man whose hospitality he had abused, now lying bathed 
in his blood, he felt a portion of that remorse which racked the heart 
of the guilty wife steal over his soul. At such a moment to (lirect 
toward her a single word, a look, even a thought, seemed to him an 
odious profanation. Instead of approaching her he seated himself 
beside the priest, and said in a low voice : * Is there any hope of 
saving him ? ' 
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'God knows !' replied the old man, raising his eyes to heaven. 

For many hours the eflbrts of art seemed imavailiug ; conscious- 
ness was not restored to Monsieur Gorsay ; and every moment res- 
piration seemed on the point of ceasing. The physician, who on 
the first examination of the wounds did not think them mortal, 
began to lose hopes. The absolute insensibility wliich prevailed, 
and which he had at first attributed to loss of blood, and tlie feeble- 
ness of old age, made him now suspect that some vital organ had 
been reached by the poniard of the assassin. From time to time 
he bent over the wounded man, and listened with anxiety to the 
faint breathing which with difficulty made its way from his breast. 
At length some nervous contractions disturbed the sepulchral rigidity 
which the form and features of the patient had hitlierto assumed ; 
the respiration became stronger, and after a painful eflbrt, the eye- 
lids half unclosed ; he tried to mise liimself, but had not sufiicient 
strength ; and he now lay for some time with mouth and eyes open, 
but evidently unable to see or speak. 

'Curate,' said the physician, wiping his forehead, * I think you may 
go to bed ; I have now good hopes that we shall save liira.* 

For the first time d'Aubian now sought the eyes of Lucia, but he 
caught them not On hearing the words of the physician she had 
fallen upon her knees, and seemed to be praying fervently. 

It was now broad day-light. A group of peasants and workmen 
had collected before the house, whose eager conversation showed 
what an impression the news of the attempt made on the person of 
a man rich and universally esteemed had produced in the neighbor- 
hood. The excitement of this assemblage increased every moment, 
and broke forth in loud expressions of rage at the sight of Bonne- 
main, with hands tied behind his back, whom two sturdy peasants 
under the guidance of Piquet were dragging along with an air of 
triumph. Curses, menaces, threats of death, of which in such cases 
the populace, especially those of the south, are ahvays prodigal, 
overwhelmed with frightful concert the presumed author of the 
assassination. From threats they were proceeding to stones, and 
from stones would probably have come to knives, when the mob 
was on a sudden rouglily broken in upon by a carriage which drove 
up at a brisk trot, and from which leaped a personage clad in black, 
of grave demeanor and stem countenance. 

* In the name of the law,' cried he in a tone of authority, * let 
none of you raise a hand against this man.' 

On recognizing the King's Attorney of the Court of Reole, the 
most violent desisted from their process of summary justice, and 
ceasing their vociferations, fell back some paces. After interroga- 
ting Piquet, the magistrate ordered the cords to be taken from the 
prisoner, whose mud-soiled clothes and bruised visage showed that 
he had only yielded after a desperate resistance. The king's attor- 
ney committed him to the care of the two volunteers who had 
effected his capture ; he then entered the house for the purpose of 
liolding^the inquest, for which an express had bcou sent to him at 
day-break. 
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Thanks to the skilful succors which were incessantly employed, 
Monsieur Grorsay by degrees recovered strength and consciousness, 
but not the power of speecli. In the mean time, and while waiting 
until the patient shoula be in a fitting condition to sustain an exam- 
ination, the king's attorney employed himself in viewing the locali- 
ties, and collecting with scrupulous attention every fact which might 
have a bearing upon the proceedings which were subsequently to 
bo instituted. Of all the persons collected in the house, one only 
had declared that he had seen the assassin escape ; this was Artbur 
d'Aubian, who found himself obliged to repeat his partially fabrica- 
ted story, of which Piquet had already given some details. 

*And so, Sir,' said the magistrate to him, * the gardener was mis- 
taken when he affirmed that you believed that you recognized in 
the man who scaled the wall the individual named Bonnemain ? * 

* As I did not see his face, I could not have recognized him,* repUed 
Arthur, who signed his deposition with a steady hand ; resolved to 
preserve the reputation of the woman he loved, even at the expense 
of a false oath. 

These preliminaries finished, the king's attorney, who was in 
haste to reach the main point of his inquest, the confronting the 
accused with the victim, returned to thd chamber of Monsieur Gor- 
say. He approached the bed of the old man, who in spite of his 
feebleness made an eflbrt to raise himself, and seemed to thank him 
for his coming, by a look of intelligence. 

* He is not yet in a condition to speak/ said the physician in a low 
tone to the magistrate ; * but he hears and comprehends what is said 
to him.' 

' Monsieur,' said the king's attorney, bending over the bed, * I hope 
that you will soon be able to give us in your own words the infor- 
mation which justice requires, to punish the attempt of which you 
have been the victim. Meanwhile, until you recover your speech, 
will you please to answer me by signs ? An overturned lamp which 
was found upon the secretary, leads us to suppose that the assassin 
made use of a light while attempting to commit the robbery. It is 
possible that at this moment you might have seen him ; is this con- 
jecture true? Did you see the murderer?' 

Monsieur Gorsay with some difficulty made a sign in the affirma- 
tive. 

* If he were brought before you, would you recognize him ? ' 
The old man repeated the same gesture with more energy, while 

an expression of horror was manifested in his countenance. 

* Monsieur,' said the physician, drawing aside the oflicer of jus- 
tice, * I must declare to you that a confronting of the parties at tliis 
moment would be attended with danger. The situation of the 
wounded man is still very precarious, and the sight of the assassin 
would necessarily produce an excitement which it would be prudent 
to avoid ' 

* It is precisely,' replied the magistrate, * because I, as well as your- 
self, regard the situation of the wounded man very precarious, that 
it seems to me improper to defer a confrontation, which alone can 
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throw satisfactory light upon this affair. For the sake of the public, 
as well as that of the individual in custody, I must not neglect the 
only means of decisively ascertaining the truth. In case of the death 
of Monsieur Gorsay, what will remain ? Strong proofs, presumptive 
evidence, more or less weighty, hut not ocular testimony ; since 
Monsieur d'Aubian declares that he did not recognize the fugitive. 
We must therefore take advantage without delay of the lucid inter- 
val of the wounded man, who may become worse in a moment.' 

* Who will most certainly become worse, if you bring tlie assassin 
into this room,' replied the doctor in a quick tone. 

* Will you assure me, upon your honor,' asked the king's attorney, 
* that Monsieur Gorsay will be still alive to-morrow morning ? ' 

* Nobody is sure of living until to-morrow,' replied the physician, 
avoiding a direct answer ; * but do as you please, Sir. In protesting 
against a measure which may prove fatal to a man committed to my 
care, I have performed my duty.' 

*As I shall perform mine, by taking every measure to develope 
crime, no matter at what cost.' 

* Though this cost should be the death of an old man ? * demanded 
the doctor, with generous warmth. 

* Sir,' replied the magistrate, with a grave air, * you speak as an 
apostle of humanity, and I shall not take offence at your language. 
I for my part am the representative of society ; and you must under- 
stand in yoiu- turn that it is impossible for me to shrink from my 
mission, whatever may sometimes be its rigor. I regret that a dis- 
cussion like this should have arisen between us, although in fact it 
is honorable to both, as it proves that each of us is sensible of his 
duty. Were I in your place, I should perhaps take the course that 
you have taken ; permit me to believe that were you in mine you 
would act as I do.' 

These two men separated with a mutual gravity. As the king's 
attorney left the room for the purpose of having the prisoner brought 
in, the physician approached d'Aubian and the curate, who since 
Monsieur Gorsay had recovered his consciousness kept themselves 
withdrawn from view, in a comer of the room ; the priest, that the 
patient might not perceive that his situation was of sufficient danger 
to render spiritual succor necessary ; and Arthur, from one of those 
compunctious visitings of conscience which the conviction of hav- 
ing irrevocably injured a man whom one respects never fails to 
awaken in honorable minds. 

'Curate,' said the doctor, with an air of dissatisfaction, ' human 
justice is scarcely humane. You might preach a sermon from this 
text While you are considerately concealing your cassock in order 
not to alarm this poor man, the king's attorney here is giving us a 
fine specimen of the morals of his trade. Provided he can com- 
plete his j^foces verhal, every thing else is of httle moment. He has 
now gone to bring the assassin into this chamber. I have told him 
that 1 would not answer for the consequences, and he still persists. 
But let him do as he pleases ; I wash my hands of it* 

' Madame Gorsay should be removed from the room,' said Arthur, 



214 TJte Innoctnct of a CkiUey- Slave. [September, 

whom the situation of Lucia at this moment inspired with pity as 
much as love. 

* That is what I was on the point of suggesting,* replied the phy- 
sician. * You alone, curate, are capable of doing it : lead her out, 
and do not permit her to return. Should we need your services I 
will send for you, but do not let her come here again. Her nervous 
organization is extremely irritable, and I dread a rush of blood to 
the brain. There are those who have become confirmed lunatics 
with slighter indications of insanity than she sometimes exhibits 
when under great nervous excitement. Keep her in her chamber; 
I will go up to her as soon as I can get away from here. It may 
perhaps be necessary to take some blood from her.* 

Making use of the double authority of his age and profession, the 
curate succeeded in leading Lucia from the apartment As they 
left the room the king's attorney returned, followed by Boimemain, 
in custody of two peasants, his volunteer guard. At sight of the 
assassin of her husband, Madame Gorsay turned away her head, 
and leaned heavily upon the arm of the priest, who quickened his 
pace, saying to himself in a low tone, ' In this great calamity I thank 
Ihee, O my God I that this is not a child of our ])arish I * 

The prisoner and escort stopped at the threshold of the cliamber, 
while the magistrate advanced singly toward the wounded man, to 
pre])are him for the interview. 

* This is the critical moment,' said the physician to d'Aubian; 
* lend me your aid, for these domestics arc so awkward they can 
afford no assistance. Pass your arm under the pillow, and support 
Monsieur Gorsay : in liis ])resent posture he cannot see the man 
they are bringing in, and wc must try and abridge this ceremony.* 

Having satisfied himself that the wounded man, although still 
speechless, was capable of comprehending the scene which was 
about to take place, and seemed to be in a condition to support it, 
the attorney made a sign for Bonnemain to approach. The galley- 
slave cast around him a ferocious look, and seemed to be calculating 
the chances of escape ; these appearing hopeless, he resigned him- 
self to his situation, and slowly advancing, remained motionless a 
few paces from his victim, with head hanging down, face livid and 
contorted, and his whole frame agitated by a trembling which 
seemed strongly chamcteristic of guilt. 

* This old fellow is a tough one I ' thought he, as he beheld the 
eyes of Monsieur Gorsay, which he had believed closed for ever, 
now wide open and glarins^ upon him. 

The crisis anticipated by the physician now took place. At sight 
of the murderer the old man, in spite of all his efforts to nerve him- 
self, experienced a feeling of terror, the violence of which was 
manifested ])y a sudden change in his countenance. Already pale, 
his face became still more death-like, his eyes closed, and his head 
sunk upon the pillow, as if the sight of the assassin had completed 
the work of the poniard. As the doctor hastened to prepare a cor- 
dial, Arthur, who with one arm supported the wounded man, bent 
forwai'd to apply to his nostrils a vial of salts. At tliis moment 
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Monsieur Gorsay reopened his eyes, and saw immediately before 
hira the countenance of the man for whom Lucia had betrayed him. 
He stared at him for some moments with an air of stupefaction, as 
if contemplating an apparition to which reason will not allow us to 
give credence ; but suddenly a supernatural fire lighted up the fea- 
tures which death seemed already to have stiffened with his icy 
hand. Hatred, indignation, fur}% vengeance, all the deadly passions 
which since the- preceding evening had been busy at his heart, now 
seemed to flash from his eyes in one appalling glance. Unaided, 
and by an eflbrt of incredible vehemence, the old man raised him- 
self, and stretching his hand toward Arthur, whom this movement 
stnick with a sort of superstitious awe, he made convulsive efibrts 
to speak, which at length burst the bands by which his tongue had 
until now been enchained : 

* The assassin ! the assassin I * cried he, with a voice which seemed 
to issue from a sepulchre. 

A clap of thunder falhng in the chamber could not have produced 
a greater impression than that caused by this terrible and vindictive 
exclamation. D'Aubian stood speechless and aghast, as if indeed 
guilty. A sullen smile of malice played on the lii)S of the galley- 
slave. The magistrate and physician exchanged a significant glance : 
the latter, approaching the wounded man, took his arm and felt his 
pulse. 

MUgri somnial* said he, addressing the magistrate. 

Monsieur Gorsay repulsed the doctor, with an expression of anger. 
* No I it is not the dream of a sick man I ' said he, in a hoaise but 
distinct voice ; the blood which I have lost has not taken away my 
reason. I have my senses ; I see you all. You are Monsieur Mal- 
let ; you, you are Monsieur Carignicz, the king's attorney of Keole ; 
the curate has just left the room with my wife ; these are the work- 
men who work in my garden ; and this,' continued he, pointing to 
Arthur with a furious gesture, *this is the man who has just 
attempted to kill me I ' 

* Your sight, still feeble, deceives you,' said the magistrate, who 
as well as Monsieur Mallet continued to think that the wounded 
man was not in full possession of his senses. * Look this way ; do 
you not recognize this man here on your right as the assassin ? ' 

' No nonsense, Monsieur Magistrate ! * cried Bonnemain ; * you see 
well enough that he recognizes the other one. I call every one 
here present to witness I ' 

The old man by a strong effort overcame the horror which the 
sight of the galley-slave caused him, and gazed on him for an 
instant with affected composure. 

* This man,' said he, * is called Bonnemain ; he is employed by 
my gardener. It was not he who attempted to assassinate me. It 
was that one, I tell you; it was Arthur d'Aubian. Do your duty, 
Monsieur Attorney. I have perhaps but a short time to live ; let 
my declaration be written down. If I die, I adjure you all to repeat 

to the jury my last words ; write No, give me the pen ; I have 

sufficient strength to write myself.' 
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* Bravo I ' said Bonnemain to himself, drawing a longer breath than 
he had yet done ; * this will do bravely I If all customers were as 
plain-spoken, there would be some pleasure in doing business. It 
seems the old crab has not yet digested the rope-ladder of my tall 
gentleman here. This does finely I ' 

D' Aubian had not spoken a single word : the victim of a ven- 
geance whose stroke he could not avert without publicly casting 
dishonor upon the woman he loved, he enveloped himself in silent 
resignation and disdain. 

* Monsieur I ' said the magistrate to him, with an embarrassment 
to which gentlemen of the legal profession are rarely subject, * how- 
ever strange the declaration of Monsieur Gorsay may appear to all 
of us, it is impossible for me not to include it literally in my procis 
verbal.* 

* Do your duty, Sir,' replied Arthur, gravely. 

At the recpiest of Monsieur Carigniez, the old man recapitulated 
the details of the attempted assassination, of which he had been the 
victim ; he adhered to the tmth in every particular save one. In 
spite of all the objections which were raised by the interrogator, he 
invariably substituted the name of the lover of Lucia for that of 
the real assassin. At the moment he took the pen to sigii the dec- 
laration which would probably send an innocent man to the scafibld, 
the priest reentered the room. At sight of the minister of that reli- 
gion which enjoins forgiveness of injuries, Monsieur Gorsay expe- 
rienced a moment's hesitation. Vengeance, however, soon gained 
the ascendancy ; with a hand still steady, he signed the proces ver- 
bal, and immediately fell back on the pillow, exhausted by the tre- 
mendous efforts he had just made to assure liimself of revenge by 
committing it to the strong arm of the law. 

* Have you finished ? ' asked the doctor of the magistrate ; * you 
see he is almost lifeless ; methinks this should suffice you. Have 
you not learned all you wished to know?' 

' I have learned more than I desired,' replied Monsieur Carigniez, 
with a troubled air. ' What is your opinion of the situation of Mon- 
sieur Gorsay ? Do you still believe that the delirium of fever has 
any thing to do with this strange declaration ? ' 

* Were my life at stake,* answered the physician, * I could not 
speak an untnith against my conscience. Monsieur GJorsay is at 
present free from fever, and knows very well what he says: 
whether he speaks the truth or not, that I cannot tell.' 

* And you, reverend Sir, cannot you aid us with your lights ? ' said 
the solicitor to the curate, who on learning the declaration of the old 
man, remained absorbed in silent consternation. 

*A true christian would have forgiven,' replied the old priest, to 
whom Lucia had made a full and detailed confession of her faults. 

* Forgiven what?' demanded the magistrate. 

The curate felt that to pronounce a single word more would be to 
betray the secrets of the confessional. 

*GoD reads the heart,' answered he in an agitated voice; *He 
alone can cause liglit to descend upon men, whose mission it is to 
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dispense justice. He alone can proclaim innocence, and amend the 
guilty by leading him to repentance.' 

* I wish to know your opinion,' said the attorney, still persisting in 
his inquiry; *do you believe Monsieur d'Aubian guilty of the crime 
of which he stands accused ? ' 

* I believe him innocent, Sir ; ' replied the priest with warmth. 

* How then do you explain the conduct of Monsieur Gorsay ?* 
The priest cast down his. eyes and remained silent. Monsieiur 

Carigniez, who was sitting at a writing-table, engaged in the 
re-perusal of the proces verbal^ leaned his head upon his hands, 
and remained for some time in an attitude of deep thought. 

* It is the attempt at robbery which perplexes me,' said he at length, 
speaking to himself; 'murders are committed by all classes; but 
this robbery I this is what seems inexplicable. A man of wealth 
may become an assassin from jealousy, or revenge, but not from 
cupidity. Passion engenders murder; need begets theft; in this 
case passion may perhaps exist a^ a cause, but where is the plea of 
poverty? Monsieur d'Aubian is wealthy, is he not?' asked he in a 
half-voice, addressing the physician. 

* He is so reputed, if play has not impaired his means/ replied the 
latter in the same tone. 

'Ah I is he a gambler ? ' responded the magistrate. 

* A gambler not a httlc mined, I suspect,' replied Monsieur Mallet ; 
* he has been seen to lose at Bordeaux twelve thousand francs at a 
single sitting.' 

* This changes the whole aspect of the affair,* said the king's 
attorney, upon whom the words of the physician seemed to make a 
deep impression : * I was saying to myself just now that we cannot 
imagine an effect without a cause; but play is a cause. You 
remember the old adage : 'One begins by being a dupe, but ends by 
becoming a knave.' Sometimes one ends by becoming something 
worse. We all remember the Count Horn, who assassinated an old 
money-lender for his gold.' 

' You give to words spoken at random an interpretation which 
was very far from my thoughts,* exclaimed the doctor, with an 
accent of reproach. 

' It is the business of both of us to interpret,' coldly replied 
Monsieur Carigniez. * You proceed from symptoms to the disease ; 
I, on my part, go from signs to the crime ; from suspicions to proof* 

The attorney here rose, and approaching d'Aubian, who during 
this scene had preserved a firm and composed demeanor : * Sir,' said 
he to him, with grave politeness, ' have you any observations to 
make upon what you have just heard ? ' 

' None, Sir,' replied the young man, in a tone in which strong 
emotion, with difficulty repressed, was perceptible. ' It is not for me 
to discuss the accusation of which I find myself the object, nor to 
endeavor to remove the error of Monsieur Gorsay. In my declara- 
tion I have spoken the truth ; it is therefore needless to say more. I 
deem it beneath me to protest my innocence, which no one here 
present doubts.' 

VOL. XXII. 28 
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He cast an expressive look toward the bed of the old man, who 
only answered this appeal by a smile, in which shone forth the 
triumph of inextinguishable hatred and implacable revenge. 

* He knows all I * said Arthur to himself; * it is my death he wants ; 
he shall be gratified, if to save my life the sacrifice of Lucia is 
required.* 

At this moment two gen d'armes, who had just arrived from Reole, 
passed before the window, through which they cast an inquiring 
look. On seeing them Bonnemain experienced the instinctive 
terror with which the sight of agents of the law always inspires 
criminals. D'Aubian knit his brow, and slightly contracted his lips. 

* Are these men here to take charge of my person ? * inquired he 
of the king's attorney, with forced irony. 

* I can give you a seat in my carriage,' replied the magistrate, 
whom the haughty countenance of the young accused inspired with 
a degree of involuntary respect. 

* Will tJieij accompany us ? ' inquired Arthur, more occupied by 
the ignominy than the danger of his situation. 

* Not if you swear to me that you will not attempt flight' 
Arthur smiled disdainfully : * There are but two kinds of men who 

fly; the cowardly and the guilty; I am neither of these. You may 
therefore trust to my word of honor. And now allow me to beg of 
you one favor.* 

* Proceed, Sir,' said the magistrate. 

* Let us set forth immediately,* replied Arthur, eager to quit the 
place ; for he dreaded lest Lucia, unexpectedly returning, might 
become the witness of a scene so fraught with danger to both. 

* I am at your service,' rephed the king's attorney, who had just 
closed his proces verbal, and whose presence in the house of Mon- 
sieur Gorsay was now no longer required. At a sign from the mag- 
istrate all present leA; the apartment The two gen d'armes -waited 
at the door. Physiognomists by profession, they placed themselves 
with one accord on each side of Bonnemain, in whose aspect they 
had simultaneously scented crime. 

* Monsieur Magistrate,' cried out the galley-slave, * tell these good 
gentlemen, if you please, that they arc mistaken. As it is as plain 
as that two and two make four that I am innocent of this business, I 
hope you will set me at liberty at once. I have some work to do in 
the garden ; and I cannot lose all day here like a sluggard.' 

* Public opinion accuses you,* replied Monsieur Carigniez, * and I 
am obliged to detain you temporarily. Should there be no proofs 
against you, you will be set at liberty in a few days.' 

* Here is fine justice for you ! ' said the man of the galleys, when 
he saw d'Aubian enter the carriage and take his seat by the side of 
the king's attorney; *the detected assassin rides in the carriage, 
while the innocent man goes on foot, between two gen d'armes. 
This is the way the rich always combine to trample upon the 
people ! And you, comrades, have you no blood in your veins, 
that you let one of your brothers be dragged off to prison in this 
way?' 
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' You have neither brothers nor cousins here, hark you, Mister Jug- 
gler-of- watches I * cried out Piquet to him, with a knowing air. 

* Vive la Republique I down with the Jesuits I ' howled Bonne- 
main, who in his desire to excite a popular movement in his favor 
threw out in succession the two greatest stimulants he could think of. 

No one stirred among the attendants ; some hootings even were 
heard ; and the galley-slave, forced to set out on his march under the 
escort of his two new guardians, became convinced that his fate 
excited very little sympathy among his old companions. 

* Well, well,* said he to liimself, with forced resignation, ' it would 
have been almost too much of a good thing to be let off at once ; 
provided only the old man, who has been such a good fellow thus 
far, does not change his mind.' 

The departure of the two suspected individuals had excited 
among the assembled peasants a commotion, the noise of which 
reached the apartment of Lucia. Half terrified at the outcries, she 
approached the window, and saw Arthur at the moment he ascended 
the carriage of the king's attorney. 

* Where is Monsieur d'Aubian going?' asked she involuntarily of 
the physician who had rejoined her. 

* To prison, probably,' replied Monsieur Mallet, fixing his eyes 
steadily upon her. 

* To prison I ' almost shrieked Lucia. 

*Are you then ignorant that it was he who attempted the life of 
Monsieur Gorsay? Your husband has formally accused him.' 

The poor wife, instead of making reply, gazed around her with an 
air of bewilderment ; suddenly turning deadly i)alc, she closed her 
eyes, and fell backward into the arms of the doctor, who seemed 
prepared for this crisis ; for without being discomposed, he laid her 
upon a sofa, and afforded her the succor her situation required. 

•Curate,* said he to the old priest who at this moment entered the 
room, * this young woman has now two confessors.' 
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STANZAS. 

Oh ! ask not whither my heart hath flown, 

Nor who to that heart is dear ; 
Though sweet the scenes that meet my view, 

My heart, oh ! my heart is not here ! 

Tliousrh friends surround, and fortune smile. 
And love e'en the prospect cheer ; 

Tliou;^h pleasure's roses strew my path, 
Yet my heart, oh ! my heart is not here ! 

But fiir o'er the bhie wave's crestrd foam, 
Where tlie heather blooms ao fair. 

And berries hang on the holly-bush. 
My heart, oh ! my hoart is there ! 
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THE DEATH OF A GENTLE MAIDEN. 



A PEUtTABT : XN8CRIBXD TO ■. T. S. 



' Now Id done thy Ion? day'a work : 
Fuld thy jxilxna acrovi thy breant. 
Fold thine amu, turn t.> thy rest, 

Itci thein lave ! 
Shadcxs of the ai:v<:?r lurk 
Sweep the RTfteu that f. Idn thy piave. 

Let thrm rave J ' TvNwri;*. 



'T WAS Sabbath eve : on couch of rose-leaves lyings, 

With all her undimmed loveliness around her, 
Silent, yet fast, a radiant One was dying ; 

Fading most like the flowery wreaths that bound her 
With fragrance, vainly wastea. There had been 

A fitful dirge upon the cool air borne, 
That spake of parting. Sadly sweet was seen 

A hectic bloom upon the check of mom, 
That told of tears to be ere day was done. 
Dark pall-like clouds swept by till set of sun. 
Then folded their broad pmions, and reclined 

In sullen grandeur o'er the distant West, 
Like si)ectral forms in slumber. Every wind 

Had wailed itself to stilhiess, and a rest 
Voiceless and deep stole down upon the world. 
The Storm-fiend slowly turned his sombre car, 
With drooping wing, and lurid banner furled, 
Toward his own rugged North, while from afar 
There came a sudden gleam, a golden ray, 

A strange, rich light, as from a young moon's birth, 
.^d shone o'er One, there passing fast away 

From the soft sky, and green, rejoicing earth ! 

Many a presence, dim and fair. 
Pale gleaming shapes of things, divine and rare, 
With tearful eyes and broken sounds of weeping. 
Beside that couch a mournful watch were keeping 
In that hushed eve. Gay ZcphjT pensive stood, 

With plumes enfolded like a stricken flowers ; 
And Ecno from her cave in dark wild wood 

Held wlib^perings faint with groui>s of gentle hours, 
Making the silence yet more sad and still ; 

And glowing sisrhs that dwell in rustling grass, 
And guardian spirits of each singing rill, 
Murmurs from vine-clad vale and sunny hill, 

Odors that from the rose's deep heart pass. 
When kissed by breeze of even, gathered there, 
Where that clear radiance quivered on the air. 
Melting to farewell showers. And tliere seemed 
A gush of music, dying far away, 
Solt, exquisite, and low, like that is dreamed 
By one who slumbereth at the close of day 
On Ocean's golden wave. A liquid tone. 
Like fall of distant waters, deep and lone, 
A silvery strain of manv voices blending, 
Fell on mv soul ; and, tlhrilling cadence sending 
Far thro' the coming night, did float along. 
Profoundly Borrowful, this brief, wild parting song : 
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Fare thee well ! 
We have heard the solemn chime, 
Pealing forth the flight of Time. 
Sternly tolls its passing bell 
For thy latest funeral knell. 
From Earth's griefs, unquiet fears, 
Mournful memories, lingering tears, 
Mortal ill. and mortal wo, 
Thou art soon about to go ! 

Fare thee well ! 

Brightness marked thy pathway here ; 
Stars, and skies, far, blue, and clear, 
Gorgeous clouds and silvery haze 
Floating in the streaming rays ; 
Love, and hope, and joyous mirth, 
Such as in young hearts have birth ; 
Soon will be a lasting close ! 
Come not breathings of repose ? 

Fare thee well ! 

Fades the thronging dream of life 
Through the mist of mortal strife ; 
Rends the veil that shrouds the rei^l 
From the vast and lone ideal ; 
Spectres wild, and quaint, and strange. 
Flitting gleam in hurried change 
O'er the Future's magic glass ; 
They are passing — Thou wilt pass ! 

Fare thee well I 

Paler grows thy lustrous eye. 
As the light of sunset sky. 
Death-damps chill are on thy brow. 
White and cold as moon-lit sno^|r. 
As a bird with wounded wing. 
Now thy heart is fluttering ; 
Soon 'twill rest, to beat no more — 

Pang and thrill alike be o'er ! fk 

Fare thee well ! 

In the shadowy dome of dreams 
Mournful light of Memory streams 
O'er the voiceless forms and still 
That the busy Past did fill. 
Far from wreck of wo and weeping, 
They in stormless peace are sleeping ; 
There thy sisters long have gone. 
Thither t/iou wilt soon be flown — 

Fare thee well ! 

Music that ends not in tears, 
Love that knows no boding fears, 
Tones that falter not in signs, 
Hearts in which no sorrow Ues. 
Flowers, unfading, sweet, and mir, 
Sister! ail await thee there! 
We shall miss thee ; but away! 
Wearied one, no longer stay ! 

Fare thee well! 

*T was gone ! That radiant train melted away 
Like last love-whispers of the broken-hearted ; 

And with the purple gleam of closing day 
The gcmle Spirit of thb Month departed ! m. 
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It is strange that men should prefer to Hve in cities. If there 
were any pleasantness conceivable in the perpetual clamor and 
strife of tongues, or in sharpening one's face by frequent contact 
with the crowd, or in receiving a thousand ideas daily of which only 
one can be retained, the preference would not be so unaccountable. 
But much communion with men does not tend to soften the heart; 
and a multitude of ideas, like a surfeit of food, will not digest 
How much more delightful to pass one's life in the country, where 
the multifarious noises and confusion of the town die away before 
they reach half way to him, and only the higher voices, the voices 
of the higher men, fall on his ear I At intervals, to continue the 
figure, one of these voices utters a thought which the heavens, or 
the earth, or the human mind has been ransacked to find ; and he 
sits down in quiet to incorporate it with his own brain, without hav- 
ing his nerves jarred with the same thought repeated in an hundred 
different tones, and with a thousand modifications. All is tranquil- 
lity around him and within him. He is not hourly jostled by hard- 
ening avarice, or ambition, or self-idolatry, in any of its fonns. He 
converses with himself, and the nobler spirits that have lived, or 
that do live ; and if he is not a happier, and does not die a better 
man than the denizen of the metropolis, it must be that there is 
something radically defective in his nature. This thought is natu- 
rally suggested by the country through which I am passing. I 
do n't know that interminable woods are a necessary accompani- 
ment of ruml life ; but if they were, and when they are, it would 
be and is so much the better for those whose tastes, like mine, 
incline that way. Not exactly that I would live in the woods, 
either, but yet not so far from them that I could not sometimes lose 
myself in them. 

Ohio, the State of * the Beautiful River,' has as yet woodland 
enough to satisfy the most extravagant desire. I have been 
travelling many days along this untrodden highway; the giant trees 
almost constantly interlocking their branches over head, except 
when the enclosed ten -acre lot of stumps, and the block -house 
dwelling of some hardy emigrant break the monotony. And I 
expect it will be the same for several weeks to come, until I emerge 
into daylight on the borders of some prairie. I hope those weeks 
will be many ; for it is really pleasant, plodding along with no com- 
pany but these tall beeches and maples, and no conversation save such 
as the birds and I, each in our own language, hold with one anotlier. 
I have learned some new movements in music too ; for when the 
little choristers do me the honor to stop and examine my physical 
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appearance, and when they express their surprise, or pleasure, or 
indignation, by interrogatory trills, or by angry chromatic passages 
of unimaginable rapidity, always accompanied by appropriate ges- 
ticulation, it would be exceedingly impolitic in me not to answer in 
numbers and melody. I am afraid they do not understand me ; or 
else they doubt my word, when I assure them of the kindest treat- 
ment, if they will indulge me with a nearer view of their wings 
and eyes. 

The mind is bewildered when it tries to think of the solitude 
that has reigned here ; how in winter and summer, year after year, 
farther back than the imagination can reach, these trees have 
grown, 'WTestled with the whirlwind, and fallen ; how those clouds 
have given their rain, the sun his light, and the flowers their 
fragrance, atone ! Forms, colors, and sounds of beauty and sweet- 
ness have spning up and lived here, when there was no eye or ear 
to receive them, and be made happy. Nature has put on her robe 
of grace ; has breathed her pleasant odors on every breeze ; has 
tenderly cherished her delicate plants ; and has most beautifully 
decked herself, as though for the embrace of man. Truly may we 
ask, * For whom were all these things made ? If for man, why was 
this waste ? * It cannot be ; and certainly not for any inferior being. 
If it is mortifying to think that all things were not made to minister 
unto us ; that we are but a part of the great machine, a principal, 
though not an indispensable one ; that the happiness of birds and 
all animals is as important in the view of the Giver of Happiness, 
as ours ; it is nevertheless pleasant to feel that we are connected 
with the lower orders of existences by a kind of fellow-feeling, in 
that we both partake of common pleasures, and that no bounty 
which has been given to one has not also been given to the other. 

But this does not answer the question : * What were flowers, and 
trees, and ninning brooks made for ? ' It will not do to say, for the 
sole behoof of man ; for then I might reiterate : * Why this waste of 
centuries in profitless vegetation? The Greeks would give an 
answer without hesitation ; and so would the poet And since we 
have not even a conjecture to make, I am sure we cannot do better 
than to adopt a pleasant hypothesis, and firmly believe in the Spirit 
of Poetry ; that trees were no more designed merely to live, pre- 
pare the way for their successors, and die, than man was to propa- 
gate his species and die ; but that flowers, trees, and all plants are 
in themselves, as possessing some sort of vitality, of sufficient 
importance in the scale of existences to render it supposable that a 
world might be made for, and inhabited only by plants, and that a 
world so inhabited would not be altogether useless, either. If this 
thought ever entered the heads of our pioneers and wood-cutters, 
habit has lamentably blunted their susceptibilities. 

I have been building a pretty extensive castle in the air in these 
\roods ; such a castle as it seems to me I should like to live in. The 
embellishments of course are supplied by fancy, but the materials 
and situation are furnished by the condition of this pleasant family, 
who with the heartiest welcome have thrown open their door to 
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me, while for an hour I repose in the shade. It seems to be a very 
pleasant family. The head of it is a young man, perhaps a year or two 
older than myself, with the sparkle of health and contentment in his 
eye ; a noble, manly form ; and a face constantly full of exultation. 
He seems proud of his own strength, of his \'ictory over thousands 
of mighty trees ; proud of himself, and most of all, of his young 
wife. These two, together with a matron, who may be his mother, 
form the group. Their history is the history of thousands of fami- 
lies with whose nide tenements this vast Valley is sparsely dotted. 
They were born and fitted by early education for their situation in 
life, in the State of New- York. They were betrothed three years 
ago, and have been married but half of one. After much consulta- 
tion between the lovers, it was determined that he should seek a 
home in the wilds of the West. So he set out, not knowing 
whither he should go, and not following the guidance of any par- 
ticular star ; and he stopped by accident, he says, on this, the best 
tract of land between the Alleghany and Rocky Mountains; which 
is as much as to say, ' the best tlie sun shines on.' Having settled 
the boundaries of the farm to suit himself, he erected a shanty of 
bark, provided himself with a few of the most indispensable arti- 
cles of food, and went whistling to work. 

In the course of a few months, a space of several acres was 
cleared from the timber, wliich was burned as fast as cut down ; a 
crop of wheat was put into the ground ; and the walls of a house 
built up of hewn logs, so substantial as to be, if not bomb-proof, at 
least wind and age-proof 'WHicn winter came on, he left his new- 
founded city to take care of itself ; marked the trees as he went out, 
that he might be able to fmd his way in again ; cut down one here 
and there, so as to make the i)assage of a wagon imaginable ; and 
departed for home. In the spring he was married; and w^ith as 
many implements and necessaries of household and farm use as 
could be compressed into a reasonably small space, and stored away 
in their caravansar}% and with as many domestic animals as could 
be expected, from their known peculiarities of disposition, to sub- 
mit to be driven or led without opposition, he started on his * move,* 
and introduced his mother and fair bride to their new home. Not 
* fair ' bride, exactly, but lovely. With a perfect form, one which in 
another sphere of hfe would have been admired as voluptuous ; 
with the hue of health on her cheek, the light of innocence in her 
eye, and the smile of youth on her lips ; the lovely bride, leaning on 
the strong arm of her husband, passed mile after mile through the 
shades of the forest, without casting 'one longing look behind;* 
entered into the house which had been constructed with more 
strength than skill for her ; and set herself to work with a woman's 
tact to adorn the bare walls, and scatter over the bam-like dwelling 
the charms and comforts of home. She has succeeded in all her 
labors, and her husband has succeeded in all his. But after all, are 
not their position and prospects dreary enough ? And is it not 
strange that both should be so happy, dwelling here, out of reach of 
the eyes and sympathies of the rest of the world ? 
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It is strange ; and so I sit myself down by the side of the young 
wife, look in the same, direction that she looks, and try to make 
objects appear the same to my eyes that they do to her*s. How 
great a difference in the picture is made by a little alteration in the 
position of the inspector I It is not strange now that she should be 
happy ; for her future is as bright as is ever set before mortal eyes. 
The harsh features of the landscape are covered with a soft and 
verdant carpet ; golden wealth and peace smile in the distance ; the 
inequahties and roughness of the road are as nothing, for her feet 
are strong and hght ; and if there are but two of them to journey 
together, those two hearts will be only the more closely knit to each 
other. It is on the whole such a prospect, that I do not wonder at 
her for being perfectly happy. And yet I was ready to exclaim, 
' How preposterous to suppose that she can be contented I * Or, if I 
was not ready to say so, it was only speculatively, and without 
exactly understanding how, that I admitted the possibility. 

Now, speaking in grave, delibemte terms, what do we mean by 
contentment? For my part, I cannot tell, precisely. But that 
particular prospect, to use the old figiu-e, which is set before me, 
and becomes my future, is. Heaven knows, sufficiently cheerless 
and uninteresting. And yet, if I were asked to exchange it for any 
other in the world, I should be compelled to answer, no. Still, I 
am far from being contented. Not but that the present is well 
enough, because it receives its character from the future ; but with 
the future itself I am dissatisfied. Drear^-^ as my circumstances are, 
I would not alter them, nor the past ; I would not undo any thing 
that has been done ; but show me some road by which I can regain 
the position which I once occupied, or by which I can gain another 
position which I desire, and I despise the past and present, and am 
contented. That is to say, contentment has respect mainly to the 
future. This is a bungling and circuitous way of coming at a 
simple idea ; but this truth explains to my mind some things con- 
cerning happiness ; and among the rest, how it is that this beautiful 
young woman can be contented, perfectly satisfied, with her lot, in 
these forests. And how it is (which I have often wondered at) 
that men whose views are bounded by the limits of their own 
farm, can be as happy as those who take in at one glance a whole 
kingdom. And a blessed thing it is, much as those of the latter 
class may be disposed to sneer, that a few small objects, to the eye 
accustomed to look at them, can grow into sufficient magnitude and 
importance to become the objects of life. And I would ask these 
scomers if they are not afraid that some higher class still will scorn 
them too ? for their pursuits and means of happiness, though large 
in their own eyes, may be as small to the sight of some being 
whose glance takes in the world, as the poor man's is to theirs. I 
am sure I do n't know, if I could have my choice, whose lot I would 
prefer. 

But I am no sneerer, my gentle hostess. If I could, I would con- 
tract my roving vision and desires ; like yourself, make my most 
desired object of attainment, comfort, and nistic health; confine my 
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thoughts to my own neighborhood; study and fall in love with 
Nature ; grow wise in that wisdom which is from within — and be 
happy. I have been trying to do so ; but there is something in me 
that rebels. It cannot be, and I must go restlessly and sorrowfully 
wandering on. And when I am gone, and you forget the way- 
farer, he will not forget you, nor the heart-felt benediction, * May it 
remain with you forever I * which he leaves witli your household. 



ODE TO BEAUTY. 



•A Tniwa nr BJATTTT IS A JOT TOR V V KR. ' — K S ATS. 



Spirit of Beauty[l thou whose glance 
Doth fiil the universe with iig^ht 
Which is the shadow of thy might, 

Whose fair, immortal countenance 
Transcends nil human siijrht ! O where, 
Within what c^lmand blessed sphere 

Of earth, or air, or heaven, doth dwell 
The glory of thy presence ? Now 

All tinngs repose beneath thy spell. 

Bright essence, pure, invisible, 
Blest spirit I where art thou ? 

Bevond stem Boreas' cr>'stal throne 

I)ost hold thy court with meteors dancing, 
And phantom gleams mid shadows wan, 

Like thought from earth to heaven glancing? 
Art sphered in light withm the glorious Sun 

When upward on his burnmg course he hies, 
Or in the golden west when day is done, 

Weaving his gorgeous rol)e of thousand dyes? 
Ilast thou thv home far in yon silvery star, 

Ave tunnkling silently, 
As fondly stniggling to reveal 

The secret of its mystery ; 
"Whose radiance floating from afar, 

Like music o'er the heart doth steal, 
Making the listening soul to be 
Part of its own deep melody ? 
Dost dwell in the trembling' moonbeam's smile, 

When, wakened by the midnight spell, 

Light fairies trip through each silent dell. 
Their dewy ringlets dancing, while 
Beneath the shadowy mountain's base 
The vales lie steepeu in loveliness, 
And the breathing lawns afar do seem 
The soA creation of a dream ? 

Thv spell is abroad on the Ocean's breast 
"Wfien the Sun awakes from his dreamless rest, 
And the crimsoned waves leap exultingly 
Beneath the glance of his golden eye. 
Thou reignest in the glowing haze 

Of noontide, like a presence brooding 
Above the fields in radiance dressed, 

When amber gleams the woods are flooding, 
And insects sport mid the quivering rays ; 
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And the flowers their tremblings zones unbind 
To the soft caress of the wooing- wind. 
Thou com'st on airj'' footsteps, blest 
"With a spirit-power in the twihffht hour, 

When the arcaming lake Uesliushed below, 
And the heavens above with looks of love 

Keep watch as the shadows come and go. 

All hours, all worlds, thy spell obey ; 
Yet not alone within the circling pale 

Of universal Nature's wide domain 

Extends thy sovereign reign ; 

The Soul hath beauty of her own 
Which oft doth penetrate the mortal veil 

That shrouds the spirit's viewless throne, 
Winning to sometliiug of celestial ray 
The charms that blossom only to decay. 
It lives in all the nameless grace 

Of wreathed line and shifting hue, 

(That speak the pent soul shining through,) 
It sleeps m the unrutfied face 

Of holy, smilini; infancy, 
Wherein, as in a lake of Glue, 

Lies mirrored heaven's own purity. 

But most in Woman's soul-lit eye. 

Within whose depths lies eternity! 
And in those smiles that gleam and tremble 

Through the veil that seems to shroud 
Their full eflulgence, and resemble 

Lightnings hovering in a cloud ; 
And m the light serene and clear 

Of her own vestal purity, 
Which surrounds her like an atmosphere. 

Spirit of Beauty I here confess 

Tny divinest dwelling-place I 

Yet not the kindling dawn, 

Nor breathless summer noon, nor soft decline 
Of eve, nor stars, nor moon-lit lawn, 

Nor ' human face divine,' 
Nor aught that greets our earthly sight 

Of most surpassing loveliness, 

Thy full divinity express ; 
These are but symbols of thy might. 

High throned above all mortal state, 
Enrapt, serene, owning nor death nor change, 

Nor time, nor place, thou hast thy seat 
In that calm world wherein the Soul doth range. 

Where Thought and WUdom do abide, 

Beside immortal Truth, thy sister and thy bride ! 

Supreme immunities are thine, 

Eternal Beauty ! glorious giver 
Of light, and joy, and blessedness ! 
And they are blest who on thy face divine 

Gaze and repose for ever. 
Such guerdon high do those possess, 
The star-like souls, who dwell apart, ♦ 

A)>ove our dim and common day 
Shining serene. To these thou art 

Immortal light and strength, and they 
By virtue led, and contemplation high, 
Partake with thee thine own eternity ! n. u. a. 



• TatT loul wiw like a fttar, and dwelt apart.' — WoBcrwoBTU'a Sovmst to 2£xz.to«. 
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jir Tna AnnioR or ' sdwaru ▲x.roiu) akd uis n ATrBixow.' 



onA^rKR ffSTSKTn. 



TSuie aro Lis tib'.ni4i.iv.r» . tht-.n; liii xitc.1.' 



RciiOU LOT TBIt HFAt7. 



The next day after the events narrated in our last chapter, was 
the Sabbath. * How shall it be employed ? * No preconcerted plan of 
worship had been agreed upon ; this Eufus chose to leave to the 
inspiration of the moment. In this small number of persons there 
were various religious impressions ; that is, they had been brought 
up under different denominations. The widow Stewart and her 
sons called themselves Baptists ; Rufus Gilbert and his wife were 
Unitarians ; Philip and his mother were Calvinists ; but no one of 
all these could be said to have opinions upon religion. Chance, 
accident, had determined their position ; and if any one had been 
asked why he bore this or that name, he would have said, because 
I go to this or that church, rather than give any reason for his pre- 
sumed faith. 

With Rufus the case was rather different. An ignorant person in 
talking with him would have said he was inclined to infidelity ; for 
he had no faith in the saving power of the church, and did not 
believe that church-membership was necessary to salvation; he 
maintained that virtue was the key to Heaven, and obedience to 
conscience the sure passport to eternal happiness; that worship and 
all the ordinances of religion were the means of cultivating the 
virtue and obedience, and so far they were sacred. 

Philip Wilton had been educated a Calvinist. The splendid 
intellectual system of orthodoxy had blinded him to the fundamen- 
tal errors upon which that noble superstructure rests ; for grant tlieir 
premises, and what scheme of faith is so consistent? Of an ardent 
temperament, he loved to lose himself in religious agitation ; and 
surrounding himself with gloom, and picturing the despair of hell, 
the agony of the lost, the terrors of the law, to pass in imagination 
to the foot of the cross and feci his sins forgiven, his stains washed 
out, by the cleansing blood dripping from the body of the Lord. 
Then would he mount to Heaven, a purified saint, and veil his face 
before the ineffable glory of the Father, to thank him, to praise liim 
forever. 

Such was the action of his early piety, exhausting, fniitless, and 
delusive; for every thing was to be done for him, and by simply 
believing certain facts he was to be entitled to this blissful st.itc. 
Time has sobered his views, as he felt the power of reason in his 
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mind, and his experience of life had banished this physical form of 
worship, and substituted a more spiritual religion in his heart. 

The sun shone brightly on this their first Sabbath morning 
together in their new home. The notes of birds, the rushing 
streams, the shooting grass was the voice of Spring. The cattle and 
flocks in the fold cast wistful glances to the pastures on the hill- 
sides ; every thing that had power of motion seemed to have come 
out to welcome the voice, and to be filled with tranquil happiness. 
It was surprising to see how perfectly all tliese persons united in 
their religious service as they met together in the library to thank 
God for their blessings. All idea of sect was lost or forgotten in 
the common feeling of thankfulness. Sheltered by the same roof, 
fed at the same table, and happy and contented in the same scene, 
they were led to acknowledge in their hearts that they had a com- 
mon Father and one faith in Him. All those circumstances of going 
to different places, having different forms and different names, the 
rivalry of preachers, and the temporal success of their various 
churches, were absent, and in the fervor of their gratitude all causes 
of separation were forgotten, and every tiling disuniting was merged 
in a common sense of dependence, as they confessed their sins and 
prayed for guidance and light from the one Source of all benefits. 

Philip conducted the meeting, and the mother's heart was satis- 
fied with seeing her son even in that humble pulpit. Forgetting 
himself, and making no special efixjrt to be eloquent and fine, he 
extemporized a better sermon than he could have written, from the 
text, * But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, long-sufl!ering, 
gentleness, goodness, faith.* Music, a kind of devotion itself, was 
not wanting to complete the beauty of their simple worship ; and 
when the sun went down on that Sabbath evening, each felt that 
he had never truly worshipped before ; so cold, tame, and mean- 
ingless did the almost compelled services of the churches seem to 
them, when compared with this spontaneous, social outpouring of 
the heart. 

As the sun was declining, John Stewart and Clara had separated 
from the othera in tlieir walk, and stood beside the lake. They were 
discussing the sermon of Philip : *And then how beautifully he por- 
trayed the effects of true rehgion on the life,' said Clara, in reply to 
some remark of his. ' He has so much feeling that he makes others 
feel. He does not say such remarkable things, but all he does utter 
you are sure comes from the bottom of his heart.' 

* And do people always produce such effects when they speak 
from their hearts ? ' asked John. 

* I believe so,' answered Clara ; and then there was a long 
silence, and they sat down on a fallen trunk by the side of the lake, 
looking at the budding trees reflected in the clear water. 

Religion and love are close companions. When the heart is 
touched by devotion, when we have made our peace with Heaven, 
and formed resolutions to lead purer and better lives, all the finer 
parts of our nature are roused into action, and we are prepared to 
love, to assist, and S3rmpathize with our fellow creatures. A bad 
man cannot love ; he may feel passion, but not love. 
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John Stewart, with a rough exterior, had a sensitive heart. He 
had long in secret worshipped the fair Clara, but the sense of his 
own deficiencies had hitherto kept him silent His connection with 
Rufus Gilbert had drawn him often to her mother's house, where he 
was considered an odd sort of young man ; for as we have before 
remarked, he would sit for hours watching the movements of the 
younger sister, who regarded him almost like a brother. 

* You know, Clara,' at length began John, * that we are all under 
a solemn agreement with Mr. Gilbert to have no secret plan, to 
make no bargain of any kind, and to conceal no grief, while members 
of the family, but to be perfectly open and trusting in all our deal- 
ings with each other.' 

* Yes, John ; and have you broken the agreement ? ' 

* No, but I am like to, unless you help me out of a difficulty.' 

' Oh, any thing, John ; you know I would do any thing in my 
power for you.' 

* But if it is not in your power now, will you try to help me ? * 

* Certainly.' 

* Tlien you must try to love me ; you must be my wife, Clara.' 
'And the wedding shall take place when you have earned a 

thousand dollars by your own labor,' said a voice behind them, 
which they knew to be Rufus Gilbert's. 

' And,' added another voice, ' I am an ordained minister, and can 
legally marry you.' 

Turning, they became aware that their friends had come up as 
they were talking together, and imintentionally heard their conversa- 
tion. 

Clara said nothing, but gave her hand to John, then run to 
embrace her mother and sister, while her lover half bewildered 
with delight and happiness so unexpected, was shaking hands w^ith 
his brothers and friends. 

*We heard what you said about the 'solemn agreement,' to 
divulge all secrets ; we have saved you the trouble,' said Rufus. 
This honesty alone makes you worthy of any woman, and I con- 
gratulate myself as well as you upon this plighting.' 

The parties returned to the house and spent the evening in sing- 
ing sacred music together ; and if, as some one has observed, hap- 
piness is the true atmosphere of devotion and of virtue, Jolm and 
Clara both were better on that evening than ever before. 



cnAPTXR sioirra. 

' O THAT the nf>w4p«pen \i\\ called xne alave. coward, fuol. ur what it pleased their aweet voicei to oaa* 
ma. aiiJ I had anaiuvd nut.Joath tut life ' ' 

CAiCTLa'a 'PAsrAKoPRSBXjrr.' 

It must not be supposed that the Meadow- Farmers gained their 
position without other struggle than the labor of arranging and 
cultivating their domain. Fortunately for them they had enemies, 
or rather opponents, who talked against them and wrote against 
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them, and by these means compelled them to look carefully to their 
own principles. These attacks taught them their own strength, and 
gave steadiness and manliness to their efforts. The strong ship 
never sails so steadily as when she stems an opposing current. 

A man can hardly introduce a new kind of plough upon his farm, 
without being called upon for his reasons; much less can a body of 
men start a new project of society, unquestioned and unnoticed. 
Although every freeman may plough and reap as he please, yet 
may I call him to account for the imphed slander which he utters 
upon the usual and common plough of the country, by throwing it 
aside and adopting a new one. So when men promulge new doc- 
trines of society, and establish new forms of business and domestic 
economy, may we not rightfully question them closely, for their 
attempt to unsettle the established order of things, which they vir- 
tually do by such a course ? For by no means is it true, that men 
have the right — the moral right — to plunge recklessly against old 
institutions and habits, with no other reason than that such is their 
pleasure. Such cnisades may be more safely sdlowed in monar- 
chical countries, whose heavy and ponderous forms are little moved 
by them ; but in a country where public sentiment is law and gov- 
ernment much more than the statute-book, it is not only our right 
but our duty to watch narrowly every innovation, and to question, 
with a voice of authority, him who comes to remove the old land- 
marks planted by our fathers. 

This curious and, as it is called, meddlesome spirit, which Ame- 
ricans show in the affairs of their neighbors, is in fact the instinct 
of self-preservation in our people. It is a better habit than an idle 
curiosity, however it may be denominated. It matters little who 
comes or goes, or what the habits and opinions, of people who Hve in 
countries where a military power is ever ready to support the estab- 
lished authority of the land. Not so with us. We require no pass- 
ports in passing from village to village, from state to state ; every 
man is free to move as he pleases ; but there is constantly over 
every man a jealous scrutiny, and not so much over his personal 
movements, as over the most important part of him, his opinions 
and habits. Hence the thousand staring eyes which greet every 
stranger as he passes through our villages and towns. Is any one 
desirous of being conspicuous among his fellow men, he has only 
to quietly take up his abode in any of our country towns ; preserve 
a mysterious silence respecting his business ; say no more than is 
absolutely necessary for his wants, and in a week's time he will 
become the theme of every tea-table in the neighborhood ; and 
should he incline to go to meeting on the Sabbath, he will find that 
he will more than equally divide attention with the preacher. As 
we live and move and have our being as a nation by the action of 
this public sentiment, is it not a necessary consequence that we are 
curious and meddlesome, and often annoying, toward those who 
come among us to see the strange anomaly, a self-governed people? 
And we ask such persons seriously, if, having considered the case, 
oar prying, Yankee questioning is a proper subject of their ridicule ? 
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For the same reason, too, all secret societies are deemed danger- 
ous to the community, and our people will not endure tliem because 
they are foreign to the character of- our government And how 
are they foreign, it is asked ? Each voter being a part of the gov- 
ernment, he wants all the facts of the country before him in order 
to form his opinion, which he cannot have if secret societies exist. 
In a despotism the power being in one head, that head alone has 
need of the facts we refer to ; the governed have no interest except 
to obey, no duty but to submit. To refer to an almost forgotten 
question, the rights of Free Masons, the opposition and abuse they 
received was far less against them as Masons, than as asking for 
protection and privilege, without being willing to yield any thing 
to that pubhc sentiment which they were opposing by their very 
existence as a secret society. 

Let us draw here one other inference from what has been said, 
and then to work : a free and untrammeled press is as essential to 
a free government as air is to life. If the art of printing had been 
known by the ancient repubhcs they might still have existed. And, 
moreover, we may demand, as a right, to know any and all of the 
affairs of others which may, by possibility, act upon this public trust, 
of which each man is part keeper. And the advantage of this 
supervision is mutual, for it is well for every one to know that the 
whole country has an interest in what he does, in his acts, his 
habits, and especially in liis opinions. 

Kufus Gilbert courted this scnitiny, and took pains to open his 
views to all who visited him ; but he became unpopular at first with 
the church in his neighborhood, because he did not come under its 
wing and ask its influence — an influence always to be obtained by 
paying for it. Both political parlies called him a fool and fanatic, 
because he did not immediately set down his political opinions and 
promise his vote for or against men he had never seen or heard of 
before. 

To the Whig committee-man who called to ask his support for 
that party, he propounded first the question, * Is your candidate a 
temperance man ? * 

* Really, Sir, we have little to do with such narrow questions ; 
I canH answer you.* 

* Is he for or against slavery ? ' next proposed Kufus. 

* That, too, is beyond my instructions.* 

* What then, may I ask,' said Rufus, * are the grounds upon which 
you ask my vote for your candidate?* 

* Grounds, Sir I — zounds ! * said the emissary, looking about for a 
convenient slump, * grounds, did you say ? Sir, he is a Wliig ; he 
xms bom a Wliig ; ho has lived a Whig, and will die a Whig. 
What more can you ask? He never opposes his party; he is a 
man we can rely upon ; we know where to find him ; ho is a man 
to slick to the party, if the party go to the d — 1 ; and that 's what I 
call being a patriot* 

A little ruder in speech, but quite as honest in his views, was the 
friend of the opposing party, who called to solicit the name of 
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Mr. Gilbert on his paper, whose inquiries respecting the opinions of 
the candidate upon what he conceived to be vital questions, namely, 
temperance and slavery, he answered thus : 

* 1 11 tell you what, friend, you *re a stranger to me and I 'm a 
stranger to you, but I have heard that you are a friend to the poor ; 
now if such be the case, you hate the Whigs, you hate the rich, the 
aristocrats that they be; this is as natural as for hens to cackle. 
Now we do n't meddle with temperance, because some of our men 
can only be brought forward by the drink ; we do n't touch slavery, 
because, you see old Hickory may own slaves himself These 
are, in polite way of talking, subjects for the straddle. The fence, 
Sir, the fence, is our only and our tee-total safety on these p'ints.' 

'But,* said Rufus, * because I am a friend to the poor, how does it 
follow that I must hate the rich ? I must love all men, for every 
man is my brother. I shall not vote at all at the comipg election, 
for I have not had time to inform myself as to the respective merits 
of the men that are up/ 

* That *s right. Sir, I must confess,' said the young man, with an 
entirely different tone and manner, for he was the son of an honest 
man, and had had early instruction in his youth ; * that 's right ; I 
respect you, Mr. Gilbert; *it's just what father said; and I must 
tell you, I 've seen better days than getting a dollar a day for crying 
* Hurrah for old Hickory I ' So, re-cocking his hat and falliijg again 
into the part he was paid for playing, off he rode. 

* A pretty fellow this,' said the Whigs, * to show no colors ; * I '11 
bet a cow he will sneak in and vote for Hickory. What right has 
he to come into our county and play dark till the game turns? 
We '11 fix him ! ' 

* Did you try to buy him ? ' said the Jackson men to their emis- 
sary. 

' No ; I did n't dare do it ; I '11 wager drinks all round he is not to 
be bought.' 

'This is a noble fellow,* sighed the Whig candidate himself, 
when he heard what Rufus had said ; * I must seek him out ; a man 
after my own heart. Would to God I were free to act myself ! 
Oh ! this slavery of party ; this slavery of the soul ! How much 
meaner and baser is it than any bonds of the body I ' 

* Saddle me a horse,' said the other candidate ; * I'll ride over and 
promise him he shall be post-master.' 

* That 's promised three times already,' said some one ; ' promise 
him the judge of probate, for that 's only promised twice.* 

* Ah I that will do.* But Rufus was proof against promises and 
bribes. 

Providence smiled upon the labors of the band, in a productive 
harvest, the first year of their location. The land proved even 
better than they expected. Uninterrupted health, the result of 
their simple and regular habits, enabled them to enjoy life as they 
had never done before. And what was it gave such a spring to 
their labors ? They each had a personal interest in the crops. If 
^profits accraed, they were to gain by them ; if losses occurred, they 
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were to lose by them. But better than this, they all lived in an 
elevated atmosphere. Subjects of deep interest employed their 
hours of rest and refreshment. They were living in the school of 
love and brotherly kindness. No rivalry excited their passions ; no 
competition embittered their intercourse ; every act of each one was 
felt to be the act of all ; and they were as much interested in the 
success of each other as of themselves. It is astonishing how one 
earnest mind may spread its influence over masses of men, and 
give tone and harmony to the most discordant elements. Such was 
the influence of Rufus; and hardly less that of Philip. The young 
farmers caught the spirit of their discussions, and as they became 
informed in their minds, they began to take part in their animated 
debates. This made their hours of rest seasons of real improve- 
ment, and they became as much concerned for their intellectual 
harvest as for the crops on the soil. Their evenings were not spent 
listlessly in smoking and lolling about on benches, drinking cider 
and picking their teeth with straws, as many farmers spend them, 
but in the library, where one read aloud for the benefit of all, or in 
the general discussion of some topic of sufficient importance to 
cause them to forget their bodily fatigues. And thus are we kindly 
constituted by nature ; study is rest from bodily labor, and bodily 
labor is rest from study. It has been proved by experience that 
one man may more easily do the intellectual and physical labor of 
two men, than the two can do it separately. The student without 
exercise becomes the invalid or the madman, and the laborer, with- 
out thought and intellectual culture, becomes a brute. 

With the majority of our farmers money-getting is the prevailing 
motive. Are they temperate, it is out of regard to their health and 
pocket. If they are honest, it is often more a matter of business 
and credit than of virtue. Can it be denied that the farmer's stan- 
dard is too low ? Does he live for his soul, his mind ; to make life 
a scene of noble progression in knowledge and virtue ? Is he not 
generally (more anxious to enlarge his farm than to expand his 
intellect ? Does he not sneer at learning, and glory in his coarse- 
ness ? Would that he might try the true life ; keep up the balance 
of his powers ; make his body the servant of his soul ; and look 
toward knowledge and virtue as the destiny of his being I 

Rufus Gilbert had arrived at that point of attainment. He really 
and sincerely valued money only as a means, an unusual refine- 
ment indeed ; and this principle he had instilled into the hearts of 
all his disciples, so that they were elevated beings, and had high 
views of the object of life. No man who has been by circum- 
stances ' born again ' to this new being, ever can go back to the low 
aims and filthy pursuits of party ambition, or heap up money for 
money's sake. * To him that hath shall be given ; * such men are 
always improving, always advancing ; they cannot help it. • From 
him that hath not, shall be taken away even that which he hath ; * 
such men are always retrograding, sinking, falling ; they too cannot 
help it. 

As the reader must by this time begin to feel some interest in the 
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financial state of the Meadow-Farm, let us look in upon them at the 
end of the third year of their experiment. The writer will give 
the statement as it wsis given to him, and as nearly as may be in the 
same words. 

* Our original purchase cost five thousand dollars, and consisted of 
five himdred acres of land, mostly in a wild state. The expense of 
the house, furniture, and stock, was about two thousand dollars more, 
for we began with the smallest amount practicable. We numbered 
at the outset fourteen souls, among whom were seven able-bodied 
young men, ready to endure hardships and work their way wherever 
I should lead them. Four of the remaining were women and three 
were children. The first year was spent in clearing enough land to 
secure us against want in the way of com, and potatoes, and wheat; 
and contrary to my own fears, at the end of it we were able to pay the 
interest on our borrowed capital, beside having greatly improved our 
farm. The second year was still more fortunate. We had admitted 
five new hands, four of whom were able-bodied men and good farm- 
ers ; so that we were strong in force. The other was a good tailoress 
whose services we began to need. Mechanics of all sorts fiocked 
in upon us, many of whom we could not receive. At the close of 
the third year, now, our affairs stand thus : 

'Our farm with the buildings we have erected, is estimated at, and 
taxed for, eight thousand dollars. We have paid the two thousand 
dollars borrowed capital, and do not owe a farthing. We have three 
hundred sheep, and fifty head of cattle and horses. We have a 
good library ; are all well clothed and fed. Some are richer than 
others, in proportion to the time they have been with us. We now 
number twenty-five persons, including my own two children, one an 
infant. John Stewart considers he has earned six hundred dollars 
toward the thousand which is the condition of his possessing before 
he can claim the hand of Clara Welton. Not that I think it neces- 
sary a young man should possess a fortune before he marries. I 
think with Cobbett upon this point, that the sooner a young man 
marries the better for him, if he has good and industrious habits ; 
but we thought it necessary to test the case with John, as he had 
the reputation of being an odd fellow, and we thought while he was 
earning the specified amount, we could do it to our satisfaction. 

* But, Sir, the best wealth we have, in my opinion, is the amount 
of good habits of mind and body among us. Our young farmers 
are chemists and botanists. We have poets, musicians, and paint- 
ers among us. We cultivate the sciences as well as the land. Our 
wealth is in our heads and hearts, as well as something in our pock- 
els. As to myself, I have lost nothing, but on the contrary have 
received a better interest on my share of the investment than I 
could have received in any fair business. Thus you see what united 
labor can accomplish ; in three years we have converted three 
thousand dollars into eight thousand. Our profits in happiness 
and imjirovement cannot be estimated in money.' 

Now although much was said and written against this new-fangled 
scheme oi Meadow- Farm, when the public saw how successful and 
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happy were the members, what peace and harmony reigned among 
them, and more than all, how much money they were making, the 
tide began to turn the other way. Parents gave the best evidence 
of what they thought of it, by striving to get their children received 
into Philip Welton's school. The few boys placed at first under his 
charge had made such improvement, not only in their studies but in 
their dispositions, living in an atmosphere of love and kindness, that 
the school began to be very popular, and many pupils were refused 
for want of room. Let us look in of a summer morning, at the 
library, and see the charms the place had for the youth. It was a 
large and spacious room, kept studiously clean. Books were arranged 
around upon the walls ; historical pictures were seen here and there. 
The bust of Washington, which, though never so badly executed, 
always tells us of firmness and virtue, patriotism and heroism, stood 
conspicuously fronting the entrance ; that of Franklin, the true man 
and republican, the wise man and the practical man, stood near it 
Flowers were placed here and there upon the tables. Tliere was 
no master's desk, no pedagogical throne, the sceptre a ferula. All 
formality was banished from the place, and they found their seats 
as suited their taste and convenience. They came and went as in 
the order of a well-conducted reading-room, without restraint, and 
looked like those who came to seek knowledge, rather than like the 
pupils of most schools, whose anxious faces seem to say, * When 
will it be my turn to be crammed ? * * How long will it be before it 
will be time to leave this prison ? ' 

Or listen to the words of the teacher as he meets his pupils in 
the morning, and cordially takes each one by the hand, and thus 
removes all feeling of distance and reserve between himself and his 
scholars. * My dear children, our law is love ; see, it is written yon- 
der,' pointing to an inscription oil the wall, *God is love;* * let us 
to-day strive to obey this law in our thoughts and actions. It is our 
first duty to be good, and then, if we can, to be learned and honora- 
ble, and graceful and happy. You have collected here to learn his- 
tory, and language, and useful sciences ; but all these will avail you 
nothing, unless you first learn to govern your passions, and obey 
your conscience, and try to be like Christ, in preferring to bear and 
sufler every thing rather than commit sin. This is the enemy of 
happiness ; the only evil in the world ; for a good man cannot be 
unhappy. Let us, before we do any thing else, ask our Father to 
assist us in forming this character.' 

The pupils all kneel devoutly ; they all pray mentally. It is no 
hurried form of prayer, run through without prepamtion, and which 
robs the young of respect for devotional exercises. They are all 
impressed by the service, and the great idea that they will be assisted 
in whatever they ])urely undertake, gives encouragement and hope 
to their hearts. The words, the manner, the confidence of their 
teacher, lift the pupils into an elevated frame of mind, and they are 
ashamed, or rather forget, to do wrong, so wholly are they occupied 
with that which is good. 

In our ambition fbr a high intellectual training for our youth, is 
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there not danger that we may forget that moral and spiritual disci- 
pline, without which learning and education are a curse ? Better is 
it that the child remain untaught in human learning, and be left to 
the influences and teachings of nature, than to be so engaged in 
the works and inventions and plans of man, that he rarely thinks 
of or regards the great purpose for which he was bom, and received 
a living soul. 

We are so bigoted and sectarian, that religious instruction is 
excluded from our common schools, for fear some sect should get 
the advantage of the others. We know it is allowed to teach the 
great principles of morality and religion, the existence of a God, 
and a future state of rewards and pimishmcnts ; but these a child 
gets any where in a Christian land ; he drinks them in with his 
mother's milk. But what folly it is to suppose that the teacher can 
help giving the bias of his own mind to the children, in teaching 
even the general principles of religion ! He is aware himself that 
he cannot, and so he abstains from the subject altogether, or alludes 
to it in such a manner that it would be better let alone. At the 
present time no wonder there is no reverence in the young. The 
name and laws of God are not taught as the first and most impor- 
tant lessons in our common schools. 

When Walter Scott was asked how he educated his sons, he 
said, * he taught them to ride and to speak the truth ; ' showing the 
high value he placed upon moral and physical training, and not 
even noticing their intellectual pursuits. For he undoubtedly meant 
to convey the idea that so good principles are established in the 
hearts of the young, and their physical health properly cared for, 
there is but little fear that they will be deficient in those elevated 
studies whose tendency is so kindred with virtue, and whose essence 
is the great immutable truths of ^creation. Seek first the kingdom 
of heaven, and every thing shall be added unto you ; even faiow- 
ledge and power. 



CBA.rrB& MiMTn. 



THE STORE. 

"Tn\n \% ih^j lil«»<.t f«Mhl.-»n, mVm.* n.-U'l th<? y»\ixiv clerk, with cbsfquLous politeaeM. to a raw country girl, 
fck hie tpnad out b«f jr« liar fei/iuo Uiuna({«d calicoes.' 

' STOIUBS rO» TBB PSOPI.B.' 

The HE was no subject which Rufus had more at heart, than to 
connect with the farm a place of trade for his company and such of 
the neighboring farmers as chose to benefit by it Brought up in a 
country store himself, he felt a thorough disgust for the extortions, 
tricks, and lures of the class calling themselves country merchants. 
He knew well that the largest profits are almost invariably put upon 
the most useless articles ; that every inducement is held out to the 
vain and weak to buy ; tlie temptation of credit, the fanciful adjust- 
ment of flimsy fabrics to catch the eye and bewilder the fancy of 
ignorant servant maids ; that what an article will fetch is the price 



238 Meadow-Farm: a Tale of Association, [September, 

of it, and not what it is really worth. If any one doubts these 
statements, let him inquire, and he will find that flour pays hardly 
any profit at all ; that sugars, teas, and most of the heavy articles, 
are sold in the country store at barely enough to pay the cost of 
transportation, clerk-hire, and store-rent. How then does the mer- 
chant amass liis gains ? By the sale of wines and liquors, which 
he manufactures himself from alcohol; by selling at exorbitant 
profits things which cost him scarcely any thing ; by obtaining mort- 
gages on the farms for his store accounts, and ultimately getting the 
land into his possession for half its value. 

To obviate these evils, and to secure a fair price for the products 
of the farm, and to be able to buy at a reasonable profit ; to secure 
the young and giddy against temptation ; he drew up a plan wliich 
he submitted to a number of the farmers in his neighborhood, who 
began to show themselves favombly disposed toward him. The 
main features of the plan were these: A capital of ten thousand 
dollars was divided into shares of one hundred dollars, and these 
shares were to be taken up by individuals ; no person being allowed 
to hold more than four shares. Each share was to have one vote 
ill the afiairs of the concern. 

When all the shares should be taken up, the company were to 
hire a person who, under a board of directors, was to manage the 
store. He was to buy and sell goods at such prices as the board 
should allow ; exchange goods for produce, and carry on the general 
business of a country store as usual, only that the interest so many 
had in the store should secure them against exorbitant prices and 
unjust profits. Every holder of a share became so far the merchant ; 
and if he paid a profit upon the goods which he bought, a part of 
the profit belonged to him. So in selling produce at the store ; if he 
demanded an unjust price, he was robbing himself as well els others; 
and thus honest prices and profits were made his interest as well as 
duty. 

The plan met with instant approval, and was put into immediate 
operation. Meadow- Farm began to assume the appearance of a 
village. Saving a tavern-stand, it had all the appurtenances of 
one. Work-shops were erected, mills set a-going, and neat cottages 
peeped from among luxuriant shrubbery in this amphitheatre of 
hills. The sounds of industry were heard where a few years before 
all was the unbroken silence of nature ; and songs of joy and 
thanksgiving gushed from many hearts whose youth had been laden 
with sighs and tears. 

Successful beyond his Jiopes, Rufus looked over the whole, and 
his conscience told him, ' This is my work ; under the blessing of 
heaven my design is answered ; truly may we cast our bread upon 
the waters, and find it after many days.' He felt at the moment 
that he had paid back to society all that his father had taken from 
it, and his heart was at peace. 

But what were his own domestic relations, it may be asked, in 
this kind of common life? Did not his heart pine for a home of his 
own ? Did he not long for the seclusion, the freedom of a hearth 
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he could call exclusively his own ? Did not this constant watchful- 
ness over so many, distract his attention from his wife and children? 
By no means. The domestic armngements of the house were such 
that he could retire and be as solitary as a hermit. No member of 
the band lost his individuaHty any more than men do by living in 
cities and villages. The association and its laws did not merge the 
domestic relations or destroy the family bond. On the contrary, the 
father had more time to give to his wife and the education of his 
children than is usual, because both himself and wife were freed 
from much of that domestic drudgery which so much occupies the 
time of the middle ranks of men. Three women, by a judicious 
distribution of labor, can cook and keep house for thirty persons 
with more ease and much greater economy than one woman can do 
all the work for five persons, the average number of households. 
And if the outlay in conveniences and labor-saving machinery which 
a large establishment authorizes, be taken into account, this truth 
becomes still more apparent. 

Ruth heartily from the first cooperated with her husband, and took 
her full share of all the hard work ; and by her example and readi- 
ness at the outset, procured for herself all the leisure she desired in 
the end. Here the women were not the mere lookers-on at the 
operations of their husbands. They had an interest in the profits 
of the concern, and voted upon all questions which involved the 
general conduct of afiairs. Being responsible for their opinions, in 
one sense, they took care to inform themselves upon subjects which 
unhappily are too often considered out of the reach and beyond the 
capacity of the female mind. Woman at Meadow- Farm was not 
the mere cook of her husband's food, his house-keeper, his plaything, 
or his drudge ; the nurse and convenience of the lord, one or the 
other of which offices most women fill in society. Her time was 
considered equally valuable with that of the males ; and her heart 
and ambition were not crushed by receiving for her best exertions 
the paltry pittance, about one third the wages of males, which the 
highest civilization awards to her. 

At the end of five years John Stewart was worth the thousand 
dollars, and the union with Clara Welton was consummated, amid 
much rejoicing and real happiness of all parties concerned. 

Philip Welton still continues to this day to be the school-master, 
preacher, playmate and friend of all persons who need such offices 
at the farm. The writer has made several visits to his chance 
friends since the time when he first became acquainted with them ; 
and now, in conclusion, and by way of aj)ology, would say to the 
reader that he has been led to undertake this simple and unadorned 
narration of the origin of one of the finest villages in the country ^ 
because he thought it remarkable that a scheme of association 
should have been carried out and accomplished, without making 
any noise in the world, just prior to the time of a great movement 
among some leading and philosophic minds upon the same subject. 

The village now looks much like other villages ; but if you exam- 
ine into the chaiacter of the people there, you will find great union 
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of heart and hand in all philanthropic efibrt. It is a remarkable 
place. Rufus Gilbert still lives, and his gentle wife is the happy 
mother of a numerous ofispring. May they long hve to bless and 
adorn the world ; but not for ever ; for we feel sure that for such 
hearts and characters there is prepared, in that other world, a bliss- 
ful reward for their exertions in this, and free from its trials and per- 
plexities ; where there is no more sorrow and sighing, and all tears 
are wiped away for ever. 



THE maiden's burial. 
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X. 



Veil tenderly the pale and placid brow, 

Round which the floating hair 
Gleams like a sunbeam, moving lightly now 

In the soft summer air ! 



XX. 



Around her pillow ye have strown finesh flowers. 

And her small pulseless hand 
Claspeth white rojte-buds, as in childhood's hours, 

With her own bright-eyed band ! 



XXX. 



Upon her pallid lip a smile is set, 

The spirit's parting boon! 
Why mourn that flowTs with heaven's own dew-drops wet 

Perish before their noon? 



XV. 



Tlie soA, dark lashes rest upon her cheek, 

Like shadows on the snow ; 
Hiding the full blue orbs whose light we seek — 

But shall we find? — ah, no! 



There is less beauty in the glowing skies, 

Lms music in the vale ; 
The streams flow onward in a sadder guise. 

The springs of pleasure fail. 

■VI. 

Give back the precious dust, so still and (air, 

Unto the waiting earth ! 
Hallow her couch with song and tearful prayer- 

Tributes to love and worm. 

▼II. 

A flood of radiance from the spirit-land 

Dispels the gathered gloom ; 
Near to her God the spotless soul shall stand, 

Forgetful of the tomb ! 
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A NIGHT ON LAKE ERIE. 



BT r?TKB voM osisr. 



Night upon the waters I The blue waves of Old Erie are 
black, and loud, and angry ; and the good ship sits uneasily, as 
though they were trying by incessant, convulsive throbs to shake 
the encumbrance from their bosom. The Heavens above are as 
though a pall were settling down upon us ; and the horizon on all 
sides is marked by a zone of lurid light, like the distant fires of a 
conflagration. The light-house, far behind us, glimmers like the 
rising evening star, and its ray flashes along the dim and swelling 
surface, revealing the wide and heaving waste that intervenes. 
The strained masts quiver, and the vessel bends like an over- 
matched, but unyielding gladiator, before the blast. It is a night to 
make the timid tremble, and the bold to shout out a wild ' Halloo ! * 
to the winds as they sweep past. 

Onward the barque drives ; and I sit myself down on the bow- 
sprit, over the water, and look down on the boiling surges beneath. 
Eternally, in quick succession, the white-capped waves come 
foaming in, and hurl themselves against the reeling bow. High are 
they flung back, in broken fragments, and madly, like grape-shot, is 
the spray dashed far out on cither side. Now the ship rears up her 
head, as if affrighted and seeking to escape from the encounter, 
and in a moment she plunges desperately down into the foaming 
mass, which leaps up to receive her. 

* On high the winds lift up their voices,' and howl, and shriek, 
and moan, and rage ; and on high I lift up my voice too, but it 
sounds like the soft notes of a lute amid the smoke and thunder of 
artillery. Oh I ye spirits that ride on the wings of the wind I and 
ye spirits of the deep, that roll, and twist, and writhe, like serpents, 
on the water I who taught you to combat so furiously? The blue 
sky, that is wont to smile down on your repose, or on your peaceful 
sports, is veiled by the smoke of your battle ; and under a dark 
canopy, as is most befitting strife, whether of spirits or of men, 
you wage fierce war. The [)etty distinctions of society ; the vanity, 
the acquirements, the skill of man, are in your presence awed and 
abashed. But have their ambition and the evil passions which fill 
and degrade his heart taken possession of you also ? I will not be- 
lieve it ; for Nature never conceived nor uttered an unholy thought 
Or perhaps your rage is kindled against this fabric of human constmc- 
tion, which invades your ancient domain ? Ah ! well ; howl and fight 
on ; the cunning handiwork of him who calls liimself your master 
defies your rebellious ra\'ings I 

What a stirring thing it is, to throw out a hearty defiance to the 
thunder and tempest! When a man flings his gauntlet into the 
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face of the storm, all the strength there is in him is strained up ; 
he feels himself rigid, and braced to meet the impending shock. 
If I were disposed, I might pause here to show, that in the every- 
day moulding of mind and character, a kindred principle is perceiv- 
able ; that it is gigantic opposition that makes the gigantic man ; 
that every man who has done great things in the world ha^ met 
such opposition ; and that he was a great man, because his mind 
was taught to despise them, and to go forth, trusting in its own 
strength to meet them. I do not wonder that Ajax, when he defied 
the lightning, felt himself a god. 

Undismayed, the stout ship struggles on, driving through the 
rolling sea, as if determined to force her way into, and loose herself 
in, the unmeasured and unexplored tract of darkness that lies 
before us. At length the night and the elements are beginning to 
assume something like thffir accustomed tranquillity; and now the 
wind, wearied with the contest, forgets its anger, and sweeps by 
only in short, irregular growls ; while the sea continues to heave up 
its long, black, unbroken waves ; as though the passion which pen- 
etrates and rages in a deep bosom, does not its work so quickly and 
lightly. The heavy clouds that seemed to embrace the lake 
gradually lift, and are borne swiftly and in fragments away tov\'^rd 
the north. One by one, and for a moment at a time, the stars come 
out, and the rising crescent moon sends down her first trembling 
rays ; trembling, indeed, but like the timid smile of the loved one, 
when it shines on the troubled sea of doubt and despair in our 
hearts, how brightening I The darkness is illumined by that gentle 
light, and we go on our way with new hopes and new courage. 

The light which is thrown on the scene is like that of dawn, dim 
but steady, and sufficient to reveal, as far as it can be revealed, its 
magnificence. On the left, and at but a little distance, rise perpen- 
dicular blufl!s, an hundred feet in height, and nearly as many miles 
in length, against which the swell is breaking, with hollow thunder, 
and spray dashed far up its jagged rocks. On the other side, far as 
the eye can reach, the waves come rolling in, grim and gray, seem- 
ing to i)roceed from where the edge of the horizon rests on the 
bosom of the waters. Occasionally, one which lifts its crest above 
the others, may be seen far off bursting into foam ; in a single 
place, at first, and then the white streak winding along its summit 
mile after mile, till the eye is tired with following it. 

There is grandeur in the unvarying sameness of these parallel 
ridges, which sway the ship up and down as though it were a cork, 
as well as in the deep monotone of their voice. This same voice, 
this same tone, has been given forth in storm and calm, in the 
darkness of night and in the light of day, for uncounted ages ! 
"WTicn there was no created eye or heart to see and be moved, deep 
has here called unto deep, and storm has answered storm ! 

These cliffs have always felt the gentle wash, or- the leaping 
weight of the waters. This lake felt no change when its surface 
was first broken by the keel of civilized man ; its voice is as loud 
in wrath, and as soft in calm, and its pulsations are as deep, as 
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when it made music to solitude, and disported itself alone ! And by 
this is taught the enquirer one useful lesson (and on what page of 
her great book, does not Nature speak such instruction ?) in human 
life. When a man is great, he is elevated above the heads of his 
fellow men so far, that the objects and passions which^are so vast 
to them seem to him, from the distance, very srriall. And one of 
the first things that he loses sight of, is love of the ap[)robation of 
the world. If he ever manifests this love, it is a sign that he has 
descended ; and it is not surprising that he should sometimes ; for 
he cannot be expected to be so elevated, except periodically. But 
when he is doing a great work, he goes forward like these waves, 
in his own strength, and in the majesty of his own purposes ; and 
the breath of the crowd, whether sent forth to applaud or condemn, 
is like the idle wind, which passes by and touches him not. The 
history of every poet, or philosopher, or politician, who has himself 
gone before, and hastened on the slow footsteps of his generation 
in the march of improvement, would illustrate this principle. They 
have, each one, forgotten the world, and toiled to discover and 
elaborate some new truth, for its own sake, or for the sake of 
others ; and when the gem was duly set, luminous, to shed Hght on 
man*s pathway, and beautiful, to elevate and refine his mind, purify 
and warm his heart, it has been cast down with a careless hand, for 
those who will, to pick up. 

I might exhibit this position more familiarly, by appealing to the 
consciousness of every writer ; the present writer, for instance ; and 
assuring him if he ever wrote or thought any thing really good, 
when he was pondering all the while what other people would 
think or say concerning it ? It is impossible : he paints a scene or 
landscape, or analyzes passion, because he loves to do so ; and of 
course, does it best when he forgets for the moment that his picture 
or reasoning will come under the eye of any one else. Man can 
make music fit for the stars to hear, only when he makes it to the 
stars ; and then when men hear it, they will call it the music of the 
spheres. 

The night-lamps of the firmament are unveiled, and shine down 
as calmly as they did on the garden of Eden. I wonder that they 
are not tired* and do not grow dim with long watching; the more 
that their watch is over such a world as this. They look down 
steadily on scenes of crime, and folly, and suffering ; and yet their 
pure eyes are never seen obscured with grief, or to grow brighter 
through anger. Perhaps, like some noble men, they see in the 
mass of unclean things with which man has filled his soul the 
spirit of Divinity, which was breathed into it at the first, not yet 
wholly corrupted or cast out; and keep hoping on, that he will 
before long purify himself, and that they shall a^ain shine down on 
the garden of Eden. We love them for this, because they love us. 
Like God, they are present to every heart that looks up toward 
Heaven. Like the coimtenance of a friend, too, they speak to us ; 
rejoicing with a dancing ray, when we rejoice ; pouring down a 
warm, steady flood of light, wheii we are full of quiet and happi- 
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ness ; and they have a cheering, reviving beam for the afflicted 
and despairing — a beam that speaks of constancy and hope. 

But morning approaches; the wearied powers demand repose; 
and it is sweet to he down hke a cradled child, and sleep with the 
ceaseless wash of waters, for a lullaby, and rocked by their cease- 
less roll ! 



NEW VERSION OF AN OLD FABLE. 



-tCITB A BKAN KSW UOKXI^ 



A Lion once, by hunters pressed, 

He jumped out of his skin : 
A Donkey found it, passing bVr 

And straightway he jumped in. 

He stretched his legs, he switched his tail. 

He grinned in triumph vain. 
And snugly hid a foot of cars 

Among the shaggy mane. 

At sight of him, on every side 

The beasts began to ' shin it ; * 
As frightened at the lion's hide 

As if himself were in it. 

Nor sight alone contented him, 

But try his voice he would ; 
And brayed as like a lion*s roar 

As ever a jackass could. 

Just then upon the road he saw 

His master, honest man ; 
Quoth would-be lion to himself, 
* I '11 scare him, if I can ! ' 

An extra flourish then he flung. 

Too lustily no doubt, 
For, shaken from their hiding-place, 

Lo ! his long ears stuck out ! 

His master took the timely hint. 

And ere the joke was done, 
He curried ofi* the lion -skin. 

And laid the cow-skin on. 

MORAL. 

WiTTi empty heads in borrowed locks, 

Thus Dandies throng Broadway, 
And slnit as if they were in truth 

The Lions of the day. 

And why the cow-skin follows not, 

Would you the reason know? 

Dame Nature has encased them all 

In calf-skin long ago. , „ ^ .. 

Savannah, Georgia, 1843. J* ^^^* Pim«h« 



1843.] The Mail- Robber. 245 



THE MAIL ROBBER. 



KCICBBH TORXS. 



TO THE 1:DIT0R OF TKK KNICKERBOCKER MAGAZINE. 

Saratoga Springx^ July 4, 1S13. 

Sir : Being now located at the Springs, amid all the gayety and 
elegance and aristocracy of the land, I found last evening, among 
the ladies in the drawing-room, the July number of your periodical. 
Again was I shocked and overwhelmed at the gross impudence with 
which you persist in the promulgation of my private affairs. That 
you should have published my second personal epistle to yourself, 
is a tremendous aggravation of your audacity. I shall take care to 
frame this in a style which will preclude all possibility of your 
printing it, and disclosing your own rascality. 

I have heard moreover that well-known individuals in England 
have been highly disgusted at the cool, hyena-like, editorial ferocity 
with which you and your greedy subscribers feed upon this foul dish 
of scandal. Such heartless conduct cannot fail to confirm our 
neighbors across the * great Atlantic privilege * in their uncompli- 
mentary opinion of American probity. BepiuUation was a virtue 
compared with this infamous violation of the rights of man. Even 
here, amid all the soothing magnificence of the surroundings ; in the 
solemn stillness of the woods, or by the stainless bosom of Saratoga 
Lake, or by that salubrious fount of whicli half a dozen tumblers 
are so invigorating to the spirits and beneficial to the bowels, I am 
sick at soul when I realize the wickedness and worldly-mindedness 
of Magazine Editors. 

You have not hinted one syllable about pecuniary compensation; 
and how, under such a load of ingratitude, can you expect that you 
will be long permitted to pursue your fiendish career ? A reasona- 
ble sum would satisfy me ; but I forbear to urge it, for I doubt if 
you arc a Christian. This is the last time I shall address you ; nor 
should I now write, except to charge you immediately to return the 
remaining manuscripts, or to forward the customary fee for articles 
of equal value. You will not dare to publish this letter, I am sure, 
unless you are a fool as well as a fraudulent and evil-minded person. 

Yours, by no means, .* 



At the risk of our reputation, we have ventured to publish the 
above severe remonstrance ; and in reply, we take pleasure in sooth- 
ing the lacerated nerves of our financial friend by the following 
statement : 

Some days ago, about sherry-cobbler time, a middle-aged indi- 
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vidual, between five and six feet high, not very stout, although far 
from slim; of an open countenance; a nose Greco- Gothic, inclining 
to the Roman, and eyes neither light nor dark, called at our sanctum, 
and claimed to bo the author of the poetical epistles in question. 
Before we had time to apologize for our part in this curious affair, 
the stranger, so far from producing a horse-whip, assured us, with a 
benignant smile, that he forgave the liberty we had assumed, and 
moreover, that he wished to extend his pardon to the gentleman 
whose late indiscretion had put us in possession of the papers. 
Far be it from himself, the stranger said, to remain behind the age; 
he supposed it was the custom of the country ; and this apology, as 
in the aforementioned case of Repudiation, must content his friends 
in London. It was true, he added, that some offence had been 
taken abroad by this truly American proceeding ; but on the whole, 
as he found the Knickerbocker a conveyance considerably safer 
than the steamboat-mail, and as it was beside an immense sav- 
ing in the matter of postage, he would permit us to continue the 
correspondence. As for those letters which we still retained in our 
keeping, he assured us that we were perfectly free to enlighten with 
them our * Principcs ' or the public. Beside all this, he placed in 
our hands a fresh epistle, which he had intended to have sent by 
the next packet, but which, by his generous permission, we are 
happy to insert in the present number. 

We trust that this will quiet the sensibilities of our Saratoga-^ 

friend, and that he will return to the city with an invigorated con 

science, a healthful moral sense, and a stomach improved by the^= 

waters. Ed. Kmckerbockeb. ^ 



LETTER THIRD. 

TO E D '.V A :M) moxon. P U B F. I 8 H E R . LONDON'. 

The ficn* lark that brought voiir missives o'er, 
Brotiarhl the sad iiows that Mitrrav ^^'a8 no more. 
From still Ilobokcii. where I chanced to stray, 
I marked the monster belchinqr up the bay. 
And jBTuessed (already have I learned to miess^) 
From her black look, she told of some distress. 
Tidinars of trloom her sable streamer spoke, 
And the long train of her funereal smoke ; 
And soon the bulletins revcuiled the arief : 
* John Mubkay 's dead ! of book-sellers the chief! ' 

In nil the stranjfc events that Rumor sends. 

By flood and flame, to earth's remotest ends ; 

\V'nr, famine, wreck, and all the varying: fates 

Of risinar cottons or of falling stales : 

Revolts at home, and troubles o'er the seas, 

Anion;? tiie Aflj^hans, Chartists, and Chinese ; 

In all the r(>cent millions that have gone 

To the dark realm, and still are hastening on. 

That one small tradesman should have joined the throng 

Peoms a mean theme to babble of in sonff. 

Vet such IS Fame I and such the pow'r of books. 

To muko small names as deathless as the Duke's : * 



* In England then la but on* Dak* wbo i« unl^vnmlly and dvaerrsdly known aa ' tkb Dak*.' 
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Yes, the same volume that recordeth you, 
Ye mighty chiefs I embalms the printer*s too ; 
And wheresoever the poet's fame hath flown, 
There too the poet's publisher is known ; 
So shall our friend enjoy, to endless ages, 
An immortality of title-pages. 

Ev'n here, in Scythia, where the slighted Muse 
Gets but cold greeting from the rude Yahoos ; 
Ev'n here is faintly heard a public sigh. 
Ah, that Childe Harold's accoucheur should die ! 
That he who made such elegant editions 
Should be past help from parsons or physicians ; 
Dead as the most aefunct of all the verse 
For which erewhile he tapped his liberal purse ; 
No more a bargainer for true sublime, 
Himself a subject for a scrap of rhyme. 

Methinks I see his melancholy ghost 

Near his old threshold, at his ancient post ; 

Watching with eager and obsequious grin, 

The pensive customers that enter in. 

With curious eye selecting from the throng, 

Each who has dabbled in the realm of song ; 

And oflerinff, as of yore, for something nice 

In way of Epitaph, the market price. 

And now his bones the sculptured slab lie under. 

What generous bard will give him one, I wonder? 

For all the golden promises he made ; 

For all the golden guineas that he paid ; 

For all the fame his counter could aflbrd 

The rev'rend pamphleteer and author-lord ; 

For all the tricks he taught the friendless muse ; 

For all his purchased papers in Reviews ; 

For all the pleasant stories he retailed ; 

For all the turtle when the stories failed ; 

For all the praises, all the punch he spent. 

What grateful hand will deck his monument ? 

Campbell 's too proud the compliment to grant : 
SoiJTHEY, for sundry weighty reasons, can t. 
Should Moore attempt it, he'd be sure to damn 
John's manv virtues in an epigram. 
Rogers' blank verse so very blank has grown, 
'T would scarce be legible on Parian stone ; 
Wordsworth would mar it by inscribing on it 
A little sermon — what he calls a sonnet. 
Alas ! for all the guineas that he paid, 
For all the immortalities he made, 
For all his venison, all his right old wine. 
Will none contribute one sepulchral line? 

In truth I 'm sad. although I seem to laugh, 

To think that John should need an epitaph. 

The greatest blows bring not the truest tear, 

These minor losses touch the heart more near ; 

As fewer drops gush over from the eyes 

When heroes fall than when your valet dies ; 

They, of another, an immortal race. 

Ne'er seemed on earth well suited with their place, 

And though they yield their transitory breath. 

We know their being but begms with death : 

So winter ushers m the new-born year. 

So the llowers perish ere the fruits appear. 

When common men, when men like Mubbat, thus 

Are snatched away, 't is taking one of tu ; 
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And more in his we feel our own decay 

Than if a Wellington were snatched away. 

'T is not lost genius wc lament the most, 

No ; but the noAn, the old companion lost : 

Who'd not give more to bring back Gilbebt Gurnet, 

Or Smith or Matthews from their nether journey, 

Than all your Mjltons or your Bacons dead, 

Or all the Bonafartes that ever bled? 

So, were the blue rotundity of heaven 

By some muck-running, outlawed comet riven, 

Snould any orb, say yonder blazing Mars, 

Be blotted from the muster- roll of stars, 

Herschel might groan, or Somerville mirht sigh, 

But what would London care? — or you, or 1? 

Fur more we vulgar mortals might lament. 

Should some starved earthquake gulp a slice of Kent. 

Now let no pigmy poet, in his pride, 
Tlie humble mcm'ry of our friend deride : 
More than he dreams, his little species owe 
Those good allies, the Patrons of the Row : 
They, only they, of all the friends who praise, 
All who forgive, and all who love your laj's, 
Of all that flatter, all that wish you well, 
Sincerely care to have your volume sell. 
How oft, when Quarterlies are most severe, 
And every critic aims a ready sneer, 
And young Ambition just liegins to cool, 
And Genius half su.«pects himself a fix)!, 
The placid publisher, the more they rail, 
ForelxMles the trium])h of a speedy sale, 
And gently lays the soul-sustaining balm 
Of twenty sovereigns in your trembling palm ; 
While more than speech his manner seems to say. 
As bland he whispers, ^ Dine with me to-day.' 

. Or when some doubtful bantling of your brain, 
Conceived in pleaKure but achieved with pain, 
A bit of satire, or a play perchance, 
A fresh, warm epic, or new-laid romance, 
Receives from all to whom your work you show 
Civil endurance, or a faint ' so so ; ' 
When men of taste, men al^a'avs made of ice, 
Cool your gay fancies with a frinid's adviet^ 
And prudent fathers, yawning as you read. 
Knit the sage lips, and wag the pregnant head, 
And bid you stick to your niola.sses tierces. 
And leave sweet ladies to concoct sweet verses : 
How oft your Murray, with a keener eve. 
Detects tfte gems that mid your rubbish fie; 
Instructs you where to alter, where to blot, 
And how to darn and patch your faulty plot ; 
Then bravely buys, and gives you to the town 
In duodecimo, for half a crown. 

And oh ! how oft when some dyspeptic swain 
Pours forth his agonies in sickly strain, 
Mistaking?, in the pangs that through him dart, 
A wretched liver for a breaking heart ; 
And prates of passions that he never felt, 
And sweats away in vain attempln to melt; 
Or takes to branny, and converts his verse, 
From sad to savage, nay, l)eirins to cur!«o. 
And raves of Nemesis and hate and hell, 
And smothered woes that in his liojiom swell ; 
When Newstead is the name his fancy gives 
The snug dominion where he cheaply' lives, 
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And aping still th* aristocratic bard, 

"With "Crede Jenkins' graved upon his card, 

"U'hen with his trash he hurries to the press, 

Cr>-ing *0. print me I print me I' in dislrcsSf 

Some bookseller, perhaps, most kindly cruel, 

Uses the dainty manuscript for fuel. 

Ah I Ned, hadst thou, when once with rhjTne opprest, 

Found such a friend, (pray pardon me the jest,) 

Hadst thou but been as friendly to thyself, 

Thy Poems never had adorned thy shelf 

But all is ended now ! John's work is o'er ; 

He praises, pays, and publishes no more. 

Henceforth no volume, save the Book of fate, 

Shall bear for him an interest small or great : 

And if in heaven his literary soul 

Walk the pure j)avemeni w'here the planets roll, 

Few old acquaintances will greet him there. 

Amid the radiant light and balmy air; 

Since few of all who wrote or sang for him 

Shall join the anthem of the seraphim. 

Yet there might Fancy, in a mood profane, 

Behold him listening each celestial strain, 

Catching the cadences that sweetly fall, 

\Vond*ring if such would sell, below, at all, 

And cainuatiyig, as they say on earth. 

How much those heavenly hynms would there be worth. 

Or if in Proserpine's more sultr>' sky 

For his misdeeds the Publisher must sigh, 

Though much good company about him stand. 

And many an author take him by the hand, 

And swarms of novelists around him press, 

And many a bard return his warm caress. 

Though there on all the sinners he shall gaze 

"Who ever wrote, or planned, or acted plays ; 

On all the wits, from Anna's time to ours, 

Who strewed penlition's pleasant way with flowers ; 

On Burns, consumed with more substantial fire 

Than ever love or whisky could inspire ; 

On Shelley, seething in a lake of lead. 

And Byron stretched upon a laN'a bed ; 

Little shall he, or they, or any there. 

Of magazines or morning journals care ; 

Little shall there be whispered or be thought, 

About the last new book and what it brought ; 

Little of copyright and Yankee thieves. 

Or any wrong that Charlie's bosom grieves ; 

But side by side reviewer and reviewed. 

Critic and criticised must all he — stewed; 

Alas I they groan — alas I compared with this, 

Ev'n Blackwood's drunken surgery was bliss. 

How less than little were the direst blows 

Dealt by brute Gifford on his Imby foes ! 

How light, compared with hell's eternal pain, 

The small danmalion was of Dniry Lane ! 

Down I down ! thou impious, dark Imagination, 
Forbear the foul, the blasphemous creation ; 
Whalc'er John's doom, in whatsoever sphere, 
W' retched or blest, 'I is not for us to hear. 
Not many such have dignified his trade. 
So boldly Imrgained and so nobly paid. 
Oh may his own Divine Paymaster prove 
As kind and righteous in the realms above ! 

OL. XXII. 32 
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THE QUOD CORRESPONDENCE. 



l^artQ i^araon. 



OBArrrn tbirtkxmth. 

At about eleven o'clock, on a fine day, a tall elderly man, habited 
in a long-skirted blue overcoat, with a broad-brimmed hat on his 
head, his neck enveloped in the ample folds of a white cravat, the j 

ends of which toyed pleasantly with the morning air ; and having i 

in his hand a cane, whose top was carved in a mmiature likeness 
of a dog with a distressing countenance, slowly descended the pre- 
cipitous flight of stone steps which form the rear mode of egress 
from the City Hall. Having safely landed himself, the elderly 
gentleman paused, rubbed one hand gently over the other, as if 
congratulating himself that one of the perils of the day was over, 
and then walked out into the Park, and deliberately set his watch 
by the town-clock. Being a cautious man, however, and a man of 
experience, and one who piqued himself on doing every thing better 
than any one else, and upon being always right when all the rest of 
the world was wrong, and on being in general in all respects some- 
what — but not too much, merely a trifle — superior to the ordinary 
nm of mankind ; and being aware that the town-clock had foiur 
faces, which always differed in opinion as to the hour; and being 
too knounng to be taken in by any small trick of that kind, he 
winked to himself, and took the pains to make the circuit of the- 

building, and successively to inspect each face of the aforesaid 

public time-keeper ; and having ascertained that the majority wa 
with the one which he had first consulted, he pulled his wnistcoa 
very high up in front and dropped his watch into a small pocket 
the waistband of his trowsers. After which, he buttoned his coa 
and set about liis day's work with no little complacency and goo 
humor. 

The direction which he took led to one of the poorer parts of th 
town ; and although he walked slowly, it was not long before he wa 
in the thick of those narrow, ill-ventilated streets, hemmed in b 
decaying houses and reeking cellars, which proclaim, plainer that 
words, that vice and want, and a thousand other ills which canke 
the heart, and eat up all that is noble in human natiure, are lurkin 
in their dark recesses. 

Mr. Chicken, for he it was, paused in front of one of the dim 
holes, where a dozen wretched beings, ill clad and ill fed, were? 
herding together, and wondered why they would live in such places ; j 
and why they did not pay more attention to their dress ; really, it / 
was exceedingly shocking ; some of them were half naked. ' It 's 
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quite indelicate, quite ! * said he, mentally : * Mrs. Chicken would 
die if she saw it. I declare, I won't be positive — no, yes — no; 
yet I do think one of them is a woman ; I really do think that rug 
is meant for a petticoat. It must be a woman,* said he, continuing 
his investigations in a cautious manner. ' It is a woman.' Ah ! 
it *s agin natur.* 

There was no doubt of the truth of his suspicion ; half of them 
were females. Squatting and crouching there, they raised their 
blear eyes toward him in sullen indifference; too miserably 
wretched to heed or resent the look of disgust and surprise which 
met theirs, other than by a heartless laugh or a ribald jest; too cal- 
lous to feel, and too broken down in body and soul to taunt. The 
deputy-sheriff shook his head, for although he had often been amid 
scenes where the strong heart was MTung; where the debtor, 
ground down by creditors with hearts of flint, and eyes greedy of 
gold, was struggling beneath the fangs of the law, and crying for 
indulgence and mercy : although he had seen the calm, pale look of 
despair ; the silent but resolute face of the man who had parted 
with his all, and finally yielded his body for the gold which he could 
not pay ; and the wife clasping his neck, and his children clinging 
to him; ay, actually showing marks of affection to a man who was 
penniless ; yet he had rarely encountered a den like this. He had 
only witnessed suffering and despair in their first stages. Had he 
desired to sec the human soul when hope had darkened into des- 
peration ; when friends had fallen oflf^ or less painful than that, had 
died ; when the body had been wasted, and the blood dried up, and 
yet had yielded no gold ; when even that ujitiring thing, a creditor, 
had grown weary of his prey, and had flung his victim adrift, to find 
none to sympathize, no path open, no home left, and even hope 
dead ; he should have lingered a little longer ; and in common, 
with the bom thief, the hardened courtezan, the reeling drunkard, 
and the savage brawler, he would have found those whom the sun 
of prosperity had once warmed, and who once had little dreamed 
in what foul haunts they would linger out the remnant of life which 
was yet in store for them. 

Mr Chicken, however, having already expressed his opinion, 
merely shook his head disapprovingly, on concluding his investiga- 
tion, and said nothing, but kept on, now turning into one narrow 
street to the right, then striking into another to the left ; now stum- 
bhng along broken pavements, and dilapidated steps ; at one time 
half stifled with exhalations which steamed up from reeking ken- 
nels and under-ground dwellings, until he finally emerged into a 
broader street; but still the dwellings were of a meaner cast. 
Stopping in front of one of these, he stealthily drew out his pocket- 
book, took from it a small slip of paper, looked at it, then at the 
house ; coughed several times ; cleared his throat emphatically and 
fixed his hat firmly on his head; buttoned his coat to the chin, 
placed his cane under his left arm, and grasping the small paper 
firmly in his right hand, like one preparing for a mortal stniggle, 
precipitated himself headlong into a dark alley. Stumbling 'over a 
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broken pail, a log of wood, and a few minor articles of a domestic 
description, which usually beset benighted alleys and dim stair- 
ways, the sheriff's deputy finally caught sight of daylight in a small 
3'^ard, with which the passage communicated, and found himself at 
the door of a dilapidated house, built in the rear of one fronting on 
the street. 

It was a small faded building, two stories high, sinking and 
crumbling away, like a person weak in the side. Narrow windows, 
cracked and dust-covered, looked out into the dark yard. A broken 
flower-pot stood on a window sill with a stunted bush in it, bearing 
a single yellow leaf; and in another, was a half- starved shrub 
endeavoring to keep the hfe in a drooping flower. On the roof, 
which abutted on other roofs, and was overlooked by tall buildings, 
a lean cat was dozing in the sun, as if endeavoring to forget hunger 
in sleep. Every thing bore the stamp of starvation. The windows 
too were patched with rags, or pieces of paper ; the bricks from 
mined chimneys had toppled down, and were lying in masses on 
the roof; there were great, gaping seams between the boards, 
showing the plaster within ; the door had sagged away, and the 
shutters of more than one window hung by a single hinge. On the 
door-steps a child was sleeping, and from a narrow window a thin 
face peeped cautiously out, wondering what a stranger could want 
in that dreary quarter. 

The sheriff's deputy, however, was familiar with the ground. 
He was in the habit of fishing in troubled waters ; and it was not 
the first time that he had drawn from tliis very place food for the 
gaol. 

Without asking a question, he quietly stepped over the sleeping 
child, and stooping as he entered, to prevent his hat coming in con- 
tact with the top of the low door- way, he ascended a crooked stair- 
case, carefully picking his way ; grumbling at its inconvenient for* - 
mation, and indulging a few mental anathemas against old houses -^ 
in general. At the head of the stairs a door was ajar; and without-^ 
knocking, he pushed it open, entered, and shut it ; standing ready t( 
place his back against it, in case he should observe any indicatioi 
of an attempt on the part of the occupant to escape. This precau- 
tion, however, \vas unnecessary ; for the only person there was 
man of about forty, with a stern, resolute face, a sharp, gray eye, 
and strongly built, who was writing at a table, which, with X\n 
exception of a bed in a corner, and two chairs, constituted the entires 
furniture of the room ; who merely looked up as Jiis visitor entered^ 
and without removing his eyes from him, said : 

• Methinks that common courtesy entitles a man to a knock at hi* 
door before his room is entered. Though perhaps,' he added, bit- 
terly, * the owner of such quarters as these is only entitled to cour- 
tesy according to his means.' 

To neither of these remarks did Mr. Chicken make any reply; 
but gradually sidling up to the speaker, until he came within aim's 
length, he tapped him on the shoulder, and said: 
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* I arrest you, Sir. It 's a very onpleasant duty; but it m a duty, 
and must be did. Here 's the writ.' 

The man eyed him for a moment ; apparently meditating what 
course to pursue ; while Mr. Chicken grasped the head of the dog 
on his cane, and assumed an air of desperate determination. At 
last the man took the paper from his hand, and read it through, 
without moving or speaking, although his face became somewhat 
flushed, as he read. Then he merely uttered the words, * Michael 
Rust ! ' 

* He *s the plaintiff,' said Mr. Chicken, * and you are the defend- 
ant, Enoch Grosket. It's onpleasant, Sir, quite onpleasant; but 
I'm a deputy-sheriff. Sir; and you're a defendant; and here's the 
writ; and duty must be did. 'That 's the long and short of it.' 

* So this is the end of the game,' said Grosket to himself; 'this 
is the reward of five years of servitude, the most vile and degraded 
that ever bound man to his fellow man. A noble harvest have I 
reaped, for seed that I have sown I — a glorious close to my labors I 
But it is what I might have looked for. Ah ! Michael Rust I well 
have you carried out your schemes I — a pleasant part have you 
played in my family I You have sent child and wife both to their 
graves ; the one dishonored, the other broken-hearted ; and now, a 
prison for the father. Be it so, Michael Rust ; but the game is not 
yours yet. If you win it, it must be at the cost of a struggle, which 
will rack all your sinews. I do not understand this claim,' said he, 
in a musing tone ; * three thousand dollars ? ' I owe him nothing. 
What can it be? 'Edward Kornicker, attorney.' Who's he?' 
he asked, raising his eyes from the paper to those of Mr. Chicken. 
* I never heard of him.' 

Mr. Chicken drew down the comers of his mouth, and smiled ; at 
the same time saying, that Mr. Kornicker was a young man of some 
merit, but rather wild — a little wild. 

Having said this, he took a seat in the vacant chair, and placed 
his hat on the table ; at the same time telling Mr. Grosket that he 
did not wish to hurry him, but that if he had any bail to offer, he 
would go with him in search of it. If he had n't, he would be 
imder the less pleasant necessity of escorting him to gaol ; and in 
either case, that he, the said Mr. Chicken, being a public functionary, 
and much pressed by business, would take it as a personal favor if 
Mr. Grosket would hasten his movements as much as possible. 

Grosket shook his head, despairingly. 

* No,' said he ; * the sum is too large — six thousand dollars ! I 
know of no one who will become bail for me in such an amount 
Had it come but a day later, one single day later,' said he, clasping 
his hands tightly together, • and he, not I would have been the 
victim I ' 

'Well, Sir/ said Mr. Chicken, 'there being no bail, in course 
there is no alternative. You must go to gaol ; rooms small, but 
well ventilated. You 'U find yourself very comfortable there arter a 
fortni^t or so. There is folks that quite like the place.' 

Grofiket made no reply to this comforting remark ; but stood with 



254 The Quod Correspondence, [September, 

his hand resting on the table, and his brows knit in deep thought 
At last he said, as if coming to some sudden rcsokition : 

* At least, it 's worth the trial. I am working for him, and if I 
fail I shall be no worse off than I now am. Come/ said he ; ' I 
know a man who I think will become bail for me. If he don^t — if 
he don't,' said he in an under tone. * Well, well, I '11 try it' 

* Who is he ? ' inquired Mr. Chicken, cautiously. 

* No matter,' replied Grosket ; * you '11 see presently.' 

Mr. Chicken felt far from satisfied with this reply. It had a 
tincture of evasion about it ; and a vague apprehension of receiv- 
ing no other bail than that cheap and convenient kind, generally 
known as ' Leg-bail,' flitted across his imagination, puzzhng him not 
a little ; for Grosket was a brawny fellow, whose thews and sinews 
were not to be trifled with. Mr. Chicken thought that he was in a 
crisis ; and was beginning seriously to deliberate on the propriety of 
raising a hue-and-cry on the spot, without waiting for farther indi- 
cation of a disposition to escape, when the prisoner, apparently 
observing his perplexity, cut it short, by adding: 

'Don't be frightened, my old fellow; I'm acting in good faith. 
If I do n't get bail, I '11 go with you as quietly as you could wish.' 

* And you are out-and-out in earnest ? You mean to get it ? No 
gammon, is there ? * 

* I '11 get it if I can : If I can't, I 'm your prisoner. I '11 play you 
no tricks.' 

* Good ! ' ejaculated the deputy-sheriff, quietly pocketing his writ, 
and placing his hat on his head. * I 'm your man now ; wliich way 
do you want to go ? ' 

Grosket named the direction ; and in a few moments they were 
on their way to Jacob Rhoneland's. 



CUAPXrR Fl l!nT3SNIII. 



For a long time Enoch Grosket and the sheriff's deputy \mlked 
on without exchanging a word ; but as they proceeded, Groskef s 
brow began to darken, his lips were firmly set together, and his 
pace quickened until liis companion could scarcely keep up \^4th 
him. 

* Come on. Sir,' said Enoch, abmptly turning to him. * Michael 
Rust is the devil, but he has driven to desperation one whom he 
has drilled in all his ways ; and who has had a hand in all liis dark 
doings for years. Let him look to himself He may chain the 
body, but my tongue shall speak. Ah I Michael Rust I Michael 
Rust ! you were never nearer destruction than when you thought 
me in your power I ' 

His speed soon increased to such a degree, that although Mr. 
Chicken had apparently been constituted with an especial eye to 
rapid locomotion, yet that gentleman's lower members were kept at 
their full stretch. Once or twice the deputy suggested to his com- 
panion that the day was '^'"^'-^ ^^^^ *^^ cr^ncr^T^. ond that h© had been 
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more active twenty years ago ; to both of which remarks Grosket 
assented, without in the least diminishing his speed ; nor did he 
pause to draw breath until they had reached Hhoneland's house. 

* This is the place/ said Grosket * If he *s wise, he *11 not refuse 
me/ 

He knocked at the door, which was opened by Kate. She knew 
neither of them ; and in reply to his question, informed him that her 
father was at home. Grosket paused for a moment as his eye 
rested on her bright face ; and something like a tear rose in it, as he 
thought of his own lost child ; but he checked the feeling which 
induced it, and turning, said : 

* So you *re his daughter ? ' 

* His only child,* replied Kate, anxiously. 

* Poor child I * muttered Grosket ; * God help her ! ' 

He muttered this rather to himself than to her ; and passed in ; 
but neither his manner nor the words, low as was the tone in which 
they were spoken, escaped her; and with a heart sinking with 
apprehension, of she knew not what, for the appeamnce of any 
stmnger at the house filled her with dread now, she admitted him 
into the room where her father was. 

It was the same poorly-furnished apartment in which the old man 
was when first introduced to the reader. He occupied the same 
seat, and sat almost in the same attitude, with his hands clasped 
over his knees, his chin bowed down on his breast, his dark eyes 
peering from beneath his shaggy white brows, and apparently 
watching the crumbUng embers in the fire-place. His face was 
wan and haggard, even beyond its wont ; and he had a watchful, 
suspicious look, wliich was not natural to him. As the door opened, 
he started, glanced quickly at the strangers, then at his daughter, as 
if she and thev were in some manner associated in his mind. 

'Don't go, Kate I don't go! I want you here,' said he, in a 
quick, anxious tone, seeing that she was closing the door without 
entering ; * do n't go, my child. Our business is no secret' 

As he said this, he cast an inquiring look at the two, to ascertain 
that he was correct, and pointed with a hesitating finger to a chair. 

Mr. Chicken bowed gratefully, took it immediately, removed his 
hat, placed his cane between his knees, ran his fingers through his 
hair, and looked up at the ceiling, after the manner of persons who 
are occasionally present at interviews in which they have no con- 
cern, and in which they have no intention of meddling. 

Grosket, however, stood where he was, with his hat on, looking 
steadily in the agitated face of the old man. At last he said : 

' So you do n't know me ? ' 

Rhoneland eyed him for a long time ; at last he shook his head. 

* Yet you oug/U to,' said Grosket, in the same tone. * Look at me 
again.' 

Again the old man bent his eyes upon his face, and studied his 
features ; and certainly they were not of a character to be easily 
forgotten ; but again he was at fault ; he did not know him. 
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* It 's strange I * muttered the other ; * a friend is often forgotten, 
but on enemy rarely. My name is Grosket — Enoch Grosket/ 

A bright flush passed over the old man's face, as he heard the 
name, and he half rose from his chair. * Yes, yes,' said he, quickly ; 

* I know now ; the friend of Michael Rust Kate,' said he, sud- 
denly turning to the girl, who was leaning over his chair ; * you can 
go — go, Kate ; leave the room, my child. This is only a friend of 
Mr. Rust's.' 

* It 's scarcely worth while,' said Grosket, * for what I have to say 
of Rust will soon be spoken in the open day ; ay, in his teeth wiU 
I fling my charges ; before the whole world will I make them ; I 
will brand him with a mark that he will carry to his grave I No, 
no, Jacob Rhoneland. I 'm not a friend of Michael Rust, and he '11 
find it so. I 've too many wrongs to settle with him, for that* 

' Not a friend of his I ' ejaculated Rhoneland ; * then what brings 
you Iiere ? Do n't you know tliat I am his friend ? — an old friend? 
He calls me his best friend.' 

Grosket's lip curled, as he answered : 

* I'hat friendship has lasted too long for the good of one of you. 
I need not mention who that one is. I am come to end it He 
was my friend once. God save me from another like him I God I 
how he loved me I ' said he, setting his teeth ; * and in return,' 
added he, in a cold tone, ' do n't I love him now ? Such a love I 
Give me but life and liberty, life and liberty,' said he, dropping his 
assumed tone, and breaking out in a burst of fierce vehemence, 

* and by every hope that man can have, I swear to crush him ; to 
grind him to the earth, body and soul; to bHght him as he has 
blighted others; and as far as man can do so, to thwart every 
scheme, wither every hope, and to make him drag out his life, a 
vile, spurned, detested object, hated by man, driven from the pale 
of society, with every transgression stamped upon him, and beyond 
redemption in this world I What liis prospects may be hereafter, 
none can tell but Him.' He raised his hat reverently as he spoke, 
and his tone from high excitement, calmed into deep solemnity. 

* My errand here,' said he, turning to Rhoneland, is simple ; my 
story a short one. I was Michael Rust's friend — his tool, if you 
will. Through his agency I am a beggar, and my wife and child 
are in their graves. This did not satisfy him. I am now arrested at 
his suit for a debt of three thousand dollars, of which I know noth- 
ing. I cannot pay it. I have not that sum in the world; but 
cannot go to prison. It would frustrate all my views. I must b< 
at large to work. Let me have but a month of freedom, an( 
Michael Rust will be glad to exonerate me from all claims, and t< 
beg me on his knees to stand his friend. I am come to ask you t( 
be my bail. The sum is six thousand dollars.' 

* Me I me I* exclaimed Rhoneland : * me your bail I and against 
Michael Rust I — my friend Rust I Oh, no ; never, never I ' 

* It 's more for your interest than mine,' replied Grosket, calmly^ - 

* If you do not, you '11 repent it.' 

Rhoneland twisted his fingers one in the other, and looked irreso - 
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lutely at his daughter, and at the deputy, and then at Grosket, as if 
seeking counsel in their faces. At last he said, in a querulous 
tone: 

'You're a stranger to me. I don't know you. Why do you 
speak in riddles ? Why do you come here to harass a broken-down 
old man ? What do you mean ? * 

' I mean t/ds,* replied Grosket : ' Michael Kust is your friend 
because you dare not be his enemy. You lave him because you 
dare not hate liim. You pray night and day to be rid of him. You 
would think it the brightest day in your life when, all connection 
between you dissolved, he left your door to darken it no more. He 
has a hold on your fears, with which he sways you to his will, and 
which he will make the means of ruin to you, and of wretchedness 
to those dearer to you than yourself I speak of her* said he, see- 
ing the old man looking timidly up in the face of Kate, who still 
hung over his chair, pale as death, but listening to every word. * I 
know his secrets, his crimes, the tools with which he works ; the 
very falsehood which he has fabricated against you, which you 
cannot disprove, but which I can.' 

* Falsehoods ! ' ejaculated Rhoneland. 

* Yes, falsehoods. The time is come when, even with you, he 
must stand revealed in his true diameter.' 

He stepped close to Rhoneland and whispered a few words in 
his ear. "The old man sank back in his chair, as if seized with 
sudden faintness ; his jaw relaxed, and his eyes half started from 
his head. His prostration lasted but for a moment The next 
instant he started up, made a step toward Grosket, and grasped 
his hand in both of his. ' Can you save me ? can you save me ? ' 
gasped he ; * Oh ! do — do, for God's sake ! ' 

* I can,' replied Grosket 

* And her, /ler ? my own child ? ' exclaimed he, pointing to his 
daughter. 

* So help me God, I think I can ! ' said Grosket, earnestly ; but to 
do so, I must be free ; free only for one month. At the end of that 
time, if I fail, the gaol may have its prey. Get me that delay, and 
I have no fears for the rest* 

' Here 's the document,' said INIr. Chicken, emerging from a pro- 
found revery, at the very moment that it was most requisite that his 
wiis should bo present, and producing a paper. * I *11 fill it up ; you 
can sign it to once-t, and acknowledge it arterward.* 

Khoneland had reached out his hand to take the paper, but sud- 
denly he hesitated and drew it back. 

* Must /le know this ? ' inquired he. ' Is there no way in which 
it can be kept from him ? ' 

Grosket looked at the deputy, who looked at the wall, and said 
that he 'did n't know as it could be perwented, convenient' 

* Then you must choose between us,' said Grosket, coldly ; * I 
have said enough to satisfy you that I have the same power over 
you that Rust has, did I but choose to exert it In sufiering me to 
go to prison you are permitting him to fetter the only person who 
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can defeat his schemes, who can free you from his control, and pre- 
vent your child from being — Mrs. Rust/ 

* I 'd die first I I 'd die first I ' exclaimed the old man, franticly. 
' Me he might do with as he pleased, but he shall not harm you, 
Kate. I '11 do it, I '11 do it, for your sake, my child I * said he, turn- 
ing to her, and clasping her convulsively to him. * Come what 
may, I '11 do it Come, Sir ; I 'm ready,' said he. * I '11 go at once. 
Lose no time, not a minute. Why do you wait ? ' said he, im- 
patiently. 

Without heeding him, Grosket went up to Kate, and took her 
hand respectfully : * Trust me, no harm will come of this to him. 
At all events, none compared with what would have befallen both 
of you, had Michael Rust succeeded in his plans. If ever there 
was a man in this world in whom the devil seems to live and move, 
it is Michael Rust. His sagacity and shrewdness have hitherto 
given him success ; and hitherto he has laughed at law, and baffled 
detection ; but his race is nearly run. He or I must fall ; and of 
this one thing I am certain, /shall not. Now, Sir,' said he, turning 
to Rhoneland, * we '11 go. But I 'm puzzled where to look for 
another bail.' 

* I shan't be perticklar about that,' said Mr. Chicken, quietly; 'I 
know something about Jacob Rhoneland, and he 's good enough for 
me. We '11 get this acknowledged, and then you may go.* 

Rhoneland went to the door, and opening it, led the way into the 
street. 

Many important events in life balance upon the doings of a 
moment ; and had Rhoneland lingered but five minutes longer be 
would never have linked himself to Grosket ; for not that time had 
elapsed after their departure, when the door of the room where 
Kate was still sitting alone was thrown open, and Michael Rust 
entered. His look was eager, and his usually slow, shufi^g step 
was rapid. 

* Where *s Jacob ? ' said he, looking round. 

* He 's gone out,' replied Kate, coldly. 

* Gone out I ' repeated he ; and then suddenly changing his man- 
ner, he said : * Well, I wanted him ; but he has left you in his 
place. It was kind in him. He knew that I was coming, Kate; 
that I doted on you ; that there was nothing I loved like a little chai 
with you, smd he could n't have the heart to disappoint me ; so he 
let you remain. Ah I Kate \ troubles are thickening upon me. 
Do n't you sympathize with me, Kate ? I know you do. I 'm surt 
you do. You 're a noble girl ! ' 

As he spoke, he advanced and took her hand. Kate drew it 
from him with an air of marked coldness ; but not at all discouraged, 
he said : 

* The sweetest hour of my life is when I steal away to sit by 
your side, Kate ; to gaze in your face, and watch your eye as it 
peeps from under its long lashes, and the smile of your pouting, 
cherry hp. Ah ! Kate I ' 

' Mr. Rust, this is really very unpleasant,' said Kate, with some 
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anger in her manner. * As my father*s friend, you are welcome to 
this house. As his friend, also, you should not forget what is due 
to his daughter, and should refrain from a style of conversation 
which cannot but be offensive.' 

' How sweetly she speaks ! ' continued Kust, in his old strain ; 
* how charmingly she looks when excited I Ah I Kate, you 're a 
little devil ; you Ve made sad havoc here ! ' said he, placing his 
hand on his heart — * sad havoc I * 

' Mr. Rust,' returned Kate, angrily, ' unless you end this conversa- 
tion, either you or I must leave the room.' 

* Well, well, I do n't believe you 're in earnest, Kate ; on my soul 
I do n't ; but I will drop it ; but one favor — grant me only one 
favor. It 's not a great one. I know you '11 grant it, you 're such an 
angel.' 

Kate looked at him without speaking, and he went on : 

' One kiss, Kate ; one single, sweet kiss from my own dear 

darling, to comfort me amid my misfortunes I * 

Kate Rhoneland started up, her eyes flashing fire. ' Leave this 

house, Sir I' 

* Ho I ho I how sweetly she orders ! * exclaimed Rust, advancing 
toward her ; * how bright her eyes are I how the rich color plays 
along her cheek ! how beautiful my own Kate is I * Leave this 
house,* indeed I The thing 's impossible, with such a charmer 
within it Come, Kate; one kiss — onli/ one; I'll tell no one, not 
even Ned. Upon my soul, I won't tell Ned.' 

Kate made an attempt to spring past him, but he caught her by 
her dress, drew her to him, threw his arms about her waist, and 
pressed his lips to hers. 

It wus a dear kiss to him ; for while she was stniggling in his 
grasp, the door opened, a heavy blow lighted on his head, and he 
fell like a stone on the floor. 

* If he 's dead, be it so I ' said a stem voice. But it was not so. 
For a moment he lay like one who had seen his last sun ; then 

he staggered up, pressed his hands to his temples, looked about 
him with a bewildered air, until his eyes encountered those of Jacob 
Rhoneland, bright with passion, and his whole frame quivering with 
rage. Gradually Rust's faculties began to rally, until he and Rhone- 
land stood gazing face to face. 

* So it was yoM, was it, good Jacob ? ' said he, moving to the door. 
' Thank you, my kind friend ; I '11 not forget you ! Farewell, good 
Jacob. To your dying day you shall have cause to remember that 
you stnick Michael Rust.' He bowed profoundly to them, shut the 
door, and went out 
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Thou gazest on the stars, my Star, 

And would I were the sky. 
To view thy lovely face afar 

With many a burning eye ! 
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He stood there alone at that shadowy hour, 

By the swinging lamp dimlv burning : 
All silent within, save the ticKing type, 
All without, save the night-watch turning ; 
And heavily echoed the solemn sound, 
As slowly he paced o'er the frozen ground. 

And dark were the mansions so lately that shone, 

With the joy of festivity gleaming, 
And hearts that were beating in sympathy then. 
Were now living it o'er in their dreaming ; 

Yet the Pki.nter still worked at his lonely post, 
As slowly he gathered his mighty host. 

And there lay the merchant all pillowed in down. 

And build mg bright hoi)es for the morrow, 
Nor dreamed he tlmt Fate was then waving a wand 
That would bring to him fear and sorrow ; 

Yet the Printer T;vas there in his shadowy room. 
And he set in his frame- work that rich man's doom ! 

The young wife w^s sleeping, whom lately had bound 

The tics that death only can sever ; 
And dreaming she started, yet woke with a smile, 
For she thought they were parted for ever ! 

But the Printer was clicking the tvi>es that would tell 
On the morrow the truth of tmit midnight spell ! 

And there lay the statesman, whose feverish brow 

And restless, the pillow was pressing. 
For he felt through the shadowy mist of his dream 
His loftiest hopes now possessing ; 

Yet the Printer worked on, mid silence and gloom. 
And dug for Ambition its lowliest tomb. 

And slowly that workman went sathering up 

His budget of grief and of gladness ; 
A wreath for the noble, a grave for the low. 
For the happy, a full cup of sadness ; 

Strange stories of wonder, to enchant the ear. 
And dark ones of terror, to curdle with fear. 

Full strange are the talcs which that dark host shall bear 

To palace and cot on the morrow ; 
Oh welcome, thrice welcome, to many a heart ! 
To many a bearer of sorrow ; 

It sliall go like the wild and wandering air 
For hfe and its changes are impressed" there. 
Boston, AHgusf, 1643. U-*"^*- 
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What was Mr. Liner's plan ? We will give it shortly, and hurry 
to a conclusion. He packed up his daughter and despatched her to 
Boston by Hamden's Express, in the month of September, carefully 
directed to a maternal uncle who resided there. With her went a 
letter explaining his peculiar situation. How Mrs. Liner and him- 
self were afraid that their daughter, although now a * dame char- 
mante de vingt six ans mains tin rnois,' might become a middle-aged, 
ay, a very middle-aged single lady; how all her friends had married 
about her, even to Frederica Frizzle, who, like the Colossus of 
Rhodes, was very tall and very bmzen ; how Shuffleshanks had 
loved and died, leaving no sign ; how the young man from Tobolsk 
had offered himself and been refused, and how the sparks no longer 
flew vp when she appeared. That, in short, he despaired of settling 
her at home, although she was rich ; as the New-Yorkers have an 
invincible aversion to any thing that has been long on hand ; and 
Catharine, though certainly not passie was as certainly passante. 
He therefore requested the uncle to introduce her in Boston as a 
widow ; the relict of a rich planter who died in New-Orleans of the 
yellow fever, leaving his wife the fee simple of all his slaves and 
half-breeds. To which the uncle wiUingly consented, as he was 
promised a handsome percentage if he succeeded ; and Catharine 
herself was nothing loth, for she yearned to get married ; and deceit, 
as we will prove one of these days, is the ground-work of the 
female character. 

So Miss Liner was shipped ; as old fashioned goods often are, in 
newer boxes. The bill of lading was marked thus : 




Mr. Liner was confident that she would arrive safe, as her case 
was the very antipodes of the vinous accident alluded to in scrip- 
ture. 

Here ends the authentic history of Miss Liner. All else is either 
fabulous or deeply tinged with mythology. But it is at least cer- 
tain that her widowhood allowed her to be so much more lively and 
fascinating, and explained so satisfactorily why she was single at 
her age ; and her fortune came in so strongly and opportunely to 
urge on admirers, that in less than a month she was engaged, and 
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in less than two, married. Our uncle pocketed his commission and 
kept his secret. 

After Catharine Julia had left New- York on her marital journey, 
a small closely-written sheet of paper was found in her room, which 
was evidently intended for publication. She said in a short preface 
that she took the idea from Shuflieshanks, and that after his death, 
in her pensive moments, when 

• • • ' oft at even as she sat 
In a little summer-hoase in the garden Tinthout a hat,' 

her experience of society shaped itself into the following rules, 
which she resolved to leave as a legacy to the beau sexe of the 
beau monde, among whom she had so long been conspicuous : 

*RULES FOR BECOMING A PERFECT ZAZA. 

* The accomplished belle, flowered, flounced, fanning, figuring, flirt- 
ing, flinging herself in all directions vn\\i the timidity of the gazelle, 
and its endurance, approaches to the grand ideal of belles; the 
peerless Zaza. 

* Zazas are like Pachas of one, two, or three tails ; (no double 
entendre meant.) A Zaza of one tail has one or two regular beaux ; 
one of two tails has five or six ; one of three tails has as many as 
she pleases. This is the summit of Zazaism. A demoiselle with 
no beaux is a nobody ; {noheaudy ;) a poor creatiure ; something quite 
despicable. 

* Rule i. When about to seat yourself, pull your dress strongly 
on both sides to prevent its wrinkling ; then subside. Consequently, 
upon rising, the dress must be raised again with the left hand, and 
three or four slaps given on each side, to complete the circle. The 
gesture of smoothing the front hair with the flat of the hand may 

be tolerated in the darkest closet of a house with stone walls, 

or in the centre of the great desert of Sahara when no caravan is 
in sight. 

* Rule it. You should always endeavor to be sportive. The 
lambkin and the very young cat style take well, and are quite Zaza. 
A frisk just tinged with the soupgon of a tremble is a very beautiful 
display. 

* Rule hi. If you perceive a friend arriving, and go to meet her 
across a large room, always proceed with three skips on the points 
of your toes, then two quick steps, then three more skips, and so on 
alternately. Take care that your face does not express more anxiety 
for the success of your pas seul than joy at greeting your friend. 
When you attain your tres chere, groan Zaza, seize her hand and kiss 
her twice. This is a simple and effective meeting. The coup 
d'ceil is excellent when both young ladies are of the Zaza school 
The three-skip gait is admirably adapted to entering a room unex- 
pectedly ; where there is a gentleman, or in leaving one at home 
tolerably full of company, when called out by a servant It is inval- 
uable at pic-nics. 
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* Rule iv. Walk into a drawing-room behind your mamma. 
You appear timid and retiring, and she acts as a standard-bearer, 
announces your arrival, and people are better prepared to stare. 

* Rule v. Encourage only beaux who can add to your power by 
making you a great Zaza; such as great waltzers, singers; men 
who are rich, and who seem to be attentive 'pour le ton motif/ must 
of course be fed upon faint hopes. 

* Rule vi. When sitting in a drawing-room, sdways cross your 
arms about your waist ; each hand covering the small ribs on the 
opposite side, as if, like the gallant old soldier in Pelham, you wanted 
your hands to guard your heart It is no objection to this style that 
it is always adopted by awkward cantatrices on the stage — and off. 

* Rule vil It is well for a Zaza, if she lives in a fashionable 
street, to read or embroider in a conspicuous window, which she 
may call her 6eaM-window. 

' Rule viil In talking, do not make your lips and head go faster 
than your tongue. The Zaza is languid and shakes her head slowly, 
looking all the while intently and impressively at the person whom 

she is entertaining with if he be a foreigner, a fortune, or a 

Coryphaeus. 

* Rule ix. In drinking tea, coffee, or lemonade, hold the cup with 
the thumb and the fore and middle fingers, and allow the others to 
point rigidly into the air, at as great a distance as possible from the 
three first enumerated. 

* Rule x. In playing or singing, timidity and tremors are quite 
out of date. The Zaza glides up to the instrument as if she had 
graduated at the Conservatoire, and sung three years at the Acade- 
mic Royale. The only expression of face allowable is the smile of 
conscious power ; such a smile as Jupiter's phiz might wear when 
contemplating the feeble stniggles of sublunarians. On earth this 
smile may be often seen in female rope-dancers. 

* Rule xi. If a person asks to be presented, the Zaza * really 
do n't know ; ' she * has so many acquaintances ; * languidissimo, 

* Rule xn. If a Zaza of three tails, always dance at the head 
of a cotillon and lead off the waltz. 

* Rule xin. Wlien a bad or an uncertain waltzer requests the 
honor, the Z^za is always engaged; but she may hint to a Shuffle- 
shanks to beg for a turn, or even ask him outright. This has often 
been successfully practised by Zazas of two tails. 

* Rule xiv. If you have received a bouquet from an anonymous 
admirer, or from your father, tliank the most fashionable man, or the 
Great Catch, or both; and loud enough to be overheard. You 
believe not one word of their protestations, of course, and set it 
down to modesty. 

* Rule xv. When two Zaza^, accompanied by their respective 
cavaliers, meet in the ball-room, they should always stop for a 
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moment, interchange a few dulcet words, tell each other *how 
sweetly pretty you look to-night,' and present for a moment a lovely 
picture of child-like simplicity and utter guilelessness — to the 
respective cavaliers and observers in general' 

• ••••• 

Here the hs. ends abruptly. 



THE DYING STUDENT. 



Lkt him look out upon Earth's fair domain, 

And feast his spirit raid its time-worn hills, 
Feeling the fresh blood flow through every vcia 

As the new sight his weary bosom thrills : 
Oh ! let him s^ze beyond that shoreless sea, 

Whither his spirit fain would take its flight, 
To wander in those far-ofl* depths, and be 

Where the pure sky hath hung her robe of light 

zz. 

Oh ! let him gaze upon Earth's jewelled sky. 

And breathe Spring's earliest, sweetest breath again ; 
And once more follow with a ravished eye 

Faces and forms of loved ones, loved in vain ! 
To catch the inspiring sound of Music's voice, 

To hear the solemn chant of Ocean's roar ; 
To linger at the threshold of his joys, 

And feel Earth's sunshine on his head once more. 



ztz. 

Life's solemn lights are dimly burning now, 

And feeble shadows o'er his vision fall ; 
Still, one brief hour is his, and in its flow 

Moments are years, and in those years his all ! 
Rouse him from death, without one'brief delay, 

And call his spirit back from Time's dark tide ; 
He lingers yet, as on the verge of day. 

And Hope and Heaven his heart's pure home divide. 

IT. 

His spirit freshens at the glorious sight. 

And far away his eager eyes are turning. 
To those bright paths in yonder sky of light. 

Where Heaven's imperial stars arc brightly biuning. 
Back flows the life-blood to his swelling heart. 

And thence again w^ith impulse free and strong; 
Old memories gather round him and depart, 

Phalanx to phalanx joined, and throng to throng ! 



Dim grow the visions that o'erreach his brain, 

And shadowy forms seem floating in his eye ; 
Tears fall around him, as the souPs bright rain. 

Poured from the heart for one too voung to die. 
Stars are now hovering o'er the brink of day, 

And sun-light lingers on each tower and Kill; 
But prayer hath passed from silent lips away. 

The Heart hath shed its sorrow — and }b still ! 
New- Yorh^ Amgutt, 1843. Edmoot) Bm»w«r» 0M«»- 
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Do!TNA Flokida : ▲ Tale. By the Author of *■ Atlantis,* * Southern Passages and Pictures/ etc. 
Charleston : BuBoxss and Jambs. 

* The poem,' says the author of this miniature pamphlet-volume, ' of which the four 
first cantos (he means the Jlrst fowr^ no doubt) are here submitted to the reader, was 
chiefly the work of the writer's youth.' He does not claim, however, that this fact forms 
any sufficient excuse for graving it to the public at this late day ; but ofiers rather the 
natural tenacity * with which the mind treasures up, and seeks to preserve, the perform- 
ances which revive its early associations.' We have run through these cantos with 
some attention. The story does not strike us as possessing either great originality or 
interest. The verse itself is aAer the model of * Don Juan,' then recently published, and 
rife in the literary world ; but like the thousand-and-one imitations which we have 
encountered of that most facile and felicitous composition, its * laborious ease ' cannot be 
concealed. With Byrox, the play of fancy and of words was equally unconstrained, in 
this species of versification ; but all his imitators have evidently been stretched upon 
Procrustean beds ; and with all the seeming aiamlon of their manner, and the smirk of their 

* varnished faces,' it has yet been but too evident that their situation was any thing but 
comfortable. In * Donna Florida ' however there is a good degree of cleverness. There 
•re many thoughts interspersed throughout its cantos which the reader will encounter 
with surprise and remember with pleasure. Nevertheless we are compelled to say, that 
where the stanzas are most original, they are the least to our liking. We enter our pro- 
test against the writer's frequent habit of saying a plain thiug in an involved, roundabout 
way, as well as against numerous words and similes which he employs. * You can call 
a hat,' says Mr. Yellowplush, a * glossy four-aud-nine ' or a ' swart sombrero ; ' but 
in the long run praps it 's as well to call it a hat. It is a hat ; and where 's the use o' 
mystifying ? ' Would it not, for example, be *■ as well ' also, and quite as natural, to write 

* half of the rest,' as * the subdivision of the remaining moiety ? ' Or in saying that old 
jokes were laughed at, to express it in less magniloquent phrase than 

*■ Old jokes/oinui reviviJUd expansion ? * 

Where does Mr. Simms find authority for such a word bs ^ voicing? ' — * the voicings of 
1 bird?* In any dictionary of the English language? Guess not! As little do we 
admire the simile which makes a lady's eye the * polar light in love's astrologyi' or which 
represents it as 

' peering beneath her forehead like a star. 

Bestowing a sweet glory on the sky.* 

All these are ' affectations, look you ; ' iind are in our judgment even worse sins against 
VOL. XXII. S4 
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taste (to say nothings of truth) than the occasional instances of an opposite tendency 
which mig^t be pointed out ; such as ' the beast enjoying his grunt and stye ;^ or the 
coy damsel, of whom the writer says : 

* One moment grows she most abmptly willing, 
The next, she alaps the chaps that think of billiiig! * 

We should not have felt ourselves justified in passing unnoticed the defects which we 
have indicated ; the more that the following stanzas evince the ability of the writer, 
when he gives to natural thoughts their natural expression, to avoid these and kindred 

errors : 

* Glawcixo my vision o'er the world's afl^airs, 

Surveying this and that, of strange and common, 
Its double singles and divided pairs, 

Its human brutes and brutes that might be human, 
All vexing life vrith sad and fruitless cares, 

Yet all made agents of that creature, woman ; 
I 've come to this conclusion : that H were better 
If we poor bachelors had never met her. 

* Better we had not seen and could not fancy 

So sad and strange conception ; could not want 
Her presence, nor beneath her necromancy 

Feel the torn bosom and vex'd pulses pant, 
With dreams and hopes that not a step advance ye 

To health or happiness, but rather daunt. 
At each impassionM move, the weary spirit, 
Tlmt sees the joy receding as we near it. 

* Better in single blessedness had Adam, 

Stout father-farmer^ in his garden trod ; 
Un vexed by daily strife with maid or madam, 

And free to eat his fruit and meet his God : 
I ^ra sure his fate had not been half so sad — am 

Certain he had not then been thrust abroad 
With breeches made o{ fig-leaves, quickly rended. 
More quickly than his wife could get them mended. 

^ Have you not seen her in the public way. 

Snare-setting ? In the ball-room marked her eyes, 

Pursuing, like a very snake's, her prey? 
And vainly would he dodge them, and be wise ! 

In flight alone is safety. Do you stray 
Beside her, when the moon is in the skies ? 

Or by the brooklet, or along the sea, 

Or in the garden, parlor, buttery ? ' 

'Do you stray beside her in the — InUtery!^ Does not this word * buttery ' seem 
impressed for the sake of oddity and the rhyme? To our apprehension and ear it is 
objectionable, alike in truth and in sound ; scarcely less so, indeed, than the dose of the 
annexed hues, which require no comment. Don Ponce, a Spanish knight, 

*1H[ad passed his days in stuper moM subtimsy 
His nights in deep allegiance to his pillow ; 
Untroubled by the crown, the church-belPs chime, 
Sleep, garhc, wine, and oil, a constant ^ o' ." 

In prose as well as in verse Mr. Simms, by common consent of his critics, fiiils in the 
humorous. It is not his r61e. How much more creditable, even than the foregoing, m 
the subjoined stanzas, illustrating the &ct that it is mental and not physical sufferiog 
which constitutes the pain of death ; the * parting from those who loved and love us : ' 

* This is the mental death — the agony 

Beyond all pain of limb, all fever smart, 
All racking of the joints : this is to die ; 

Sad bunal of the hope that lit the heart ; 
Love mourning, doomed aflections lingering by, 

Muttering the words of death : * We pan, wc pan ! » 
Ah ! what the trial, where the pangs, the fears. 
To eqnal tliis sad source of thousana tears ? 
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* And when the lamp of life upon a verge 

Unseated as a vision^ sinks at last ; 
And when the spirit launches on the surge 

Of that dark, drear, unfathomable vast 
We call eternity, its latest dirge 

Bemoans not pangs, still pressing, not overpast. 
But that all natural things, forms, stars, and skies. 
And the more loved than all, are iading from its eyes. 

' Thus still beloved, though all relentless fair, 

I part from thee and perish. Never more 
Shall I win sweetness irom the desolate air, 

Or find a fragrant freshness in the shore ; 
Tlie sea that images my deep despair 

Hath still a kindred language iji its roar. 
And in the clouds that gather on our lee 
A mournful likeness to ray soul I sec. 

* The sense of life grows dim ; the glories pass, 

Like those of melting rainbows from my sight; 
Bark aspects rise as in the wizard's glass. 

Reflect my inner soul, and tell of night *, 
dooms eather on my vision, iu a mass. 

And all my thoughts, l>cheld in their dread light. 
Rise fiko unbidden spectres; rise to rave 
Above the heart, which soon may be their grave.' 

s purpose of the author to prescr\-e this youthful eflbrt of his muse from oblivion, 
rang it in a printed form to the public, will not, we may believe, be subserved ; for 
]g:h portions of it are undeniably clever, yet as a whole it lacks the elements of life ; 
I, indeed, of which the writer himself seems sufficiently aware, if we interpret 
t the long introduction with which he has deemed it necessary to preface a short 
. The little volume, which is very neatly executed, b dedicated to one who is 
}lf well qualified to appreciate, and on occasion to produce, good poetry — James 
wv, Esq., of this city. 



OE poa THE AafEEiCAN NoTRs : in Letters from London to New- York. By an American 
ly. New- York : Haeper and Brothers. 

^HO jeers the Tartar, must beware of his dirk ! ' is a lesson which this well-tem- 
book will teach certain of our neighbors on the other side of the great water ; for 
tains stabs at national abuses and local follies, which ' pierce to the hilt ; ' and we 
>t sorry that at this moment, throughout the Union, this exposition of them as well 
the time- honored game of ' <iV-ybr-tof,' has been as widely perused as the work 
I prompted it — the 'American Notes' of Mr. Dickens. This feet, we need not 
vill prevent us from entering upon a detailed review of a work already so current, 
t low price of one shilling. Wo shall only ask such of our readers as are at all 
live in relation to the slurs upon our country and its institutions which may from 
to time reach us from abroad, to 1>ear in mind the iterance in which they have 
origin. *One ought to have,* says our countrywoman, *a temperas imperturbable 
LAifKLiN^s, to hear patiently the absurd remarks made in EngUind upon the United 
8. Here are hundreds of thousands, with ample means and leisure, whose readings 
Jined to certain portions of certain newspapers ; yet one of this class will deliver 
idgment upon America in a manner which shows his belief that what he says is 
ve. There is, there should be, no appeal. He has spoken. Englishmen have a 
\ notion about America, and Indians, and General Washington, and there being 
tt kiu;7 nor lords, and the stormmg of Quebec, and the burning of the Caroline, and 
M of the President ! But as to the vast resources of our country ; the nature of 
ws and institutions ; of her cities rising amid primeval forests ; of the capabilities 
r rivers and bays ; of the k>ve of freedom in her children, which love, men say, is 
irent of all tho best virtues that can adorn a state ; of these things they know 
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nothing. Talk to one of these persons about the cotton grown in the Southern States, 
and he will immediately speak of Manchester, where he has a cousin, a manufacturer, 
worth a hundred thousand pounds ; mention one of those matchless prairies in the Far 
West (a noble sight, though Boz wot disappointed,) and my gentleman, as soon as he 
is made to understand what a prairie is, turns the conversation to Salisbury Plain, or the 
moors of Scotland ! These gentry generally are, or have been, connected with com- 
mercial pursuits, and plume themselves upon being, not reading, but /ymettr/i/ men. I 
admit they are impartial in their ignorance, knowing as little of the paat hutory of their 
own country as of the present state of ours.* • • • 'The English view America in suck 
ti petty spirit ! They judge of it in the spirit that prompts their judgment in their own 
small matters ; their clubs, or i)arishes, or corporations. They cannot conceive a natioa 
without a titled and privileged aristocracy. What is not subserviency they consider 
anarchy ; and then a country without a regular standing army ! How can justice be 
administered by wigless judges? What but barbarism can exist, w^here poor men 
object to wear liveries ! Then comes a summing up of American enormities : they sit 
in a manner the English do not ; consequently the American way must be wrong. Vast 
distance, dilTerent customs and institutions, have caused a diversity of language, there- 
fore the American language must lie low ; the Americans grow and use tobacco, and 
the necessary consequences are attributed to them as a national dishonor! How comes 
it that the French and other travellers do not dwell upon these things, but pass them 
over as matters of little moment ? Is it jealousy, or ignorance, or littleness, on the part 
of the British ? ' It is all three ; but America will be looked upon with far different eyes 
by and by ; and in the meantime she is living down the slurs, slanders, and satires of 
her traducers, (which this little volume will teach us still more to di.sregard) ever>' day. 
We have but one fault to find with the * Change for the American Notes.' Tliere is too 
much foreign coin in it One who can write so w^ell as our author, does not need to 
force French and Italian into English sentences, to show that she can do it, nor to eke 
out her luigcs with scraps of verse. Think of a hundred and fifteen little bits of poetry, 
from a single line upward, in a prose volume of eighty-eight pages ! * 'T is * too much 
poetry for a shilling ! * 



Hasp of the Vale: a Collection of Poems by Patne Kehtor Kilbourxb. Hartford: 
Cass, Tiffany and Burnuaic. 

Tuis little volume comes to us recommended by the same neatness of mechanical 
execution which was displayed in the last edition of the poetical remains of the lamented 
Brainard, published in the same city. We are glad to see in it indications that the 
native State of tliat fine genius can still inspire poetic aspirations, and produce poetic 
minds. The young author of these fugitive pages deserves consideration ; in a degree 
for what he has done, more for what his gifts promise. There are many passages and 
several entire poems of very considerable merit in the volume. * The Skeptic,* with 
which it commences, being of the greatest length and importance, \a perhaps also the 
best. None of the thoughts, however, can claim to be very original ; yet they are evi- 
dently natural to the writer, and are set forth in flowing and well-measured verse. Hie 
opening lines are vigorous, and aflbrd a good indication of the merit of the piece : 

* No God ! ' O impious sophist ! then are we 
Cadt pilotlcss upon au unknown sea ; 
Guziiijr all wildly on the void profound, 
Unknowinj? whence we came or whither hound : 
The forms Rn>und us are not what they seem. 
Men are but Ahudows, life is but a dream ; 
And the bright woridd that mn their fj^Iorious race 
Mere bubbles floating in the realrad of «ipace : 
8elf-poi«ed thuy roll, and self-illumed ihey shine, 
Rise without cause, and sink wiihom design ! 
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Launched on the flood, we trim our fated bark, 

Beneath a sky low, dertolatn, and dark ; 

No north-star han<^s with fixed and steady ray, 

To light the lonely voyagrer on his way ; 

Homeless and friendless on the billowy tides, 

Tossed by the hurricanes which no one guides, 

Now fired with ilope, now grapplinfi^ with Despair, 

He sees afar Aome bcacon-s transient glare ; 

Pursues it till it fades, then turns in gloom 

To meet his last irrevocable doom. 

What though the solace of his lot may b« 

The meteor-dream of Immortality ? 

That spark expired with the expiring breath — 

No mom shall break the iron sleep of Dkatu ! * 

' The Maniac Maid * has some efiective stanzas. One especially is picturesque and 
beautiful. The poor girl is represented as lingering around the sea-shore, watching for 
her lost sailor- lover : 

* At eve, when nought is heard 

But the roar of the dashing wave, 
And the voice of the lone sea-bird 

That sings from her coral cave. 
She wanders forth all lonely 

The rocks and sedge among. 
And to the cold sea only 

Pours forth her plaintive song.' 

' The Seminoles ' is a very creditable production. Some £ne lines also touchmg our 
native cotintry and that ancient race, are found in ' Thoughts of Home : * 

* Stkrn region, I love thee ! Thy woodlands and waters 

Are linked with old legends of battle and love : 
There the wild warriors fought, and ihe forest's dark daughten 
Told their vows and adored the Great Spirit above. 

* Frail wrecks of mortality I where are they now ? 

Their glory departed long ageii ago : 
And woman's smooth cheek and the warrior's stem brow 
Lie unmarked from the dust o( the quiver and bow. 

* Ay, I love thee, proud land ! Thou hast eyes that are brighter, 

Made radiant with smiles, by no sorrows o'ercast ; 
Thou ha^t forms that are fairer and hearts that are lighter, 
Than Romance e'er saw In her dreams of the past. 

« • • • • 

' Bright home of my dreams ! may I greet thee again ! 
In city and country I 've mingled with men, 
But they part and they meet with as little emotion 
As the icbergs that float on the desolate ocean.' 

The falsi couplet here is very original and striking. * Dyin^ Well,' * The Lost that 
Come not Back,' and others which arrested our attention, will be read with pleasure ; 
especially * Beauty and Fame,' which we regret we have not space to present entire. 
It will be seen, however, by what we have quoted, that Mr. Kilbourne has a good 
share of poetic feeling and capability of expression. He has not lived in the worid in 
vain ; but with an eye, and an ear, and most of all, a heart. Yet several things are 
wanting, before our young bard can become an cflTcctive poet, which doubtless he must 
needs desire to be. He has more sensibility than taste ; the consequence of which is, 
that the best passages in his best pieces are marred by the proximity of such as are weak 
and infelicitous. Then again there is a want throughout the volume of condensation and 
energy. Mr. Kilbourne must gird himself to greater terseness and strength : he must 
chisel and refine with a severer taste and more assiduity, before he can reach the place 
where doubtless bright anticipations have at times placed him. We beg him, in all due 
kindness, to remember, that it is easier to jump in thought to such a conclusion than 
acttmlly to attain it We conclude with the expression of our hope and trust that his 
day-dreams in this regard, in common with those of other gifted and rising spirits among 
OS, may not have been altogether idle. 
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Jeffrey and Gitfovld versus Sharsp^re and Milto.v. — An acute and compre- 
hensive mind, an intelligence superior to 'prejudice, and an undeviating: cons»cientioas 
spirit of rectitude, are among the necessary endowments of true criticism. But how 
rare has been this combination, even in the examples of those who have been admitted 
to )>e the most distinguished critics of their time ! Let the whole history of literature 
furnish the answer ; while we direct the reader to an amusing commentary upon this 
general theme, which we find in the last number of Frazer-s Magazine, under the title 
of 'Jeffrey and Gifford versus Shakspeare and Miltox.' * We have often 
amused ourselves,' says the writer, ' by imagining how Siiakspeare and Milton would 
have fared at the hands of these illustrious reviewers had the paramount pau* of immo^ 
tals and the two clever party writers been contcm[K>raries. Let us follow out this 
curious speculation. To make our suppositions quite plain, we w^ill imagine that the 
Edinburgh Review existed at the time of Siiakspeare ; that the disgust which is 
expressed for the tribunes, or the opposition, and the ministerial contempt of the people, 
shown forth in * Coriolanus,' were disagreeable to the Whig party of that day ; that 
Shakspeare'S high Tor>* principles ; the admiration which he appears to have felt for 
kings and princes, and the favor in which he may be fairly supposed to have stood at 
court ; were unpalatable to the Lil>erals of the day. In such case we may be pretty 
sure he would have been given over for critical dissection to Mr. Jeffrey, who would 
probably have chosen the ' Tempest ' as the subject of his 8ul)acid jocularity. Let us 
now suppose that the Quarterly Review was established at the Restoration ; that Mil- 
ton's 'Paradise Lo.st* had just been published by any bookseller but the Murray of 
those days ; that Milton had been placed, a short time previous (as in fact he was) in 
the custody of the sersreant-at-arms ; that his pamphlets for the liberty of the press, and 
against the prelates, had enraged the opponents of liberal principles and lovers of hi^- 
church politics ; and it is easy to conclude that these persons would have infallibly con- 
signed him to the secular arm of Mr. Gifford. Both of the worthy gentlemen we 
have named would, no doubt, have performed their functions to the entire satisfaction of 
their respective parties ; Mr. Jeffrey with the lightness and liveliness which distinguish 
all he writer; Mr. Gifford with his usual strength and acuteness, mingled with his 
customary allusions to the personal history of the author whom he is reviewing. But { 
the malice prepense — the intention to murder — woukl be equally appparent in both 
cases, though each would have his peculiar method of destroying.' Tlie former editor of 
the Quarterly would Ixj, like ' Tristan THermite,' flinging his coarse and scurrilous jests 
upon the unfortunate p<.»rson about whose neck he >^'a3 fastening the rope, while his 
northern rival would rather resemble those eastern mutes who despatch you, witli every 
appearance of respect for your person, with a silken cord. 
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With this preamble, Mr. Jeffrey is introduced to the reader, in a critique upon * The 
Tempest, by William Shakspeare: 4to. London: 1612.' AAer the dissertation upon 
< matters and thing^s in general ' with which it is customary to open the labored papers of 
quarterly journals, the reviewer reaches at length the work which he is to criticise, and 
upon which he pounces * in manner following, to wit : ' 

* Thk present play forms a sort of connecting link between the ancient mysteries and the 
modem drama, and, disretrarding equally with tnese venerable monstrosities all rules of proba- 
bility and taste, merely changes the abatructions into persons as shadoM'y, and their miracles into 
marvels altoirether as amazmif and edifying. In other respects, we are rather inclined to think 
that Mr. Shakspeare has ouiJone the native absurdity of the originals. 

' The play open* with a conversation among some sailors in a sfiip sinking at sea, which is quite 
in the taste of these refined {>crsons ; others come in um><, which is at least as new on the stage as 
a ship foundering ; then a confused noise is heard within : 

• Wo •pllt ! we split ' farewell my wife and children ! 
Ilrothcr, farewell I we >plit t we splic ! we split ! ' 

' The author has here most happily expressed confusion, by not indicating to whom these sep- 
arate speeches are to be given. 

' The next scene is on an enchanted island, where a young lady called Miranda is entreating her 
father, Prospero, to allay the storm, of which she gives this splendid description : 

* The sky. It seetn-i. would p^ur down stinklncr pitch, 
But that the va. mounting to the welkin 'm cheek. 
Daahes the fire out ' 



Prospero replies : 



• Pe collected : 
No more am.izeTcent : tell your riteous heart 
Thera 's no harm done.' 



* To this consolatory piece of intelligence Miranda most singularly answers, * O wo the day ! ♦ 
and Prospero rcjoms, 'No harm ; wipe thou thine eyes ; have comfort.' From all which it would 
appear that Miranda was rr>'ing because nobody had been drowned. Prospero then bids her 
* obey, and be attentive.* He relates that, just twelve years before, he was the Duke of Milan, 
but that his brother had usurped his dignity : and that himself and his daughter, havmg been put 
iiito a * rotten carcass of a boat,' arrived safely at the island. But this interesting story is by no 
means so briefly told in the play, and is, moreover, perpetually interrupted in its course, after this 
&fhion: 

• Probpsro. My brother, and thy uncle, called Antonio ; 
I pray tbtff mark me — thy falae uncle — 
Do«t'thiu attfnd me ? 

HitLkVDK. 8ir. mo^the'dfully. 

Pros. Thnu nttond'iit not. 

?JIiR. Good Sir, I dr«. 

Pros. I pmy thee mark me. then. Hence, his ambition growing— 
Cost thou hear, child 7 ' etc., etc. 

But, all this having nothing to do with the storm, Miranda very properly puts the question : 

• And now I pay you. Sir, 

(For sUl L 't in beatinw in my mind,) your reason 
For raisina tLua aea- storm. 

To which Prospero returns the following very clear and intelligible answer : 

• Know thun far forth. 

Bv accident m"< ^tranpe. bounteous fortune. 
Now, my dear lady, hath mine f*ut*mif8 
Pr-"Ufht to thi« shore : and by m.v iiescience 
I kni-'W my yeriith d.ith dfj-eud up-'^u 
A m<^«t auspicious ntir, wht^e in'Jut.'nce, 
If rmw I court jvt, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after drocp.' 

He seems well convinced, however, of the natural cflcct of this kind of poetry, for he adds : 

• H*re ceosft more questions. 

Thou ait inclined to slenp. T ii a Rood heaviness. 
And trive it way. I kuow thou canst not choose.' 

In which opinion all Mr. Shakspeare's readers will readily concur. 

We could wish that we had space for the equally interesting and refreshing satire 
Upon * a i^pirit called Ariel,' the dialogue between whom and Prospero is turned into 
ridicule. We must pass on, however, to the assassination of the character of Caliban, 
that wonderful creation of the great bard. Does the reader remember any thing more 
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thoroughly * tortured from its sense ' by any ancient or modem Abistabchus, than the 
scene in question here : 

* We are now introduced to a new personage called Caliban, the son of a certain witch, whose 
services Prospero thus recouuteth : 

• We cannot mKs him ; lie does ni\k4 our Are, 
Kfttch in our w.-od, and »»»-.r7ea in ••ffice* 
That pr.tfit un. Wl^at. ha ! kiavQ ! Caliban I 
Thou earth, thou ! kp«ak I ' 

' It would seem, however, that fetching in tcood was his principal occupation, for, without ask- 
ing what his master wanted, he replies : 

' TliftTft 'd wood enough within. 
Pros. Coxae forth. I say : there s ether baiiness for thee.' 

* Yet it turns out that it is none other than this very business on which he was to be employed: 

• Pkob. HiR-flC^'i. henco ' 
Fetch UA in tao\. and be qaiok, (thou wcrt bc«t.' etc.) 

* Ferdinand, the 8on of the king of Naples, who had been just ' cooling the air with sirfas^ for 
his father, whom he supposed to be drowned, now enters, accompanied ny Anelj tiiruiMe, who 
sings a charming song of his own composition, of wliich we can only afibrd to give the conciu- 

siun: 

• Haik ! h:«Tk ! Bow-wow ; the watch-doe« bark. 

Bs>w-wow. 
Eirk' hark' T h»rnr 
The Htmn of «itriittinj: chnnticleer 

Cry CJok-a-diifMle-dov.! ; ' 

* Ferdinand calls this a ' sweet air ! ' • • • * The second act introduces us to the king of Naplet 
and his lords, who liave escaped from drowning ; but his majesty, happening to miss his soa,ii 
very naturally made to express a strong curiosity to know what kind of nsh had eaten him: 

• O th -m. min- heir 

Of Kaplni anil <>f Miluu. whatwtninge flsh 
liath mvle hii xn>:.xl of th^fu 7 ' 

* AAer some farther conversation, Mr. S., not knowing what to do with the personages he btf 
brought on the stage, devises the notable expedient of making them all fall suddenly asleep : 

• Oosz. Wi*l ycu Inu^h me aMeep, f ?r I am very heavy ! 
A LOS. What ' all "•• ^o-.n anlrep i" T wwh mioe eyee 

W Mi'.d. with th«'ins>3lv^.f. shut up my thuu^ihta : I fiud 
Th-y ar*- inclin-.-d to d-i «-.). 

s»B. Plfwrt you. Sir. 
D.) not -mit thti h^avy cCTsr of it, etc. 

Ai.'ih. i hank you. W.in>iroiH h^avy. 

{3tb. What a btranve drow^neHi r^ppreises them t 

Ant. It w tho qiiaUty o' the ciimat«.' 

* The invention of that author who bethought him of sending his characters off kneeling wss 
great, but it was nothing to this. It i.v evidently a favorite contrivance of the author for terminalinK 
a scene, and is here employed in order to introduce Caliban at his everlasting work oifetdiingin 

^ Enter Caliban with a bundle of wood. He sees a sailor : 

• Cai.. H'jr»i coiner a npirit of his now to torment me 
For briniini: wood in slowly.' 

^ Supposing every body to be as fond of wood as Fro^Hsro, he adds : 

• I '11 show thee th* best sprlnij*, I '11 pluck thee berries ; 
1 II flth for thee, and t!et Chee wood enoujfh.' 

* The act ends with this seducing person gcuing drunk and singing this delicioiis lay : 

• ?C>"» TT. -ire Hims I '11 Tnak* for fish. 
N'^r f't':)i fir.".^ at requiring. 

Nr>r *cnp.! ir^ncher, nor wd.^h di«b. 

}»aii, b-*ti. C.:\ — raliban. 

Has a now m»rtter. G>*t a new man.' 

* The third act represents Ferdinand at tlie eternal employment of fetching in wood, llien fol- 
lows a love-scene, which we omit.' 

How many petty enemies had the ' m>Tiad-mindcd Shakspeare,* who would have 
chuckled over this criticism, had it actually appeared in his day ! What nuts it would 
have been for that feeble revilcr and feebler rival of his, ' one Hill!* The summing 
up of the reviewer is quite in keeping with the fine fancy and striking acamen dispbyed 
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in the detail of his criticism. ' The Tempest,' he says, ' shows us how ridiculous are 
those nilcs. to which writers have hitherto subjected themselves, for the purpose, as 
they fondly imagined, of giving interest to their dramas. It is to be hoped that Mr. 
SiiAKSPEARE's example will release them, in future, from all obligation to pay any 
regard to probability in their incidents, or to nature in their characters. It is evidently 
much more easy to invent a jargon for witches, demons, and spirits, than to deal with 
human passions and human affections ; and it is clearly quite unnecessary to diversify a 
play with pathetic incidents, when the sleep which has hitherto been confined to the 
spectators is here transferred to the persons of the drama. Writers need no longer 
search for loAy subjects, which have been so absurdly deemed requisite to tragedy, 
when every one can readily find a storm either at sea or on shore. Many improvements 
will no doubt be made upon the new system, and we may shortly expect to sec tragedies 
upon a fall of snow or a heavy shower of rain. * The Tempest * fairly entitles Mr. Sii aks- 
PEARE to the honors due to a reformer of our poetr>', and if it produces as much profit 
as some of those plays in which he has praised princes and traduced the people, wo 
shall be convinced that there are other persons beside Lapland conjurors who can make 
a comfortable living upon contrary winds and wrecked vessels.' 

Turn we now to Gifford's review of Miltox's * Paradise Lost,' in which the cut- 
and-slash style of that great critic, which was * nothing if not personal,' is very &ithfully 
portrayed. It opens as follows : 

* A cox^iDERABLK part of this poem, wc anderstand, was written in piol ; and, thnnjrh the 
know'ledqre of »uch a fact i«i by no menus likely to prejudice us in fuvor of the author or his work, 
we can as<(nre our readers that we have come to the examination of Ptv^tlisf Lost without any 
personal fefliuf^.s toward Mr. Miltox, though we believe he is the same person who, aAcr caniiuf; 
aliont liberty, sold his flattery to n tyrant and usurper ; that he is the author of various seditious 
pamphlets, of which we have never read a hue, and of a })ook on divorce, so infamous as to have 
Dceu deemed by the bench of bishops worthy of heinp burned by ihc common han^tman. A poem 
founded on a fact recorded in Scripture by a person notorious for his hatred to the church was of 
itself sufficiently curious to justify us in taking an early notice of it ; but we found it at once so 
extravagant and so unreadable, that we should not have troubled the public with any account of 
its demerits, had not the author, in a most aOected preface, announced certain new notions al>out 
rhyme, and laid claim to the merit of setting an admirable example to the writers of all future 
epicA. The subject of Mr. M.'s poem would appear from the title to be the Fall of Adam ; bui what 
will our readers think when we assure them that almost the whole of the poem is made up of the 
diApuie:*, adventures, baules, and defeats of devils, who make war up<m their Creator; a inon- 
stn>us fiction, founded upon the apocryphal l)ook of Enoch ? There is only one book out of the 
the twelve (the ninth) in which there is any thing about the loss of Paradise. Throughout the 
whole poem the author seems always glad to quit our first parents to get back to the devil, who is 
by rhr the most brilliant and interesting character of his pages, and on whose feats, indeed, he 
repitses with a delight not unworthy of a Manichee. All the lofty enterprises of this amiable per- 
sonage are related with a feeling of partiality for their hero, which would be amusing were they 
n»t told in a singularly involved, obscure, and affected diction. Mr. Milton's idiom is generally 
Hebrew or Greek ; but, when ne condescendn to be familiar, the structure of his sentences is 
modelled upon the Latin. He never conde!«ccnds to use a plain term when there is a scientific <me, 
an English word when he can find a foreign one, nor an old word when he can coin a new one. 
I>ry with hUu iii a4ust : a close vest is n hnbit surcinrt; stony is stelinr ; fln^ is gon/alon ; /our u 
qmt'.^mioH : powerful \% j^eni-pntent ; and mingled is interfused. To tell us that war i^ at hand, he 
sayt that it i.^ in precinct; and, to tell us something els<^, he makes God addretts this line to the 
aii'irels, counting, no doubt, upon their power of divining what is quite uuintelligible to mere 
mortals: 

' Meanwhile. Inhabit lax. ye powers of heaven '. ' 

'A learned angel, who grives Adam the history of the creation, illustrates his meaning by such 
tenof as quculrat*, cyeUy and epicycle, centric and eccentric^ noctunial and diurnal rhomb, etc. ; and 
the same persona^ is so unacquainted with the language of this earth as to form such nouns and 
adjectives as hosting^ battalions, asptct. soLstitialj vacuous, opacous. etc. 

' We have a proper sense of the obligation our language has to Mr. Miltox for these splendid 
additions ; our only fear is that it will sink under them. Mr. Miltox was some time at the Uni- 
vrr:4iiy, and there, perhaps, l>ecame so enamored of the ancients. Had his college residence not 
been so abruptly terminated^ perhaps he might have learned that the language of poetry, in order 
to bt' dchghiful, should be intelligible, and that Homer and Virgil never attempted to engraft 
foreign wortU u|K)n the languages which were spoken and understood in the ago aud couulry in 
which their immortal poems were written.' 

After a querulous consideration of his preface, and an examination of what MiLTon 
calls * English heroic verse without rhyme,* Giffobd enters upon the work : 

The first book opens with a description of hell, of which the flames give * np light, bot darkness 
VOL. XXII I^'3 
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visible ; ^ and then follows a dialogue between Satan and Beelzebub, on their fiill ftom hearen, 
in the course of which iSataii thus'speaks : 

' FaH»'n ch»»nib. t"» bt» weik in miserable. d-'>in« or •iifl^rinij : but of tliw be aure. t-> do anvbt f o-^ will a*T*r 
b«" oar Ink, but «Tor t"« du III t-ur 8))»? deilfht. a*i b+'iu.^ thf* coiitr:»o' t'^ i^»* hi«h will wh^m w-* T*^trt. Tf tboa 
HU I'n>vi':l«nrfl !.ut of cur evil i»«»«k to hriij* f•.^^ttl ff.v-d. our liib-^r inu'<t b«t t-.> pr^vrrnt tbat eud. ax2d aut ':f n Jjd 
ktill t . find mcauM of evii, wJiicU oftti»nr*8 raay succouJ, so a«, peru^ps. shall gri^jvu li%n.' 

* Thi« speech, tliough printed in the poem as verse, we have reduced to it« proper state of prrwc 
for tht; purimfto ui' exemplifying Mr. Milton'ii nouoiis of musical dehght,' hia ' apt numbers,- aod 
* the »cn*o. variously drawn out from one verse into another.' 

'• We have next n biographical catalogue of deviU, imitated from Homkh-s catalogue of thipi. 
Huw mucli finer tJie imitation is tlion the original may be seen from the foUuwiitg specimen : 

' KftYt. Cbcmos, ih*> obvc^nf dread of Moab'a moxu, 
J'roin Arcer to Neb'i, and the wild 
Of siuthmcnt Abanm : in ii«sHiibjn 
And lioronaim. Sfr.n's r<'aJm. boynnd 
Th*? !!f^wery dali of Slbma. cl-vi with vlnea. 
And F;l»7al*i t'* the Anph.iltir. r-.'"t, 
Poor hL<4 cth>?r name, wh;:u he enticad 
Israel ici Hittim. ' etc. 

< Satnn now tries to address a speech to his followers, but is seized with a ^ of rry'fi^« which 
hinders him fn>m proceeding. At last, he succeeds in delivering his harangue, in which he pro- 
piiitus to call an infernal council, and hnjt a palace built for the speakers, thougli he had just finisnnt 
addressing his followers to as much purpose in the open space. Mr. MiLTO!f minutcl> de!(cribe4 
the whole operation of * scumming tiic bullion dross' to adorn the edifice, and kindly inii>nnsuii 
that tlie pillars wore of the Doric order. The hiffher orders of devils iret into the hall ' ni their ovni 
dimensions like thcm«elves,' but the poor devils are obliged to reduce themselves Mo smaller 
shapes,' ni order to find n>om. AVith this clumsy contrivance the first book closes : and the second 
contains a report of the debate. 

* Wiir is declared, and the council breaks up. Some of the devils amuse themselves with Aorse- 
rttci'f', others sing songs, with a harp acccompaniment. 

'Satan then goes to find out this world, and, ntU^ passmg ^ many a fierf Alp,* arrives at the 
gates of hell, where he encounters Sin and t)eath, about whom there is a most disgusting 
alb'gory. 

Tlie thml book shows us Satan flying between ennh and heaven, and God the Father is repre- 
sented ns pointing him out to Hh Son. ^ A long diuloirne, in the taste of the dullest Puritani<»l 
eloquonco, ensues on the causes and ct)nseqnences of the lull of man ; towards the end of whidi 
Sntan. having safely arrived nt the sun, in the disguise of nn inferior angel, requests the Arch- 
anqrl Uriel to direct him to the new-created world. Tin* archangel, with the utmost politene*«, 
shows him the way to the earth, just ns any mortal might direct another to a new street, which 
H.itau very properly acknowledges with a low b<»w. Then we have a history of Adam and Ere, 
and their embraces, which we dare not quote. The happiest circumstance, however, in the Mtut- 
lioii of our first parents, appears, in the opinion of .Mr. Milton, to have been their uakedncss ; for 
they 

• Kasrtd th'', ruttlnat fff 
Thi?.%« trpublesom-j dii^uii'-< \\hich wo wear,' etc. 



* In the mean time. Uriel 
has deceived him; no accordin 



, ' the sharpest-sighted spirit of all in heaven^' is convinced that Satan 
'ordiuffly warns Gabriel, 'chief of the angelic guards,* who immedi- 
ately orders half a company to ' draw ofl*,' and search for the intruder. They find him in the cap- 
tivating disguise of a toad at the ear of Eve ; but he springs up at their approach, ' as when the 
smutty grain. With sudden blaze diffused, inflames the air ; ' which means, being interprctrd, hke 
a spark of gunpowder. He is then bn>nght before Gabriel, who calls him a spy, a liar, a hypo- 
crite, and various other polite names. Satan only replies by a loAy defiance ; but the Deity hongs 
out a pair of scales : 

' In those he put two w»>i<jhtii. 
Th* i««»qu'.d ►f'v.h of jii'tiu^ and -.if tijht : 
The iatt-.^r quioi uiJ-dvw, .to.! kiskoi the beam.' 

* And Satan, knowing * his mounted scale aloft,' flies from Paradise. 

' In the fifth b<K)k, Raphael is sent d«>wn from heaven to warn Adam of Satan's devices ; be 
' with quick fan winnows tlK* bnxuin air,' and alights in Eden just at the hour of dimier : 

•And P'vrt within, duo at h«r hcur, prepared 
J-'wr tliuiier. ' 

' Adam goes to meet the angel, and 

'Awhile rt«C'^ur»e thoy held. 
No fuiir lest litaier c.joI.' 

' Aditm having expressed some frars l«>st his repast should be ' unsnvor)' ftMMl to spiritual natures,' 
tlic ungel uasures him that spirits rc(iuire food as well as man ; that even tliu sun receives 

• .•r-Mij ftl'. his •\iim'--.t »1 t"-:' mfwij^w 
!r: harr.i.l «.''h:iltti- n.i. aud it «vtu 

tjjfri with tlla y.>CK.iH.' 



«'!' 



'J'lierefori',' saith he, ' think not I shall be nice. So down they sat, and to their viands loll.' 
* After dinner, Adam requests Raphael to relate the history of the ntlHrlliun in heaven, winch h»* 
at no small Icugth, for the sixth book finds him only at the beginning of thu lint battle, lie 
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describes the arming of angels on foot, and angels on horsebnck, and gives them stcordx to fight 
with, though they could not be wounded. We arc told, indeed, that Michael's sword met Satan's, 
and that some 'of his followers. ' though huge, and in a rock of diamond armed,' were ' down 
cioven to the waist ; ' but then ' the ethereal substance closed, not long divisible,' and these worthy 
personages recover all their infernal powers. At lust the evil spirits invent cannon aiid gunpow- 
der, for Which they find materials in heaven. 

* 'riie battle, though waged against the Almighty^ is represented as being doubtful for some time; 
but at last the Son of God^drives the rebels from heaven, and we are told, in mellifluous verse, 

• r't^mal wrath 
Burnt after th<im to tho bv^ttvmleu pit.' 

* The angel here conclndes his account of the celestial rebellion : but Adam's curiosity is not 
yet satisfied, and he entreats to be told about the creation of the world. The angel kindly com- 
plies in the seventh book, which is merely an amplification of the first chapter of Genesis. 

• • » • ■ 

* In the tenth book we find Death *■ drawing a scent of carnage,' and ' tasting the savor of death.* 
though monnlity was as yet unknown ; and he and Sin set about building a chaun-bndge from hell 
to this worid, which they at last happily accomplish : 

' By wonirous art 
Pontifical . trith ploi of a<iamaiit. 
Aiid chaiiu. tliey maule all f<uit. ' etc. 

* In the meantime the Chejltor 

' Bil hi4 an^ifla turn a<«kance 
The polen of *irth twic«* u?n ile^ree^ aud mora 
From the "lUuV"! azlo ; they with labor pushed 
Oblique tho cuutzal clobc'.' utc. 

*an operation which, we think, must have a little deranged the plan of the bridge which had just 
been built. Adam and Eve fee] the change of climate, and the scolding dialogue which was 
begtm in the ninth book is continned here. In the eleventh book the archangel Michael is sent 
down to banish Adam and Eve from Eden, and arrives there clothed * in a purple vest, as man 
clad to meet man,* thuugh man was not yet cliid. Adam, at his approach, ' heart-struck with 
chilling gripe of sorrows stood,' but the angel, aAcr a few words, carries him up to a mountain, 
from wliich .Mr. Milton says he mi?ht have seen uU the kingdoms of the earth but for one trifling 
reason, vi2. that they did not yet exist : 

' Of Cambalu. seat of Catbaian Can, 
And Samarch\ni >>>• Oxu'*. Tomir'a throne. 
To Prvjulu of .Sin:tau kizi|^-<(. aiil thftnce 
Tj Agra and, Lahor of Great lil-.jgul,' etc. 

* Astolf sees many kingdoms as he is hnrried through the air ; and this is the fiction of Ariosto, 
which Mr. Miltox here has borrowed only to spoil. The angel first shows Adam an korpitalf the 
diseases oi whose inmates are described in a page taken from the Nosology: 

'All feverous kinda, 
C^invulMomi. ej-.ilej«lH9, fierctr catarrhA. 
lutfi^tiiie st iu« and ulcer, cholic pani^. 
Demoniac frin-zy, mnping melancholy, 
Ani m.H)ii-»truclt in-idntsfw, pining atr»phy, 
Dropsies and aathznaa, and Joint- lacking rheuma.' 

* After this brilliant and agreeable spectacle, the angel displays to Adam a kind of panoramic 
sketch of universal history, from Cain to the Apostles, to whom Mr. Milton only alludes for the 
sake of showing his malignity to the church in a passage too long for quotation. The vision 
which we have noticed thus briefly extends through the eleventh and twelfth books. At its close 
the aiigel hurries our first parents out of Paradise, and then leaves them : 

' Tlioy hin*! In hand, ■with ■wranderinp' nt^pa and alow, 
ThrJ'UaL Kdeu to--k th».ir a-jlitary way." 

' Such is tho termination of this ' example of heroic poem,' which is completely destitute of 
human interest from the nature of the subject, and deiives none from the comparisons and illus- 
tration which are so pnifusoly introduced. Classical names and fables arc strewn about with 
pntdigahty ; but they are always produced not to show how like, but how unlike they are to the 
Mrs«)iiages and actions descril)ed in the poem.' • • • * In order to make out his ' apt number and 
nt quantity of syllables,' Mr. M. frequently employs the Procnistean method of lengthening the 
short and shortening the long. Herrttit is eremite^ mortal is unitnmortal^ survitfe is over'lire^ marsh 
is mantk^ etc. In Tike manner, tnalis^nant, vngrateful^ magnifirtntj interrupt fd^ are docked into 
malign, ingrate^ magni/ic, intfrrupt : and we have ' dark with excessive bright ' for brightness. Yet, 
ill spite of the ample use of this liberty, the verse often halts for want of fuet. 

A capital specimen of verbal criticism, involving comments upon the ' jingling^ sounds,' 
and ' pcrj>ctual bulls ' of the author, closes the critique and the article. Although these 
^ewio reviews arc intended merely to fonn a light, amusing paper, ihey have yet to our 
coDccptioD a deeper meaning ; and as valuable lessons in literature, are well worthy of 
perusal and preservation. 
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A Night Adventure in England: the Mystery op Style. — We scarcelf 
know why it was, that a perusal of the remarkable adventure which ensues should «o 
forcibly have struck the electric chain of memory, and carried us back to early childhood, 
and the hook which was its especial delight, the * Pilgrim's Progress* of Bunyan. If 
the reader will turn with us, however, to the scene in that most felicitous of narratives, 
where Christian and Hopeful find their way into the dung^ns of * Doubting Castle,' 
they will be able perhaps to discover the secret of the association. Let us condense 
therefore a passa^ of that scene, in illustration of these remarks. ' Now I saw in my 
dream,' says Bunyan, ' that the pilgrims went on their way to a pleasant river, and their 
path lay just upon the bank ; and here Christian and his companion walked with great 
delight On either side of the river was a beautiful meadow, curiously beautified with 
lilies ; and it was green all the year long. Now I beheld in my dream that they had not 
journeyed far, when the river and the way for a time parted ; at which they were not a 
little sorrj' ; yet they durst not go out of the way. Now the way from the river was 
rough, and their feet tender by reason of their travels : so the souls of the pilgrims were 
much discouraged because of the way. Now a little before them, there was on the lc(lt 
hand of the road a meadow, and a stile to go over into it ; and l>chold a path lay along by 
the way on the other side of the fence ; so they went over the stile ; and when they 
were gone over, and were got into the path, they found it ver>' easy for their feet ; and 
withal, looking before them, they espied a man walking as they did, whose name was 
Vain Confidence. So they followed ; and he went before them. But behold, the 
night came on, and it grew very dark ; so that they that were behind lost the sight of 
him that went before ; who, not seeing the way before him, fell into a deep pit, and ik'SS 
dashed in pieces with his fall. Now Christian and Hopeful heard him fall ; so they 
called to know the matter; but there was none to answer ; only they heard a groaning. 
And now it began to rain, and thunder and lighten in a most dreadful manner ; and the 
waters rose amain ! Then said Christian, ' Who would have thought that this path 
should have led us astray ? Oh, that we had kept on our way ! ' But now, for their 
encouragement, they heard the voice of one saying : *■ Let thine heart be towanl the 
highway ; even the way that thou wentett, turn again ! ' But by this time the vt'aten 
were greatly risen ; by reason of which the way of going back was very dangerous. 
Yet they adventured to ga back ; but it was so dark, and the flood so high, that in their 
going bock they had like to have been drowned nine or ten times. Neither could they, 
with all the skill they had, get again to the stile that night ; wherefore, at last lighting 
under a little shelter, they sat down there till the day-break ; but being weary, they fell 
asleep.' Here it was, it will be remembered, that Giant Despair found them sleeping 
in his grounds, and with his ' grievous crab-tree cudgel ' drove them before him into * a 
very dark dungeon ' of Doubting- Castle. 

But let us come to the adventure to which we have alluded. Perhaps some of our 
readers will remember a work published in England a half century or more ago, entitled 
*The Adventures of Hur*H Trevor,' written by Tho.uas Hoi.craft. At the recom- 
mepdation of a friend, on whose literary opinion we place the firmest reliance, we 
obtained the volumes ; and not without difiiculty, there not being a copy of the work to 
be found in any of the metropolitan libraries, nor indeed any where short of that 
unequalled omnium gatherum^ ' Burn ham's,' of the modem Athens. From this work, 
of which we may have more to say hereafter, we condense the following striking scene. 
It should be premised that Trevor and his companion, a man named Cimrke. aAcra 
variety of reverses of fortune, are on their wray on foot from a town in one of the retired 
shires of England to the great mt'tropolis. At nighllall they find themselves on the lH>r- 
ders of a forest. As they proceed, they meet with a countryman, who Icarming their 
destination, informs them tliat by striking a little out of the road they may 'save them- 
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selves much travel ; that he is going part of the way himself, and that the remainder is 
too plain to be mistaken. Accordingly they place themselves under his guidance. But 
suppose we now permit the narrator to tell the story in his own words : 

* The sun had been down by this time nearly an hour and a half. The moon f^ve some light ; 
bat the wind wa« risin?, she was continually obscured by thick, s\vift>flying- clouds, and our oon- 
ductitr advised us to push on, for it was likely to be u vcr>' bad night. In less than a quarter of an 
b(»ur his prophecy began to be fullilled. The rain fell, and at intervals the opposing clouds and 
currents of air, aided by the impediments of hilU and trees, gave us a full variety of that whistling, 
roaring, and howling, which is heard in hi^^h winds. The darkness ihickened upon us, and [ was 
about to request the countryman to lead us to some village, or even bam, for shelter, when he 
suddenly struck iino another path ; and bidding us goo<l night, agoin told us * we could not miss 
oar road.* We could not see where he was gone to 1 and though we repeatedly called, we called 
in vain ; he was too anxious to get shelter himself to heed our ajixiety, and was soon out of 
henring. 

' Jk» long as we could discern, the path we were in appeared to be tolerably beaten ; but we 
now could no longer trace any path ; for it was i«>o dark for the ground to have any distinct color. 
We had skirted the forest, and our only remaining guide was a hedge on our lelt. In this hedge 
we placed our hopes. We followed its direction, 1 know not how longj till it suddenly turned off 
at an angle ; and we found ourselves, as far as we could conjecture, from the inter^'ening lights 
and the strenuous efforts we made to discover the objects around us, on the edge of some viild 
place, probably a heath, with hills, and consequently deep valleys, perhaps streanis of water, and 
precipices. We paused ; we knelt down, examined w^iih our eyes, and felt about with our hands, 
to discoi'er whether we yet were m a path ; but could find none. We continued our consultation, 
till we had begun to think it advisable to return, (mcc more guided by the hedge. Yet this was 
not only very uncertain, but the idea of a retrograde motion was by no means pleasant. 

* While we were in this irresolute dilemma, we thought we saw a light, that glimmered for a 
moment, and as suddenly disappeared. We watched, t know not how long, and again saw it 
twinkle, though, as we thought, in something of a diil'erent direction. Clarke said it was a 
will>o'ihe-wisp. I replied u might be one, but as it seemed the only chonce we had, mv advice 
was to continue our walk in that direction ; in hopes that if it were a light proceeding from any 
house or village, it would become more visible as we approached. We walked on, I know not 
bow far, and then paused ; but discovered no more of the light. We walked on again ; again stood 
still, and looked on every side of us, either for the light or any other object ; but we could see 
nothing distinctly. The obscure forms an^und us had varied their appearance ; and whether they 
were hills, or clouds, or what they were, we could not possibly discover; though the first we still 
thought was the most probable. By this time we had no certain recollection of which way we 
had come, or to what point we were directing oar course. We were continually in doubt ; now 
pausing, now conjecturing, now proceeding. We continued to wander, we knew not whither. 
Sometimes it appeared we went up hill, and sometimes down. We had stepped very cautiously, 
and therefore very slowly ; had warned each other continually to be careful ; and had not dared 
to take twenty steps at a time, without mutually enquiring to know if all were safe. We con- 
tinued, environed as it were by the objects which most powerfully inspire fear ; by the darkness 
of night, the tumult of the elemcnls, the ntter ignorance of where we were or by what objects 
turrounded, and the dejectedness which our situation inspired. Thieves and assassins might be 
St our back, luid we could not hear them ; gulfs, rocks, or rivers, in our front, or on either side, 
and we could not see them. The next step might plunge us, headlong, we knew not whither. 

' These fear:* were not all imaginary. Finding the ground very uneven on a sudden, and stum- 
bling dangerously invself, I stood still. I did not hear my companion ! I called — I received no 
answer! I repeated, in a louder tone, ' Clarkk! M'here are you?' Still no answer! I then 
■boated, with all the fear that I felt, and heard a faint response, that seemed to be beneath me, and 
at a proiligious distance. It terrified, yet it relieved. W^ had spoken not three minutes belbre. 
I stood silent, in hopes he would speak again ; hut my fears were too violent lo remain so long. I 
mice more called ; and he replied, with rather a louder voice, which lessened the apparent dis- 
tance, * Take care ! You Ml dash yourself to pieces ! * 

Reader, is n't this very graphic description ? Yet what could be more straight* forward 
and simple ? But to proceed : Trevor ascertains from his companion that he is not 
•eriously injured, and avows his own determination at once to get to him ; but the other 
exclaims : * For God in heaven's sake do n't ! I suppose I am in a chalk-pit, or at the 
bottom of a steep crag.' Trevor however proceeds to crawl on his hands and knees in 
the direction of his voice, determined if possible to reach him : 

* I roTTTf D the rough impediments around me increase ; till presently I came to one that was 
nider than the rest. I crawled upon it, sustained by my knees and right hand, and stretching for- 
ward with my left. I groped, but felt nothing. I cautiously laid nriy belly to the ground and 
Rfetched out ray other arm. Still it was vacancy. 1 stretched a little more violently ; feeling 
forward and on each side ; and I seemed to be projected upon a point, my head and shoulders 
inclining over a dark abyss, which the imagination \c(i unftilhomable. I own I felt terror ; and 
the sensation certainly was not lessened, when, making an attempt to recover my position and go 
bark, my support began to give way. My ertbrt to retreat was as violent as my terror ; but it was 
too late. The ground shook, loosened, and, with the struggle I made carrying me with it. toppled 
beadlong down. What the height that I fell was, I have no means of ascertaining; for the neath 
on which we were wandering abounds with quarries and precipices ; bat either it was in fact, or 
my fears made it, prodigioas.' 
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Recovering: from the violent shock of his fall, he replies to the vehement questions of 
his companion, who had heard his perilous descent. AAer mutual inquiries, it is found 
that both are on their legs, and that although violently wrenched, no l)ones are broken. 
But where were they ? and how were they to discover tlieir whereabout? Perhaps in a 
stone-quarry, or lime-pit ; perhaps at the edge of waters. It might be, too, that they had 
fallen down only on the first bank or ridge of a quarr)', and had a precipice ten-fold more 
dreadful before them : 

* WniLK we were ronjeoturingr, the stroke of a larpc cl<>ck, brought whizzinj^ in the wind, 
struck full upon our ear. We listened with the most aiixiouR ardor. The next Rtroke was very, 
very faint ; a diflVrent current had carried u a diH'ereiit way ; and with all our eager attention, we 
could not he certain that we hoard any more. Yet, though we had lost much time, and our pro- 
gress} had been excessively tcdioutf, it could not be two o'clock in the moniing. It mi^ht incleed 
very pn)bal)ly be twelve. The lirst stroke of the clock made us conjecture U came Irora some 
steeple, or hall tower, at no very great distance. The second carried our imaginations we knew 
not whither. We had not yet recovered courage enough to take more steps than w^ere nece*«ary 
to come to each other \ and while we were con.siderinjr, durinsr an intermitting pause of the roar- 
ing of the wind, we distinctly heard a cur yelp. Encouraged by this, we immediately hallo^W 
wnh all our might. The wind again began to chafe, and swell, and seemed to mock at our dift- 
treas. Still we repeated our eflbrts, whenever the wind paused ; but, instead of voices miendiuf 
to answer our culls, we heard shrill whistlincs, which certainly were produced by men. Could 
it be by good men ? By any but night marauders ; intent on mischief, but disturbed and alarmed? 
They were signals indubitably : for we shouted again, they were again given, and were then 
repeated from another quarter ; at least if they were not, they were miruculou.^ly imitated, by the 
dying away of the wind. In a Utile while we again heard the cur yelp ; find immediately after- 
ward a howling, which was so minirled with the bla.sl that we could not tell whether it were the 
wind it.-*elf, the yellinjf of a dog, or the agonizing cries of a human voice ; but it wn.-» a dreadfully 
dismal sound. We listened with perturbed and deep attention ; and it was several times repealed, 
with increasing uncertainty, confusion, and terror. 

* What was to be done ' My patience was exhausted. Dnnjjer itself could no loneer detain 
me ; and I told Clarke I was determined to make toward the village, or whatever the place was, 
from whence, dangerous and doubtful as they were, these vari«iua sounds proceeded. Finding 
me resolute, he was very earnest to have led the way ; and when I w^ould not permit him. he 
grasped me by the hajid, and told me that if there were pitfalls and gulfs, and if I did go doM^ti, 
unless he should have strength enough to save nie, wc would ^o duwii together.' 

Cautiously and slowly, step by step, they pursue their way, alternately catching and 
losing a dancing light in the distance, which they imagine to proceed from some man- 
sion, apparently a large one, which they at length reach, only to find it dark, still, and 
clo.sed. Searching on the outside, however, they come to a large open gate, w^hich they 
enter, and after feeling their "way for a short distance, arrive at a door that evidently 
belongs to an out-house or detached building. It \% shut, but the key has been inadver- 
tently left in the lock. Fatigued, shelterless, and brui.«5ed, they have little hesitation in 
profiting by the accident. A noi.some elHuvia assails them on entering, which at first 
almost drives them back ; btit growing less the longer they continue, they accept the 
shelter, and grope their way behind some barrels and lumber, where they find straw, 
upon which they rest their drenched and weary limbs. They arc scarcely nestled 
together, before they aguin hear the yelping of a cur, and the same dismal howbs and 
shrill whistling signals, by which their imaginations had previously been wrought up ; 
together with the voices of men, in coarse, rude and savage words, denoting anger and 
anxiety for the peri)elration of some dark purpose, in keeping with the fierce and threat- 
ening sounds : * They approached. One of them had a lantern. He came up to the 
door ; and finding it open, boisterously shut it ; with a broad and bitter curse against the 
carelessness of some man, whose name he pronounced, for leaving it open ; and eter- 
nally datnning others for being so long in doing their business. AVe were now locked 
in ; and we soon heard no more of the voices.' In spile of these alarms, however, fear at 
length gives place to fatigue ; but their rest is of short duration. Trevor's brief slum- 
ber is disturbed by his companion, whom he finds 'shaking in the most violent agitation 
he ever beheld in any htmian being,' and who only replies with a groan to his question 
o( ' What is the matter ? ' Awakened from his own wild slumbers, and strongly j^arta- 
king of his companion's sensations, Tkevor yet endeavors to rotise him to speech and 
recollection, by asking again : * What have you heard ? — what ails you ? * * It was some 
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time before he could utter an articulate sound. At last, shaking more violently as be 
spoke, and with inexpressible horror in his voice, he gasping said: ^A dead hand/* 
* Where ? * * 1 felt it — I had hold of it — it is now at ray neck I ' Trevor, trembling in 
sympathy with hi:* companion, hardly dares to stretch out his arm to examine. At length 
he ventures : ' Never shall 1 forget the sensation I experienced, wlien to my full convic- 
tion I actually felt a cold, dead hand between my fingers ! I was suflbcated with horror • 
I struggled to overcome it, but it again seized me, and I sank half entranced ! ' At this 
instant the shrill sound of the whistle rings piercing through the dismal place in which 
they are confined. It is answered ; and the same hoarse voices are once more heard. 
The pru«oners lie silent, not daring to breathe, when they hear the door unlock ; and with 
a dialogue of mingled oaths and reproaches, at the want of care in leaving the door 
unlocked, and the prospect of being ' smoked ' and ' blown,* two men enter with a lan- 
tern, bearing a sack, one of whom exclaims : ' Lift the sack on end! Why the h — 11 
do n*t yoii lend a hand and keep it steady, while I untie it? Do you think a dead man 
can stand on his legs? * After much colloquy of this sort, tlie men quit Uie place, leav- 
ing the two travellers not only with the dead body, but with bones and human skeletons, 
revealed by the light of the lantern, on evcr>' side I The dancing lights they had seen, 
the shrill signals, and the dreadful howls they had heard, are no longer mysterious. It 
was no igitis fatuus^ but the lantern of those assassins ; no dog or wolf baying the 
moon, but tiie agonizing yells of murder! AAcr the departure of the desperadoes, they 
hear various noises in the adjoining house ; among others, the occasional ringing of a 
chamber-bell. Soon other sounds approach more nearly ; and presently the inner door 
once more opens, and a livery servant, bearing two lighted candles, comes in, followed 
by a man with an apron tied round him, having a kind of bib up to his chin, and Hnen 
sleeves drawn over his coat. The master (for such he evidently is) has a meagre, wan 
countenance ; and the servant seems in great trepidation ; to whom the gentleman 
observes : ' Do n*t be afraid, Matthew ; you will soon be accustomed to it, and you will 
then laugh at your present timidity. Unless you conquer your fears, you will not be 
able to obey my directions in a^^sisting me ; consequently, you will not be fit for your 
place ; and you know you cannot get so good wages in4iny other.' To all this the pris- 
oners are not inattentive listeners ; and as the servant turns round, he beholds Trevor 
standing with his eyes fixed, watchful for the interpretation of these enigmas. The man 
stares, gasps, turns pale, and at last drops down, overcome with terror ; while the mas- 
ter, whose attention is thus directed to the apparition of Trevor, stands motionless, his 
face assuming a death-like hue, and the power of utterance apparently lost. This inci- 
dent hastens the fclairris.^ement. In their benighted wanderings, they had at last found a 
lefuge in the dissecting-room of an anatomist, who had risen before day to operate upon 
the subject which had been secured for him in thfe course of the night by the desperadoes 
before mentioned. 

The picture, it will be perceived, was reflected through the medium ot consternation 
ftnd terror. The imaginations of tlie travellers had been strongly preyed upon by their 
distress, by the accident oi falling, and by the mingled noises they had heard ; proceed- 
ing from the church-yard robbers, the village dogs disturbed by them, and the whistling, 
roaring, and howling so common to high gusts of wind ; all which was sufficient to dis- 
tract minds already in a state of vh^ionary deception and alarm. Being engaged in a 
desperate deed, for selfish purposes, the ^body-snatchers ' had the manners of murderers, 
xrhich the more eflectually deceived the terrified travellers. Add to this the spectacle of 
A dissecting-room ; here prci)arations of arms, pendent in rows, with the vessels injected ; 
mnd there legs, feet, and other limbs ; and a satisfactory catalogue raisonn^ will have 
been established. For the rest, the anatomist subsequently explains to his unexpected 
Auditors, that finding his health such as to compel him to forego the winter lectures of 
able surgeons in London, he had continued his practical stutifies in the country, by the 
means which they had discovered, and the necessity of procuring which he defended, on 
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the ground that a surgeon mu^t be acquainted with Uie direction, site, and properties of 
the muscles, arteries, ligaments, nerves, and other parts, before he can cut the hving 
body with the least possible injury: and that a dead body, being no longer subject to 
pain, could no more be disgraced by the knife of a surgeon than by the gnawing of the 
worm. Rather specious reasoning, it strikes us ; at least an argument not likely to be 
particularly convincing to sur\*iving relatives and friends. Hood^s soliloquy of an 
exhumed ' subject ' comes also in aid of the other side of the question : 

' I thought the last f)f nil ray cares 

Would end with my lust minute ; 
But thoufrh I wunt to my long home, 
I did nU stay long in it. 

* The body-snatchers they have coraei 
And made a snatch at mc ; 
It 'it very hard them kind of men 
Wo n't let a body be 1 » 



Gossip with Readers and Correspondents. — Wk must beg leave to say, once for all, 
and to all, that we cannot pcnnit this Magazine to be made the medium of theological comroveny. 
Several pamphlets, letters, tracts, etc., have been sent us for examination, connected with ^Pvjfy- 
ism and Anti-Pustyism ; ' themes also which give the title to a long communication before as, from 
some one who seems, in ' cmmitring ' for his article, to have gone through a course of the faihen ; 
poured over the canonists, and searched all the schoolmen ; for he brings forward a very fomiida- 
ble array of authorities to prove something or other, yet icAaf, we cannot justly make oat. Bat if 
the case be not quite clear, then have Tertl'LLIan, Curvsostom, ArsjiN, Jerome, and the reft, 
been summoned in vain ; in vain the citations from famous high churchmen ; archbishops, bishops, 
deans, and doctors; from Wiiitoift to Waterland, from Rogers to RuTHERroRTH, *mar- 
shalled in dread array, a host invincible.' Tlicn again we have 'il Dialogut between a Pusej/ke 
and an Anti-Pvseyite,^ which we came near sending to an esteemed friend and correspondent, ss 
an illustration of a recent cominent of hi;* upon this species of antagonism ; a dialogue in which 
one speaker does all the talking ; here iufreniously sinking a truth, and there raising a swelling 
fiction, and all with such an air of foimess, and Mriumph through the right!* * Have yoanot 
been anmsed sometimes,* says our friend, ' to see a reverend disputant set up a little man of straw 
on the opposite side, and making him support positions he would never take, by arguments be 
Would never use, trip him up with an adroit catch, or knock him down with an annihilating 
blow ; and continue this diverting process of setting up and knocking down, till all sensible people 
were convinced that he wns a mighty cndgcUer rh well as a sound behever, and his opponent a 
fool as well as a heretic? ' But, ' something too much of this.' We took up our pen merely to say, 
that while we reverence thnt true religion which is ' first fntre, then petufabtty^ we hold in no respect 
sectarian quarrels, and especially the ' family cat-fights ' in which the Puseyites and iheir oppo- 
nents are at present so vindictively engaged. Of all employments, quarrelling about religion is 
the worst ; and he thnt does quarrel about it, can have none worth quarrelUng about, in our hum- 
ble opinion. ' The man who rommiitcd the fatal presumption of first saying to his fellow man, 
'You shall think as I do,^ is responsible for by far the greater part of all the wretchedness and injus- 
tice of tills world.' • • • We shall not invite the reader's attention to * The Innocence of a Gallejf- 
Slave,^ the first of two parts of which will be found in preceding pages, simply because it requires 
no such incentive to perusal. But we cannot forego the satisfaction of assuring the translator 
that so long as we have been connected with this .Magazine, we have never read any thing that 
impressed itself .<o forcibly upon our imagination. The faithful yet most dramatic portraiture of 
character; the deep interest excited by the inciilenis of the story, which proceed by a natural con- 
vergvnce lo the d/.nouement : the felicitous management of the dialogue, and the grouping of the 
scenes and ttramatis personff, have never been equalled, to our conception, by any previous writer 
in the Kivickerbocker. Being what is termed 'an old stager,' in a literary sense, we are not 
wont to be deeply affected by narratives of this sort ; but we arc bound to state, that nAcr reading 
' The Galley-Slave ' at night, wc retired to rest, but not to sleep. Its scenes, its characters, were 
before us during the night-watches, and until the morning dawned ; with such vmriatious only as 
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were produced by the vasraries of half-waking dreams. If there be a reader of the Kntckzk- 
BOCKKR who shall disagree with us in opinion, after the perusal of the conclusion of the story in 
our October number, why we should like to sec him — ' some day when he is passing.' • • • Ths 
following was found upon the body of a suicide, taken from the Thames in London. It was well 
pronounced ' an act of attainder against the M'hole community, in the infamy of which each man 
of means had his share. It is irresistible in its truth aud pathos : 

' This bo<ly, if ever this body should be found, was once a thing which moved about the earth, 
despised and unnoticed, and died indigent and unlumcuted. It could hear, see, feel, smell, ami 
la<*ic, with as much quickness, delicacy, and force as other bodies. It had desires and passions 
like other bodies, but was denied the use of them by such as had the power and the will toengmsa 
the good things of this world to themitelvcs. The doors of the great were shut upon it ; not because 
it wiw infected with disease or contaminated with infamy, but on acwmnt of the fashion of the ^ar- 
meni.« with which it was clothed, and the name it derived from its forefathers ; and because it had not 
the habit of bending its knee where its heart owed no respect, nor the power of moving its tongue 
to gUize the crimes or Antler the follies of men. It was excluded the fellowship of such as heap 
up gold and silver ; not because it did, but for fear it might, ask a small portifni of their beloved 
wealth. It shrunk with pain and pity from the haunts of ignorance which the knowledge it pos* 
•essed could not enlisrhten, and guilt that its sensations were obliged to abhor. There was but 
one class of men with whom it was periiiited to associate, and those were such as had feelings 
and misfortunes like its own ; among whom it was its hard fate frequently to suAer imposition, 
from assumed worth and fictitious distress. Beings of supposed lienevolcnce, capable <»f perceiv- 
ing, loving, and promoting merit and virtue, have now ana then seemed to flit and elide before it. 
Bill the visions were deceitful. Ere they were distinctly seen, the phantoms vanished. Or, if 
such l>eings do exist, it has experienced the peculiar hardship of never having met with any, in 
whom both the purpose and the power were fully united. Therefore, with hands wearied with 
labor, eyes dim with watchfulness, veins but half nourished, and a mind at length subdued by 
intense study and a reiteration of unaccomplished hopes, it was driven by irresistible impulse to 
end at once such a complication of evils.' 

^A Trtnperance Story ^ relies mainly for its 'fun, which the Editor teems to enjoy.* upon an ancient 
JosEPHUs MiLLSRirs. Thc collateral anecdote, however, toward its close, is not so much amiss. 
Two young men, * with a huinming in their heads,' retire late at night to their room in a crowded 
inn ; in which, as they enter, are revealed two beds ; but the wind extinguishing thc light, they 
both, instead of faking, as tliey supposed, a bed apiece, get back-to-back into one. bed, which 
begins to sink under them, and come around at intervals, in a manner very circumambient, but 
quite impossible of explication. Presently one observes to the other: ' I say, Tom, somebody's 
in my bed.' ' Is there ? ' says thc other ; * so there is in mine, d — n him I Let "6 kick 'em out! ' 
The next remark was : ' Tom, I 've kicked my man overboard.' ' Good I ' says his fellow-toper ; 
' better luck than I ; my man has kicked mf out — d — d if he has nH — right on the floor ! ' Their 
* relative positiona ' were not apparent until the next morning. • • • What a personal presence 
was that of the Father of his Couxtry ! All accounts agree in this. We heard an old gentle- 
man say, not long ago, that when a clerk in Philadelphia, he used to walk two or three squares 
every morning, to meet Wahiiixuton as he came down Market-street to his quarters. ' The 
dignity,' said he, *■ of his movements, the grace of his salutation, and the calm sweetness of his smile, 
Were beyond description or comparison.' Sitting the other day on a log, scarcely a stone's throw 
from where Andrx was captured, and not far from the little Sleepy- Hollow church, w^e conversed 
lor an hour with a revolutionary patriot, tremulous with the palsy of age, who pointed out to us the 
■pot, over the Tappan Sea which lay before us, where Andre was hung, and where on that day 
the troops ' spread out tliick and black a long way from the gallows.' He lived at Verplaxck's 
Point, close by, when Aetcold came down in his barge, and went en board the Vulture, all 
which he himself saw. ' They fired two cannon at the barge,' said he, from this side : having got 
news of the treason by express ; but the gun burst at the second discharge, and took off the legs, 
lo the thighs, of one poor fellow, who was brought to our house, but he died in two hours. The 
army then lay at Bedford,' continued the old veteran ; * and I saw General Washixotow almost 
every day. He was a noble-looking man ; his countenance was terribly pleasant. He did not 
talk much; but even the little children fairly loved him ; and they used to gather about the door of 
liis marquee every morning, to see him ; and he used to pat their heads and smile on them : it was 
1>eantiful to see.' How unifonn and universal is this 'testimony of the eye ' in the recollections of 
WashixgtoxI • • • We know not why it is, bnt the fact is so, that many affected persons are 
prone to inteqwlate superfluous letters into a certain class of words, apparently to make them 
more high-sounding than they would otherwise be. * Ordure '. ordure ! gentlemen I ' exclaimed ■ 
court-crier to a noisy audience the other day, in our hearing. ' That is a fine burst ! — what a calm, 
beautiful ibrward ! ' said a lisping young lady, one evening at the National Academy, as she 
called the attention of her cavalier to Launitz's lovely ' Rose of the Alhambra,' in breathing 

VOL. XXII. SG 



282 Editor's Table. [September, 

marble. These are vulgarisms oi the baser son, and require the lash. • • • Right glad are we 
that 'our comcrapomr}-' the Kmckebbocker steamer, that Palace of the lfu</«otf, sustains to 
well tlie honor of her name. The metmpolitan journals are full of her praises ; prououjiciug her, 
in speed, in rirhness and splendor of decoration, in symmetry of form, and in sumptuousneM of 
convenience and luxury, unequalled by any boat that floats on our waters. It is even so -, and 
what is especially pleasant to observe, is the fact, that there is so much resemblance between the 
onmmcutal externaU of the *■ Old Kxick.,^ with whom she shares her name, and the ' palace' in 
qucKtion. Our vigiieites and title are enlarged in colors upon her sides, and multiplied in cxquifite 
stained glass and other transparencies, in divers quarters ; indeed Maoa triumphs in all her borders. 
And among all the superb state-rooms, there is not one more gorgeously furnished and decorated 
than that which bearif the silver-plate of ' Knickerbocker ; ' and which, thanks to the admiral! 
i* subject to our order, ' when wc sail.' Shakspeake was right ; \\i$ a good thing to have a good 
name. May the Knickerbocker steamer be as cordially cherished as her namesake ; and loay 
she labor as unceasingly, and as successfully, to unite the suffrages of the ' tiniversal public' 
That she wiU do so, few who know her own qualities, or those of her justly popular commander, 
Captuin St. John, can for a moment doubt. • • • Our Ht^avcnly Father 'does not willingly grieve 
nor afflict the children of men ; * yet sometimes we encounter examples of the chastenings of His rod, 
which ' give us pause,' and almost lead us to ask, in tlie spirit of sympathy with suflering, ' Wk^ 
hath the Almiuutt done this f ' Such for a moment were our thoughts the other day, in retumiD|; 
fnim an excursitm by water to the channing retreat of Flushing. Among the passengers who 
were drinking in the bland airs of the day, and regarding with delight the verdant villa-sprinkled 
ahoren, was a man of imposing presence, with n fine intellectual head and fiic«, and with one 
exception, ' a man nltogeiher pleasant to behold.' He was constantly engaged, however, in that 
involuntary exercise known as '■St. Vitus' t Dance.'' It was very painful to look upon, nor did 
we permit the afflicted man to know that we were regarding his contortions ; but so inexpressibly 
ludicrous were some of his movements, that a strong sense of the ridiculous was mingled with 
pity, and it was impossible to conjecture which had the ascendancy. Motions there were in 
plf^nty, that no skill of the Ravels could imitate. In legs and feet, arms, hands, and fingen, 
there was not a muscle that was not *■ unexpectedly called upon ' to illustrate the composite style 
of the saltatory saint. In one instance, the breeze slightly lined the gentleman** hat ; and in 
raising his hand, quite miserllimeonsly, to secure it, his fingers were arrested opposite his nose, 
and forced into a species of gynitory motion, not unfrcqucnily adopted to give force to the phrase, 
*• I)o nt you ^vish yon may get it t ' Oh ! it would have made a Quaker laugh in meeting, to 
have seen that movement ! The p<x)r gentleman now sat down, but not to rest ; his feet still kept 
np an alternate single and double shuffle ; his arms dangled down behind him, where one twitched 
up and down, as if working a fancy-pestle in an imaginary mortar ; while his head seemed 
struggling to look over first one shonlder and then the other, to see what they were doing. But with 
all this physical affliction, there was pence in that man's bosom. He was a Christian, a minist<>r of 
the cross of Christ. That 'thorn in the flesh had been given him to buffet him,' and no donbt 
oAen pierced him sorely; 'yet,' said a fnend at our side, 'he can even 'glory in his infirmity;' 
for looking beyond the fleeting present, he awaits with patience the time when he may * finish his 
c<mrse with joy, and the ministry which he has received of the Lord Jesus, to testify the gospel 
of the grace of God ; ' and leaving behind him the shattered tenement in which for a little while 
lie lived — perhaps at times c<>mplaiuiiigly, yet as in a home — be ' clothed upcm with immortality,' 
and walk in white with the shining ones around the eternal throne ! ' • • • ^Evening m the 0(y' 
is inadmissible. We coincide entirely with the writer in a humble opinion of his literary acquire- 
ments. It is quite true, nevenheless, that there art not a few bardlings who job occasionally in 
the Balaam line for the inferior magazines, who are no whit superior to our correspondent. Let 
us not however condemn him without a hearing. Listen : 

'AsoK Um T^-'or in»»oliaiiif. nTT\«t *itvperinK by ; 

I'-.-innf al> ft \ij-:n his *Ii.'j1i1«th » hnw* i-ilr- i>{ wood. 

Wl.irh, Kiin-lful 'f hL>. •=••> .-l sf .usf wimti. thr ^OifUoutUio day 

II« "iinn ^K'.l\l riro :iii-l r^ti'"i"*:'> cullei from '. ut 

'I li<! r^fuHi- w>nf\ whl';*i h:M been thr jwii nsile an U9?le«a : 

With wi'HF / aij'l uTiHt-svly ■■■'ut hi c^•^'^|:>M al' in*. 

Auil us t->''» to *»/- iip^n hi* wife. i\n'i r^nt hl» weary liraba. 

T* .• hU h «■ -itm in 1. l-y thi «w«?at f.f his brow 

i;.-tt li" w .11 K.-t >.r..-.Tj': !i:)!l if j;rtrf.'i.t "rise, lias done h« duty, 

.An I nrtr'.i t>i»' tf )'>-\ i-irt n w -'.) w h- 

Wh-> b-iin ni-Ti Ml ih 'liMors th-j wvx^'Lt r>f ^mpir^n ; 

An'.l l*ii*lat'?s f">r hi.« fell-;w man . alati ; t?o oft^ii 

'.turrant of hi* waut^, toc> f.ft«^u c.irele*i and uncuiing. 

• ••••> 

Then comfl ttie mrious men of bunlnw^. ezhlbltinv at onwi 
Tbe lowly, the wietched. the rich man, the proud aod hauj^bty. 
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And all tb^ different dewrRoi of Ufa th.it mark the creatare man. 
All hut^Eiin^k. ofich intent upon bin calllriH. 
Some t? f >ll-.)w PlvnHure'n ftlddy pith, nb.1 to ti^ad 
The waya of folly. reckleM, and unxniuifal of ih<; duty 
Whxch they owe unto thoir Makbb. and tb«ix fellow man.' 

Now the frdingy the morale of this, is quite creditable to the writer'^ heart; bat the poetry! 
* begr you would nt mention it ! ' • • • Thaxes to H»)n. Chief Justice Gibron of Pennsylvania, 
And his brother of the bench, Mr. Justice Rogers, for the honor they have done to the memory of 
thai glorious comedian, 'Old Jkffbrsox ! ' We cumiot quote the inscription upon his new 
monoment, mrithout rendenng our own feeble tribute to his genius. The best idea that we have 
erer seen given of his style is by a writer in the ' Spirit of the Timrs^^ who remarks that * he was 
in broad Enf^lish comedy what Powur was in his Irish parts.* This is ejiactly the comparison. 
Who that has once seen Jkfferso.^'s Dogberrif^ can ever forget it ? What a look he had for the * mal* 
efactors,* when he leA *■ the bench ' to * examination those plaintifTs ' more nearly ! — with his white 
hair, his long nose, and that incomparable eye-brow of his, retreating up his forehead ! Why, we 
are guffawing this moment at the very rtcolUrtion of the picture ! He used to have a part also in 
a play called * Who 'j the Dupe ? ' if we remember rightly, which was irresistibly comic A learned 
■tudent, in love with his daughter, is pitted against a dashing but uneducated young blood, in a 
recitation in different languages ; in which the composite lingo of the latter, in the eyes of the old 
gentleman, bears away the puira altogether. The old ignoramuses enthusiasm, as the * words of 
learned length and thundering sound ' come pouring forth, was only eclipsed in humor by the grat- 
ification of his antiquarian propensities, in the possession of an old rusty hand-saw, a pair of 
•kelelon tongs, ond a rickety gridiron, which he bears triumphantly upon the stage, all having their 
'precious past,' and the latter especially venerable for having been employed as a model of the 
Escurial, by the architect of that edifice ! Mr. WAsniNoroN Irving once remarked to us, in reply 
Id an inquiry whether he had ever seen 'Old Jkffersox,- that he had seen him oAen ; aud that he 
had scarcely ever seen his equal, for naturalness of manner and quiet humor, and never his supe- 
rior in the perfect manner in which he dress^ii his characters. But we are keepmg the reader 
from the inscription upon his tomb in the Episcopal cemetery at Harrisburg, on the banks of the 
SBsquehannah ; ' as beautiful a spot as the god of day ever shone upon : ' * Beneath this marble 
are deposited the ashes of Joseph Jefferson ; an actor whose unrivalled powers took in the 
whole extent of comic character, from Pathos to heart-shnking Mirth. His coloring was that of 
Nature ; warm, fresh, and enriched with the finest conceptions of genius. He was a member of 
the Chestnut-street Theatre, Philadelphia, in its high and palmy days ; and the compeer of Cooper, 
Wood, Warren, Francis, and a host of worthies, who like himself are remembered with admi- 
ration and praise. He died at Harrisburg, on the fourth of August, 1833, in the sixty-second year 
of his age. 

* I kn^w him well. Hokatio : 
▲ fellow of Inflxiita Jevt and moat excellent fancy.' 

Wz had the wish strong at our heart to oblige our young correspondent at Macon, Georgia. 
Bis poetry u ' tolerable,' cenuinly ; but did he ever eat a ' tolerable eggl ' There is some analogy 
in the 'articles.' • • • The stanzas entitled ' TA^ iVin/^,' in preceding pages, have recalled to 
mind a few remarks of Ollapoo upon ^ Nrtcspapers^^ which we shall venture to quote in this con- 
nection: 'CoMME.ND me to a newspaper. Cowper had never seen one of our big sheets, when 
ha called such four-paged folios ^maps of busy life.' They are more ; they are life itself. Its ever 
lonnding and resistless voxpopuli thunders through their columns, to cheer or to subdue, to elevate 
or to destroy. Let a man do a dirty action, and get his name and deed into the papers, and then 
go into the street, Broadway for example, and you will see his reception. Why is he shunned 
as if a noisome pestilence breathed around him ? Why does each passer-by curl his lip, and 
regard him with scorn ? Because they have teen the newspaper^ and they know him. So, in a con- 
trary degree, is it with honorable and giAed men. The news-prints keep their works and worth 
before the public eye, and when themselves appear, they are the observed of all observers. Hats 
an liAed at tlieir approach, and strangers to whom they are pointed out gaze aAer them with 
reverence. Success to newspapers ! They are liable, it is true, to abuse — as what blessing is 
not? — but they arc noble benefits nevertheless. I have a strong attachment to them, because I 
deem them a kind of moral batttaux de plaisance, or rail-cars mayhap, wherein you con embark 
before breakfast, or after dinner, and survey the world and the kingdoms thereof. It is a cheap and 
right wholesome way of journeying.' • • • What curious things are the fictions of law! Did John 
Dob or Richard Rob ever make their personal appearance in any court ? Were they ever once 
net in any hooae, street, or fieldj public or private ? Nay, had they ever the good luck to be bora ? 
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Who ever encountered Stilss or Jackson, those litigious rascals, who have been playing plain- 
tifl* and defendant for so many years, in processes of ejectment? Look too at the gross fibs in 
all indictments for assault and battery, to say nothing of their tautology. * Do us the fiivor to 
observe : ' 

*" For that the said defendant, on the first day of September, in the year of our Lord 1813, 
assaulted the said piaimiif, to wit, at New- York, in the ctjunty and state oi .New- York, and ibru 
and there spit in the face of the said plaintifl', and with grout ibrce and violence seized and laid 
hold of the said plaintilT by his nose, and greatly squeezed and pulled the same ; and then aud 
there plucked, uulled, and tore divers larj^e quaiitiiies of hair from and off the head of the said 
plaiutifl'; and tncn and there, with a certam stick and with his fists gave and struck the said plain- 
tiff a great muiiy violent blows and strokes on and about divers pans of his body ; and also then 
and there, with creai force and violence, shook and pulled about the said plaintiff, and cast aud 
threw the suid plaintiff down to and upon the ground, and then and there xiolently kicked the said 
plaintiff, and gave and struck him a great many other blows and strokes ; and alno then and there, 
with great force and violence, rent, tore, and damaged ilie clothes and weanng apparel, to wit. 
one coat, one waistcoat, one pair of breeches, one cravat, one shirt, one irnir of sKtckings, and 
one hat, of the said plaintiff, of great value, to' wit, of the value of one hundred dollars, which 
the said plaintiff then and there wore, and was clothed with. By means of which said several 
premises, the said plaintiff was then and there greatly hurt, hnii4ed,jind wounded, and became 
and was sick, sore, lame, and disordered, and so remauied and continued ftir a loti? space of time, 
to wit, for the space of three weeks, then next following ; during all which time the said plaiuiis 
thereby suffered and underwent great pain, and was hindered and prevented from perfonmng and 
transacting his necessary affairs and business, by him during that tune to be performed and trans- 
acted, and also thereby the said plainiiif was ibrced and obliged to, and did necessarily pay, lay 
out, and expend a large sum of money, to wit, the sum of fit\^- dollars, lawful money (»f the Uiiiied 
States o( America, in and ^hoi" endeavoring to be cured oi the bruises, woimds, sickuess, sore- 
ness, lameness, aud disorder aiuresaid, occasioned as aforesaid.' 

Qu.BHE ? would the ' waistcoats/ *■ breeches,' etc., be numbered, in the case of an old-fashioned 
Dutchman, wearing eight or ten of each ? How are ' precedents ' and the ' old English law ^ on 
this point? • • • The ^Meadow-Fann Papers ' are brought to a conclusion in the present number. 
The reader will have been struck with the excellent inculcations of the writer, the evident honesty 
of his purpose, and the simple energy of his style. We thought of him, aud the * Assoeiation ^ he 
has described, while looking recently at an effective painting of the ^Sjflvania Assoeiatum'' in Pike 
county, Pennsylvania. Whatever the reality may be, the sketch itself of the divided labors of the 
associated, in llie picturesque region they have secured, is beautiful exceedingly. For a moment 
it rolled back the tide of time, and brought up anew those scenes of nature, the love of which was 
implanted in us in our youth. Oh ! it is an incalculable, sacred blessing, to have lived in the 
country in boyhood ; if for nothing else, that in after years glimpses of its soft green meadows, its 
breezy hills and leafy woods, may visit the eyes of the imagination, amidst the smoke and doi^t 
and din of the city ! • • • ' High and Jjoxo Coachmen ' has a good deal of humor, but we ara 
sorry to say, a good deal also of irreverence for sacred things. We do not wish to apeak widi 
lightness of religion, although it would perhaps be ' doing evil that good might come,^ in a clever 
satire like this upon sectarian controversy. It would seem, that at a meeting for granting licenses 
to several drivers, two old coachmen rise and protest against the admission of two candidates into 
the ranks of the * Moral United Ilackmen,* on the ground that they hold opinions in relation to 
coaches, and the driving of the same, which are entirely heretical, and contrar}* to the canons of 
the hackney fathers, ' from Jeul* and the artist who drove the chariot and horses of Elisoa, down 
to the most eminent coachmen of the present day.' For this charge, the * Low Coachmen ' ^faidt* 
their opponents, (to use the pellucid grammar of modem controversialists,) but they won't bt 
* faulted ' in that manner ; and the whole ' establishment ' is thus thrown into *■ most admired dis- 
order.' • • • A GOOD deal of criticism has lately been expended upon the form and aspect of 
several of our public and private fountains ; and especially upon that bit of * chaste practice,' 
the big stone-heap in the Bowling-Grcen. Cjiantbet, in a letter to Sir Howako Douglas, 
has one or two thoughts, from which our Croton engineers, and those whose money employs 
them, may per^jinps derive some hints worthy of consideration : * I am not aware of any subject 
on which art has been employed that has given rise to so much costly nonsense and bad taste as 
fountains. Your idea of water spouting from holes and crevices in the rock-work \a pleasing 
enough ; but then rock-work is not fit for a pedestal ; and I warn you against adopting the vulgar 
and disgusting notion of making animals spew water, or the more natural one oi the little foun- 
tain at Brussels and Carrara. Avoid all these beastly things, whether natural or unnatural, and 
adopt the more classic and pleasing notion of the ancient river-god with his overflowing urn, the 
best emblem of abundance.' • • • Well-applied ridicule of that which is in itself ridiculous, 
and which 'will net, cannot come to good,^ is we think justifiable ; the end to be obtained sancti- 
fies the means ; and il was to such am cud, no doubt, that the following riiapsody of strange bnM 
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impressive vulgar eloquence was noted down by an aadhor of a Methodist divine from Shropshire, 
preaching near Oxford, England, ' to an assembly of ihe profane.' In the midst of an illustration 
of * mysteries suddenly unfolded, descending like lightning by the inspiration of the spirit, and 
illuminating the darkened soul ; moaning old women, watchful with sobs and groans at every 
divine ejaculation to aid the heaving motions of the spirit, and take heaven by storm ; ' the min- 
ister bursts out into the following sentences : ' I am not one of your fashionable, fine-spoken, 
mealy-mouthed preachers ; I tell you the plain truth, 'it'hat are your pastimes ? Cards and dice, 
fiddling and dancing, guzzling and gutlliug ! Can you be saved by dice ? No ! Will the four 
knaves give you a passport to heaven ? No ! Can you fiddle yourselves into a good birth among 
the sheep ? No ! You will dance yourselves to damnation among the goats ! You may guzzle 
wine here, but you *11 want a drop of water to cool your tongues hereaAer ! Will the prophets say, 
'Come here, gamester, and teach us the long odds?' 'T is odds if they do! Will the martyrs 
rant and swear, and shuffle and cut with you ? No ! the martyrs are no shufflers. You will be 
cut in a way you little expect. IjUCIFER will come with his reapers and his sickles and forks, and 
you will be cut down and bound and pitched and carted and housed in hell ! I will not oil my 
]ip« with lies to please you. I tell you the plain truth. Ammon and Mammon and Moloch are 
making Bethoron hot for you ! Profane wretches ! I have heard you wrangle and brawl, and 
tell one another before me, * I '11 see you d — d first ! * But I tell you the day will come, when you 
mrill pray to Beelzebub to let you escape his clutches. And what will be Au answer? * I '11 see 
you d — d first!' • • • The ^Evening Revtries of a Book-worm* we desired to publish, for the 
tAougkts which the paper contains ; but the style is too ' rambling and desultory ; ' it is confused. 
"Pake the last two pages, for example ; the reflections upon ' those who have thought, written, 
printed, and died,' and see how inferior they are to the reflections contained in Sovtuet's lines 
* To my library,' in an early number of the K:(icKBRB0CKEa: 



' If T thoa^ht* are with the dead : with them 

I livn la loDg pout yean. 
Their virtues isve, their faultn condeoui. 

Partake tbeur bopea and fean : 
And from their lewoiu «eek and find 
Iiutniction with a humble mind. 



' ISy hoi>«>a are with the dead : anoa 

My plAce with them will be. 
And' I with them Bhall travel on. 

Throufch all futurity : 
Yet leaTinit herM a name. I tru^t. 
That will not perUh in the duHt.' 



'Wx have already solved several weighty mathematical problems in this department of the 
iCNicKERBOccEa ; and are glad of an opportunity farther to enlighten our readers with a passage 
Trom a ^Leetwt on Mechanics ' in a late number of the * London Charivari : ' ' If certain weighty 
Uiinga are put upon a body, they will turn the scale, and elevate another body. Thus, if several 
thouaand pounds be added to the weight of an electioneering agent, it will elevate the candidate ; 
though this experiment sometimes fails ; which shows us that tliesc grand resuhs are not brought 
About by any fixed principles!' Under the head of ' Forces applied to a Point,' we have this 
luminous illustration : ' It sometimes happens that force is applied to produce a point ; but all the 
straining in the worid will not obtain the point that is desired. Thus, if you take an ordinary 
Ikammer and hammer away at a joke, the result of the experiment will illustrate the posi- 
tion * ' • • • Whew ! ninety-eight mortal pages, received in the dog-days, cuntaining a * nouve- 
if'tte'* for the Ktuckbrbcckkr! 'Somebody take tliis man oway!' The story is in very fine 
haod-vrriting, too ! 'All things must have an end ; even so contemptible a thing as a sausage has 
two,' says ' T%e BedkanUt ; ' yet we have been unable to find but one end to this talc, and that waa 
not the last one. 'Print it?' Could n't, really ! 'C holds it for the author, and says he shall 
charge storage. Apropos : it should be observed, that ' nouvtltttes ' are generally boreish in their 
character. Long-winded pen-and-ink writers inflict them upon the public usually, we have 
remarked. They are a cross between the novel proper and a newspaper tale, requiring little inven- 
tion, and no talent, to speak of; and are the result of the decadence into which two-volumed 
romances have fallen. Avoid a ' notit««^Uf ." • • • We cannot better reply to' G.,' who complains 
of * anaeeuu* for rejecting a communication of his, than by quoting the words of a time-honored 
novelist and rare critic : * There is one best and clearest way of stating a proposition, and that 
alone ought to be chosen ; yet how oAen do we find the same argument repeated and repeated and 
repeated, with no variety except in the phraseology? In developing any thought, we ought not to 
encumber it by trivial circumstances ; we ought to say all that is necessary, and not a word more. 
AVe ought likewise to say one thing at once ; and that concluded, to begin another. We certainly 
^writetobe understood, and should therefore never write in a language that is unknown to a 
majority of our readers. The rule will apply as well to the living languages as to the dead, and 
iia infiingement is but in general a display of the author's vanity. Epithets, unless they increase 
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Who ever encountered Stilss or Jackson, those litigious rascals, who have been playini^ plain- 
tiff* and defendant for so many years, iu processes of ejectment ? Look too at the gross fihs in 
all indictments for assault and battery, to say nothing of their tautology. * Do us the favor to 
observe : ' 

' For that the said defendant, on the first day of September, in the year of our Lord 1813, 
assaulted the said plainiiit', to wit, at New- York, in the county and state of Nvw-York, aud ibru 
ond there spit in thLi tace of the suid plaintitf, and with great lorce and violence seized and laid 
hold of the said plaiiiiitf by his nose, and greatly squeezed and pulled the same ; and then and 
there plucked, nulled, and tore divers lar^e (j^uaiitiiies of hair irom and off* the head of the Mid 
plaintiff; ond then and there, with a cenani stick and with his fists gave and struck the said plain- 
tiff* a great nmny viulenl blows and strokes on and alxiut divers pans of his body ; and also then 
and there, with great force and violence, shook and pulled about the said plaiiitilf, and ca^t and 
threw the snid pTaintiff' down t«) and upon ilie ground, and then and there violently kicked the said 
plaintiff', and gave and struck him a great many other bluws ond strokes ; and aluu then and there, 
with great force and violence, rent, tore, and damaged ilie clothes and wearing apparel, to wit. 
one coat, one waistcoat, one pair of breeches, one cravat, one shirt, one pair of stockuigs, and 
one hat, of the said plaintiff', of great value, to' wit, of the value of one hundred dollars,^ which 
the said plaintiff!* then and iliere wore, and was clothed with. By means of which said »everal 
premises, the said plaintiff' wa-< then and there greatly hurt, bruiscd,^)d wouiuled, and became 
and was sick, sore, lame, and disordered, and so remuined and continued for a Ioiiq space of time, 
to wit, for the space of three weeks, then next following ; during all which lime the said plaintiff 
thereby suffered and underwent great pain, and was hindered and prevented from performing and 
transacting his necessary affairs and business, by him during that time to b<^ performed and trans- 
acted, and also thereby the said plainiilf was ibrced and obliged to, and did necessarily pay, lay 
out, and expend a large sum of money, to wit, the snmoffii\y dollars, lawful money of the IJniied 
States of America, in and r^lKir* endeavoring to be cured ot the bruises, wounds, sickueM, sore- 
ness, lameness, and disorder aiurusaid, occasioned as aforesaid.' 

QuABE ? would tlie ' waistcoats.* * breeches,' etc., be numbered, in the case of an old-fashioned 
Dutchman, wearing eight or ten of each ? How are ' precedents ' and the * old Kn^ish law * on 
this point ? • • • Thb '' Mfcuiow-Farm Papers ' are brought to a conclusion in the present number. 
The reader will have been struck with the excellent inculcations of the writer, the evident honesty 
of his purpose, and the simple energy of his style. \Vc thought of him, and the 'Assoeiaiion^ he 
has described, while looking recently at an efl'eciive painting of the ^Sjflvania Assoeiation' in Pike 
coimty, Pennsylvania. Whatever the reality may be, the sketch itself of the divided labors of the 
associated, in the picturesque region they have secured, is beautiful exceedingly. For a moment 
it rolled back the tide of time, and bmught up anew those scenes of nature, the love of which was 
implanted in us in our youth. Oh ! it is an incalculable, sacred blessing, to have lived in the 
country in boyhood ; if for nothing else, that in after years glimpses of its soA green meadows, its 
breezy hills and leafy woods, may visit the eyes of the imagination, amidst the smoke and dust 
and din of the city ! • • . * High and Ijotc Cuachmm ' has a good deal of humor, but we are 
■orry to say, a good deal also of irreverence for sacred things. We do not wish to apeak widi 
lightness of religion, although it would perhaps be ' doing evil that good might come/ in a clever 
satire like this upon sectarian controversy. It would seem, that at a meeting t'or granting licenses 
to several drivers, two old coachmen rise and protest against the admission of two candidates into 
the ranks of the *■ Moral United Hack men,* on the ground that they hold opinions in relaiiim to 
coaches, and the driving of the same, which are entirely heretical, and contrary to the caniMis of 
the hackney fathers, ' from Jeht and the artist who drove the chariot and horses of Elisua, down 
to the most eminent coachmen of the present day.* For thi* charge, the ' Low Coachmen ' fauU* 
their opponents, (to use tlie pellucid grammar of modem controversialists,) but they wont Ac 
^/aulud^ in that manner ; and the whole ' establishment ' is thus thrown into ' most admired dis- 
order.* • • • A GOOD deal of criticism has lately been expended upon the form aud ai^peci of 
several of our public and private fountains ; and especially upon that bit of ' cha«tc practice,* 
the big stone-heap in the Bowling-Grecn. Chantrgt, in a letter to Sir Howard Dololas, 
has one or two thoughts, from which our Croton engineers, and those whose money employs 
them, may perhaps derive some hints worthy of consideration : ^ I om not aware of any subject 
on which art has been employed that has given rise to so mnch costly nonsense and bad taste as 
fountains. Your idea of water spouting from holes and crevices in the rock- work is pleasing 
enough ; but then rock-work is not fit for a pedestal ; ond I warn you against adopting the vulgar 
and disgusting notion of making animals spew water, or the more natural one of the little foun- 
tain at Brussels and Carrara. Avoid all these beastly things, whtMher natural or unnatural, and 
adopt the more classic and pleasing notion of the ancient river-god with his overtlowing urn, the 
best emblem of abundance.' • • • Wrll-appi.ied ridicule of that which is in itself ridiculous, 
and which ^ will net, cannot come to good,' is we think justifiable ; the end to be obtained sancti- 
fies the means ; aud il wa« to such oui end, no doubt, that the following liiapsody of ttrange bat 
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impressive vulgar eloquence was noted down by an auditor of a Methodist divine from Shropshire, 
preaching near Oxford, England, ' to an assembly of the profane.* In the midst of an illustration 
of * mysteries suddenly unfolded, descending like lightning by the inspiration of the spirit, and 
iUaminating the darkened soul ; moaning old women, watchful with sobs and groans at every 
divine ejaculation to aid the heaving motions of the spirit, and take heaven by storm ; ' the min- 
ister bursts out into the following sentences : ' I am not one of your fashionable, fine-spoken, 
mealy-mouthed preachers ; I tell you the plain truth. "V^hat are your pastimes ? Cards and dice, 
fiddling and dancing, guzzling and guttling! Can yon be saved by dice? No! Will the four 
knaves give you a passport to heaven ? No ! Can you fiddle yourselves into a good birth among 
the sheep ? No ! Yon will dance yourselves to damnation among the goats ! You may guzzle 
wine here, but you *11 want a drop of water to cool your tongues hereafter ! Will the prophets say, 
*Come here, gamester, and teach us the long odds ? ' 'T is odds if they do ! Will the martyrs 
rant and swear, and shuffle and cut with you ? No ! the martyrs are no shufflers. You will be 
cut in a way you little expect. Lucifxr will come with his reapers and his sickles and forks, and 
you will be cut down and bound and pitched and carted and housed in hell ! I will not oil my 
lips with lies to please you. I tell you the plain truth. Ajcmon and Mammon and Moloch are 
making Bethoron hot for you ! Profane wretches ! I have heard you wrangle and brawl, and 
tell one another before me, * I Ul see you d — d first ! ' But I tell you the day will come, when you 
will pray to Beslzbbub to let you escape his clutches. And what will be his answer? ' I '11 see 
yon d — d first!' • • • Thk ^Evening Reveries of a JBook-uHfrm^ we desired to publish, for the 
thoughts which the paper contains ; but the style is too ' rambling, and desultory ; ' it is confused. 
Take the last two pages, for example ; the reflections upon * those who have thought, written, 
printed, and died,' and see how uiferior they are to the reflections contained in Soxjthkt's lines 
* lb my library,* in an early number of the KNicKZRBOCKBa: 



* Ut tbouiihti are with the dead : with them 

I live iu louff p«Mt vean. 
Their virtue* l-ive. taeir fault* condeom. 

Partake their hope* and foart ; 
And trcva their lewiin* seek and find 
Loatmctioa with a humble mind. 



' If 7 hope* are with the dead : anon 
My plac«9 with tbezn will be. 

And ( with them *hall travel on, 
Thn'^u-h all futurity ; 

T<*t leavicir hern a name. I tru*t. 

That will not p>3rwh in the duxt.' 



Ws have already solved several weighty mathematical problems in this department of the 
KjricczRBOccxa ; and are glad of an opportunity farther to enlighten our readers with a passage 
from a ^Lectitre on Mtchcmies ' in a late number of the *■ London Charivari : ' ' If certain weighty 
things are put upon a body, they will turn the scale, and elevate another body. Thus, if several 
thousand pounds be added to the weight of an electioneering agent, it will elevate the candidate ; 
though this experiment sometimes fails ; which shows us that these grand results are not brought 
about by any fixed principles ! ' Under the head of ' Forces applied to a Point,' we have this 
luminous illustration : ' It sometimes happens that force is applied to produce a point ; but all the 
itraining in the world will not obtain the point that is desired. Thus, if you take an ordinary 
hsmmer and hammer away at a joke, the result of the experiment will illustrate the posi- 
tion!' . • . Whkw! ninety-eight mortal pages, received in the dog-days, containing a ' noKve- 
f<(f«'forthe Kmckbrbocksr ! 'Somebody take this man away!' The story is in very fine 
ksnd-writing, too! *A1I things must have an end ; even so contemptible a thing as a sausage has 
two,* says ' The Bedlamite ; ' yet we have been unable to find but one end to this tale, and that was 
not the last one. 'Print it?* Could n't, really ! 'C* holds it for the author, and says he shall 
diarge storage. Apropos : it should be observed, that ' nouveltttes * are generally borcish in their 
character. Long-winded pen-and-ink writers inflict them upon the public usually, we have 
remarked. They are a cross between the novel proper and a newspaper tale, requiring little inven- 
tion, and no talent, to speak of; and are the result of the decadence into which two-volumed 
romances have fallen. Avoid a ' nouvflette .' * . • • Wk cannot better reply to 'O.,* who complains 
of 'm fxaa< * for rejecting a communication of his, than by quoting the words of a time-honored 
novelist and rare critic : ' There is one best and clearest way of stating a proposition, and that 
•lone ought to be chosen ; yet how oAen do we find the same argument repeated and repeated and 
repealed, with no variety except in the phraseology ? In developing any thought, we ought not to 
cnromber it by trivial circumstances ; we ought to say all that is necessary, and not a word more. 
We oufi[ht hkewise to say one thing at once ; and that concluded, to begin another. We certainly 
^nte to be understood, and should therefore never write in a language that is unknown to a 
|°a)ority of our readers. The rule will apply as well to the living languages as to the dead, and 
Its mfiingement is but in general a display of the author's vanity. Epithets, unless they incxease 
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AVho ever encountered Stilks or JxcKsoNf those litigious rascals, who have been playing plaiix. 
tiff* and defendant for so many years, in processes of ejectment? Look too at the gross fibs i 
all indictments for assault and battery, to say nothing of their tautology. ' Do us the favor C 
observe : ' 

* For that the said defendant, on the fimi day of September, in the year of arxr Lord 1841 
assaulted the said pluiniiit, to wit, at New-Vurk, in the ctiunty and state uf \ew>York, and ttie- 




and there 8pit in the fuce of the stuid plaintilf, and with great tbrce and violence seized and lai 
hold of the said plainuli' by his nose, and greatly squeezed and pulled the same ; and then lym 
there plucked, pulled, and tore diver;* lai^e (^uajiliiies oi hair from and off* the head of the *Mm 
plaintifl*; ond then and there, with a certain stick and with his fists gave and struck the said plaia 
Ufl* a great many violent blows and strokes on and about divers parts of his body ; and also the 
and there, with great turce und violence, shook and pulled about the said plaiuudT, and cast air 
threw the said plainiid' down to and upon the ground, and then and there violently kicked the m . 
plaintiflf, and gave and struck him a great many other blows and strokes ; and also then and ther^ 
with great force and violence, rent, tore, and damaged the clothes and wearing apparel, to wi 
one coat, one waistcoat, one pair of breeches, one cravat, one shirt, one pair of stockings, aisi 
one hat, of the said plaintitf, oi great value, to wit, of the value of one hundred dollars, whi* m 
the said plainlid' then and there wore, and was clothed with. By means of which said seveca ? 
premises, the said plaintid' was then and there greatly hurt, brui:*ed,.and wounded, and bccair 
and was sick, sore, lame, and disordered, and so remained and continued for a long space of tiiir 
to wit, for the space oi three weeks, then next following ; during all which time the said plaini 
thereby suflered and underwent great pain, and was hindered and prevented from perfonmng at 
transacting his necessary afl'airs and business, by him during that time to be performed and trar m 
acted, and also thereby the said pluiniitf was tbrced and obliged to, and did necessarily pay, I M 
out, and expend a large sum of money, to wit, the sum of Gl\v dollars, lawful money of the Vniiv 
States of America, in and nlxtr- endeavoring to be cured ot* the bruises, woiuids, sickness, sol 
ness, lameness, and disorder aiuresaid, occasioned as aforesaid.' 

Qu.BRE ? would the ' waistcoats,' *■ breeches,' etc., be numbered, in the case of an old-fashioir v * 
Dutchman, wearing eight or ten of each ? How are ' precedents ' and the *■ old English law ' ^ 
this point? • • • The ^Mfodow-Fann Pajters ' are brought to a conclusion in the present numbr^ 
The reader will have been struck with the excellent Inculcations of the w^riter, the e\ident hone ^» 
of his purpose, and the simple energy of his style. We thought of him, and the 'Association' ^ 
has described, while looking recently at an edective painting of the * Sylvania Association ' in P ^^ 
cotmty, Pennsylvania. Whatever the reality may be, the sketch itself of the divided labors of ~~1 
associated, in the picturesque region they have secured, is beautiful exceedingly. For a mom> m i 
it rolled back the tide of time, and brought up anew those scenes of nature, the love of which w-^" 
implanted in us in our youth. Oh! it i.s an incalculable, sacred blessing, to have lived in 
country in boyhood ; if for nothing else, that in aAer years glimpses of its soA green meadows,^ ' 
breezy hills and leafy woods, may visit the eyes of the imagination, amidst the smoke and d^-* 
and din of the city ! . . . ' High and Low Coachmen ' has a good deal of humor, bat we : 
sorry to sny, a good deol also of irreverence for sacred things. We do not wish to speak w--^^ 
lightness of religion, although it would perhaps be ' doing evil that good might come/ in a cle*" '^^ 
satire like this upon sectarian controversy. It would seem, diat at a meeting for granting licens. ■^' 
to several drivers, two old coachmen rise and protest against the admission of two candidates '\m.m. 
the ranks of the ' Moral United llackincn,* on the ground that they hold opinions in relation 
coaches, and the driving of the same, which are entirely heretical, and contrary to the canon«»- 
the hackney fathers, ' from Jehu and the artist who drove the chariot and horses of Elisha, do^ * 
to the most eminent coachmen of the present day.' For this charge, the ' Low Coachmen ' "-fm. 
their opponents, (to use the pellucid grammar of modem controversialists,) but they won't.^'*' -*^*'*^ 
*Jaidted ' in that manner ; and the whole * establishment ' is thus thrown into * most admired !*■-» * '"* 
order.' • • • A good deal of criticism has lately been expended upon the form and aspect "W "^^^^ *^' ^ 
several of our public and private fountains ; and especially upon that bit of * chaste practice ^ MHf, 
the big stone-heap in the Bowling-Green. Chaxteey, in a letter to Sir Howard Doi'gl » *" ^*' 
has one or two thoughts, from which our Croton engineers, and those whose money emplv -^ ^"-y* 
them, may perhaps derive some hints worthy of consideration : ' I am not aware of any sub£. ^-'^J^^ 
on which art has been employed that has given rise to so much costly nonsense and bad taste 
fountains. Your idea of water spouting from holes and crevices in the rock-work is plei 
enough ; but then rock- work is not fit for a pedestol ; and I warn you against adopting the val 
and disgusting notion of making animals spew water, or the more natural one of the litUe 
tain at Brussels and Carrara. Avoid all these beastly things, whether natural or unnatural, - 
adopt the more clasitic and pleasing notion of the ancient river-god with his overflowing urn, 
best emblem of abundance.' • • • Well-applikd ridicule of that which is in itself ridicnl< 
and which ' will net, cannot come to good,' is we think justifiable ; the end to be obtained sai 
fies the means ; und it was to such an end, no doubt, that the following rhapsody of strange- 
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impreuive vulgar eloquence was noted down by an auditor of a Methodist divine from Shropshire, 
preaching near Oxford, England, * to an assembly of the profane/ In the midst of an illustration 
oi *■ mysteries suddenly unfolded, descending like li^tning by the inspiration of the spirit, and 
illorainating the darkened soul j moaning old women, watchful with sobs and groans at every 
divine ejaculation to aid the heaving motions of the spirit, and take heaven by storm ; ' the mm- 
isier bursts out into the following sentences : ' I am not one of your fashionable, fine-spoken, 
mealy-mouthed preachers ; I tell you the plain truth. \t'hat are your pastimes ? Cards and dice, 
fiddling and dancing, guzzling and guttling ! Can you be saved by dice ? No ! Will the four 
knaves give you a passport to heaven ? No ! Can you fiddle yourselves into a good birth among 
the sheep ? No ! You will dance yourselves to damnation among the goats ! You may guzzle 
wine here, but yon *11 want a drop of water to cool your tongues hereaAer ! Will the prophets say, 
'Come here, gamester, and teach us the long odds?' 'T is odds if they do! Will the martyrs 
rant and swear, and shuffle and cut with you ? No ! the martyrs are no shufflers. You will be 
ent in a way you litdc expect. Lucifsr will come with his reapers and his sickles and forks, and 
you will be cut down and bound and pitched and carted and housed in hell ! I will not oil my 
lipa with lies to please you. I tell you the plain truth. AatMON and Mammox and Moloch are 
making Bethoron hot for you ! Profane wretches ! I have he.ird you wrangle and brawl, and 
leU one another before me, * I 'II see you d — d first ! ' But I tell you the day will come, when you 
will pray to Beelzebub to let you escape his clutches. And what will be his answer? ' I Ul see 
yon d — d first!* • • • The ^Ecening Revaiet of a Book-vHfnn^ we desired to publish, for the 
tknighu which the paper contains ; but the style is too ^ rambling and desultory ; ' it is confused. 
Take the last two pages, for example ; the reflections upon * those who have thought, written, 
printed, and died,' and sue how inferior they are to the reflections contained in Soutuet's lines 
* n my Ubrary^^ in an early number of the Kmickerbockbr: 

' Ut thousht* are with the dead : with them * ' My hopAn are with the dead : anoa 



I live lu lontf pant vean. 
Their virtu':^ Ivve. their faultn condeom, 

Parttk« tbeir hop^s and feara ; 
Aod from their leM<.in4 «^ek and find 
Isatructiou with a humble mind. 



My placi with tbem will be. 
And' I with them Nhuli travel on. 

'Jhrouj-h all futurity ; 
Yet leavino: here a numi^. I trunt. 
That will not perish in the duxt.' 



Ws have already solved several weighty mathematical problems in this department of the 
KxiccERBOCCBB ; and are glad of an opportunity farther to enlighten our readers with a passage 
from a ^Lecture on Mechanics ' in a late number of the ' London Charivari : ' ' If certain weighty 
things are put upon a body, they will turn the scale, and elevate another body. Thus, if several 
thoosand pounds be added to the weight of an electioneering agent, it will elevate the candidate ; 
though this experiment sometimes fails ; which shows us that these grand results are not brought 
about by any fixed principles ! ' Under the head of ^ Forces applied to a Point,' we have this 
Inminous illustration : ' It sometimes happens that force is applied to produce a point ; but all the 
straining in the world will not obtain the point that is desired. Thus, if you take an orduiary 
hammer and hammer away at a joke, the result of the experiment will illustrate the posi- 
tion!' • • • Whxw! ninety-eight mortal pages, received in the dog-days, cuntaining a * fu»utr«- 
tefe' forthe Kmckbebocker! ^Somebody take this man away!' The story is in very fine 
Ittnd- writing, too ! *A11 things must have an end ; even so contemptible a thing as a sausage has 
two,' says TAs Bedlamite;^ yet we have been unable to find but one end to this tale, and that was 
Hot the last one. 'Print it?' Could n't, really ! *C.' holds it for the author, and says he shall 
charge storage. Apropos : it should be observed, that ' nouvtUttes ' are generally boreish in their 
character. Long-winded pen-and-ink writers inflict them upon the public usually, we have 
remarked. They are a cross between the novel proper and a newspaper tale, requiring little inven- 
tioti, and no talent, to speak of; and are the result of the decadence into which two-volumed 
nomances have ftdlen. Avoid a ' nouvelctte / ' • • > Wk cannot better reply to 'G.,' who complains 
>r * an erxvse ' for rejecting a communication of his, than by quoting the words of a time-honored 
lovelist and rare critic : ' There is one best and clearest way of stating a proposition, and that 
ione ought to be chosen ; yet how oAen do we find the same argument repeated and repeated and 
ep«ated, with no variety except in the phraseology? In developing any thought, we ought not to 
taonmber it by trivial circumstances ; we ought to say all that is necessary, and not a word more. 
^^« ought likewise to say one thing at once ; and that concluded, to begin another. We certainly 
^ rite to be understood, and should therefore never write in a language that is unknown to a 
^s^jority of our readers. The rule will apply as well to the living languages as to the dead, and 
•m infringement is but in general a display of the author's vanity. Epithets, tmless they increase 
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the strength of thoui^ht or elucidate the argument, ought not to be admitted. Of similes, meta- 
phors, and figures of every kind, the same may be affirmed ; whatever does not enlighten confuses, 
llie didiculues of composition resemble those of geometry ; they are the recoUeclton of things 
ao simple and convincing Uiat we imagine we never can forget them ; yet they are frequently for- 
gotten at every step and in every sentence.' If these remarks do not confirm the validity of 
our ' excuse,' we are no judge. • • • IIebk is a sharp thrust BX''FashioiuMe Boarding' Sekoob^* 
which is all that we can appropriate of the letter of our Cincinnati friend : *A modem boarding- 
school is a place where every thing is taught, and nothing understood ; where airs, graces, mouth- 
primming, shoulder-setting, and elbow-holding are studied, and affectation, formality, hypocrisy, 
and pride are acquired ; and where children the most promising are presently transformed into 
vain, pert misses, who imagine that to jerk up their heads, turn out their toes, and dance and 
waltx well, is the summit of human perfection.' What a satirical wretch it is ! • • • Alison, 
in his fine description of the French army on the morning before the battle of Waterloo, alludes 
to the effect of the martial airs upon the soldiers ; the ' Marsellois,' the 'Chant du Depart.' etc. 
This latter we have recently encountered for the first time, in a superbly-illustrated work, entitled 
'Chants and Chansons of France.' It is a very stirring effusion ; as a few of its opening lines 
will sufficiently evince : 

• L% victoire en ch&ntant vou« ouvre la barriere, 

Et du noi'l au mUll la tr.-mp«»tt« pu^rriere 
A Houuo I'Leuro dea combata. 

• Trf-mble*. RnuemiB du la Franc«, 
• HoLn ivron d« sauij ki d'urvuQil ! 

l,e peuplc 6vuveraiD M'avaCi^,u. 
Tyraus descondes au cercuell.' etc. 

Tbz comparison between ^New-EfigUuid Mm and Seotehnun^ is in many respects a correct one, 
but not in all. ' We are not a nation of gentlemen, thank God! * says a plain-speaking Scottish 
writer, ' but the greater part of our population is vulgar, intelligent, high-cheeked, raw-boned, and 
religious.' The article, however, will appear so soon as we can find space for it. • > • Wk are 
bound to accept the apology of ' M.,' whose ^ curt notelet ' we adverted to in our lost. He trusts 
that aAcr his explanation we shall ^ not think hard of him.' We do not ; on the contrar)-, we 
think very soft of him. Do n''t do so again — that 's all. • • • The lamented Ollxpod, in one of 
his admirable salmagundis in these pages, once endeavored to represent the sound of a ki:!* ; and 
it was conceded, we remember, that he was successful in the attempt. Next to that effort, we 
have seen nothing better than the following watucript of fire-works, by a London wag : * First of 
mil, the rockets go up. Then something is lighted, and turns slowly round with a tckisk I-isk-isk-isk ; 
this increases its time, and changes to oosh-sh'sk ; gives a bang^ and goes round another Mray, with 
an ashsh'Sh ! till squibs open all round it in a prolonged pkiz-iz-iz-iz .' and then it concludes with 
Wi phit! crack! bang-bang! bang! and the incandescent centre of the wheel is all that remains, 
revolving lu a dull circle of light upon its axis.' If this be not * speaking description,' we know 
not what is. • • Reaoxr, when in the providence of Gon it shall be your fate to stand by the 
cold form of one whom you have loved ; to gaze upon lips, oh ! how pale and motionless ; upon 
bands thin and wasted, crosscil upon the silent breast ; upon eye-lids dmpped upon cheeks of clay, 
never to be lifted again ; then haply you may think of these beautiful lines of the good Wbslxt. 
Amidst remembered hopes that vanished and fears that distracted, weeping in unknown tumults, 
* like soft streamings of celestial music ' comes to your aching heart this serene Evangel ! 



How bl«Mit w our brf thfr, bewft 

Of all tbAt ci.-uld buitben bi<i mind I 
H.^w cxsy thr «:?ul thvt ha^ left 

Tbw weannf^me b »dy behind ! 
Of evil iucApable thou, 

Wbos»? relir* with envy I see ; 
"So I'ltji/er in miftery now. 

No lozkifer a ainner, like me. 

This du*t is aff-jct-rl no moT*' 

With airktie^v. or ^hnken with pain ; 
The war iii th*- ai'.-mber« w r. f-r, 

An-l aev»5r abill vex him araln : 
N'> iini^er h«iucer^rwarJ, nr whaTne, 

ShiH re.M<u hw inu-'cnt cliy ; 
I:.itinct in the aiiim i\ rlame. 

And f-aani .>n la vaziiihni away. 



The Iviralshinir head in at re^t. 

Iti thinkiU' and aching are o*«r; 
The qui'it. lnimovable hre*«it 

In heaved by a2flictiou nc more. 
The hc.^rt In nn lOni^er the ««at 

Of trouble nr t^rcurinrf i>ain ; 
It cea<ic4 to flutter and beat. 

It never will flutter ajrain ! 

The lids he ao neldotn couM cl."«e. 

By s-.-rrow firbidden t-j aleep. 
SeaJe<i up la trteiual ref>:sie. 

Haw ktrau.-e!y f;T.f- tt.-a tj we«»p^ 
The fouDtiln* Can ^ i'ld uj aurptica. 

The h'.l'wa from w-vter are frre. 
The tean aro all ^ iy^'A f rvMZi tbea« ayea, 

And evil they never «LaIi *e«. 



These lives a man in this metn^^lis of Gotham, who is esteemed by his fellow-citizens, among 
whom he has honestly acquired an ample fortime, for the strict integrity which chancterizes hii 
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dealings in trade, and his unexceptionable private life. On one occasion he was asked at his 
barber*s, on which side of two political panics he was going to vote, at an election to be holden 
that day. He replied, with something of aVfiush on his countenance, that he believed he should 
avoid voting on either side ; such had hitherto been his practice. * Yes, I guess it has ! ' whispered 
a roan in the chair, as he arrested the barber's hand, and wiped the soap-foam from his lips ; * fact 
is, he canH vote. He was three years in the state-prison ! ' Now this vkis the fact. He had been 
three years immured in the penitentiary of a neighboring Slate, for a crime committed in the heat 
of passion, and he has to many friends given an account of the mental agony which he endured 
on first entering the institution. It was not so much the physical suffering ; the tedious, sleepless 
nights in his narrow cell : the sorrowful silence in which he plied his incessant and thankless 
labor; his coarse and scanty food; not so much these, as the companionship of the hardened 
wretches around him, whose crimes he could only imagine from the character of their faces, as 
he caught glimpses of their features in the turning of a gang in marching, or in the chapel on the 
Sabbath. Hie degradation of spirit it was that almost broke his heart. * It mattered little,' he 
thought, ' how much he might be abused, what insolence of office he might suffer, or how deeply 
the iron in the dungeon might enter into his soul. IVho would care for the unhappy convict ? If 
he should repent and become a reformed man, no one would believe him, no one would employ 
him ; and he would be compelled to give proof of his moral improvement by suffering starvation 
unto death.' For the first two or three weeks, he was almost mad with the intensity of his mental 
suffering; and he remained in this state until one Sabbath morning, when the keeper, who was a 
Churchman by persuasion, permitted the Episcopal service to be read to the prisoners, at the 
request of a young relation, who was a student at a neighboring theological seminary. * Never,' 
has our informant often hcar<l the ci-devant state-prisoner say, ^ never shall I forget the effect of 
one of those blessed prayers upon my mind. It taught me that I was not utterly forgotten and 
cast away, in my desolate alwde.' The prayer runs as follows : ' O God, who sparest when we 
deser\'e punishment, and in thy wrath remembercst mercy, we humbly beseech thee of thy good- 
ness to cumfort and succor all those who are under reproach and misery in the house of bondage : 
correct them not in thiii^ anger, neither chasten them in thy sore displeasure. Give them a right 
understanding of themselves, and of thy threats and promises ; that they may neither cast away 
their confidence in ihee, nor place it any where but in Thee. Relieve the distressed, protect the 
innocent, and awaken the guilty ; and forasmuch as thou alone bringcst light out of darkness and 
good out of evil, grant that the pains and punishments which these thy servants endure, through 
their bodily confinement, may tend to setting free their souls from the chainsof sin ; through Jssus 
Christ our Ix>aD.' • • • The '• Pinch for Snvfftrs'' was long ago anticipoted by the lamented 
Ollapod, in an article on ^^Am^rifan Ptyalitm.^ There are ' statistics ' in the present paper, how- 
ever, which we do not remember to have encountered before ; for example : ' If the practice of 
moderate snuff-taking be persisted in for forty years, it has been correctly ascertained that two 
entire years of the snuff-taker's life will be dedicated to tickling his nose, and two more to blow- 
ing it ! If time is money, therefore, is n't snuff-taking a habit which costs more than it comes to? ' 
Perhaps so ; but for all that, we say, let the devotees of the dust enjoy their 'sneezin', as it is termed 
in Scotland ; for to them its titillations are most delici-ifthi-ishi-ishious! • • • We are sorry to be 
compelled to decline the elaborate article of our Charleston correspondent, who desires an allu- 
sion to his paper in Ihis department of our Magazine. It has been well said, by one whom we 
are sure our contributor would consider authority, that the wisdom as well as the common feehngs 
that belong to such subjects, lie upon the surface in a few plain and broad lines. There is a want 
of genius in being very ingenious about them ; and it l)elongs to talents of the second order to pro- 
ceed with a great apparatus of reasoning. We may be wrong ; but it has occurred to us, that the 
■great defect in the written efforts of many clever newspaper and magazine essayists of the South, 
consists in their being * elaborated to tenuity, or argued to confusion.' • • • Among the publi- 
cations received too late for notice in the present number, are ' Geological Cosmogony ; or an 
examination of the geological theory of the ongin and antiquity of the earth, and of the causes 
and object of the changes it has undergone ; by a Layman : Mr. Robebt Ca.bter, at 58 Canal- 
street, publisher ; the * Spanish Guide for Conversation and Commerce, in two parts ; being a 
Sequel to tlie author's Spanish Grammar and Translator : by Julio Solkb, one of our most suc- 
cessful and popular Spanish teachers ; a prospectus of a work entitled * Annals and Occurrences 
of New- York City and State in the Olden Time ; ' Iwing a collection of memoirs, anecdotes, and 
incidents, concennng the city, coimtry, and inhabitants, from the days of the founders; intended 
ii* exhibit society in its changes of manners and customs, and the city and country in their local 
changes and improvements ; with pictorial illustrations ; Mrs. Child's ' Letters from New- York ; ' 



292 Cliroyiidcs of the Past, [October, 

church-yard mould; and the rudely-carved cherubinis with their 
swollen cheeks and distended wings, or the more frequent emblems 
of skull and cross-bones, are to my eye far more grateful and appro- 
priate than the modem blazonry upon heavy shafts, on tall, slini 
marbles. 

It is well worth the visit of many a long mile, to "walk in that 
ancient cemetery, and read the rustic epitaphs that would teach n^ 
to live and die. There side by side, 

* Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap,^ 

lie the old puritans, the rude forefathers of the hamlet, who '^^ \ 
from the father-land in search of freedom to worship God; ^tx^ 
though they may have possessed grievous faults, yet who does "^^^ 
venerate their unyielding firmness and holy piety ? There too si <^eeV 
the early pastors of the American churches ; the men of rare end' 
ments and ripest learning, who turned their backs upon the livi 
of the old country, that they might plant the standard of the c: 
in this distant wilderness. And there too rest the loved and v 
rated of our own day, for whom, even now that so many long y< 
have fled, one feels as if it were impiety so utterly to have cei 
to weep, so seldom to remember ! One there was, whose voice 
sweet to my ear in childhood ; whose eyes, bedim med into a path 
beauty, never restrained the glee that sparkled in the orbs of tl 
about her ; her, who had so long heard the voice that called 
whispering in her ear, that she could smile at its accents, and 
those silent words to be cheerful as angel's tones. 

In one comer of the cemetery, where a low sunken fence s< 
rates it from a neighboring court-yard, is the grave of Riclr: 
Shatswell, the first deacon of Ipswich church. In his first and 

Slace of residence until he emigrated, the city of Ipswich, Engh 
e was a man of considerable importance, having for several ^ 
cessive years borne the honor of mayor of that town. But 
unjust laws against the dissenters hampered him : he could 
take the oaths of office ; he would not make the sacrifice of princ- 
to personal honor or private emolument : and popular dissensi: 
bearing hard upon his refusal to recant his sentiments, he fled 
country, and became one of the first freeholders of Agawam. — 
remarkable, that on the very spot where the good man pitched 
tent and cleared his land ; on the very farm where he sowed 
grain and raised his crops ; lives and labors the only descendai 
the sixth generation who bears the name of Shatswell. He is 
an old man, and retains in his face and character strong imprei 
his puritanical descent, as indeed does every thing about hira 
mark of family antiquity. The house is one of those substair:^^^'^^ 
old mansions which our ancestor delighted to rear ; and though ^c:^ow 
far advanced in its second century, its stanch oak timbers, ^^^ 
heavy mouldings, and massive ballustrades, bid fair to last for nm ^pY 
generations. Every article of furniture which the house cont^^'^^ 
carries you far back into olden time. The andirons in the h^^^^^ 
fire-place, bearing the mark of 1596; the high-backed, spin^^^r- 
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looking chairs ; the fantastic legs of the upright bureau ; the pon- 
derous bellows and painted china ; all are but epistles of the habits 
of our sires. Better than all, however, are the family pictures ranged 
along the walls, where our grandmothers vie in broad hoops and stiff 
stomachers, with the more unassuming costume of their daughters. 
I found there were connected, as usual, with these old paintings 
many anecdotes of the past. At the time of the war of the revolu- 
tion, the lady of the manor was a descendant of Simon Bradstreet, 
one of the early governors of the province, whom Mather calls the 
* Nestor of New- England.* Her husband was a stanch whig, a 
leader of one of the classes into which the town was divided ; and 
though the good lady coincided fully in his political sentiments, she 
did not much like the infringement upon domestic luxuries which 
many of the patriotic resolutions of the meetings contemplated. In 
short, Madame Shatswell loved her cup of tea, and as a large store 
had been provided for family use before the' tax, she saw no harm 
in using it as usual upon the table. There were in those days, as 
there are now, certain busy-bodies who kindly take upon themselves 
the oversight of their neighbors' affairs, and through them the news 
of the treason spread over the town. A committee from the people 
immediately called at the house to protest against the drinking of 
tea. The good lady received their visit kindly, informed them of 
the circumstances of the case, and dismissed them perfectly satis- 
fied. Some months passed away, and one Sabbath Madame Shats- 
well's daughter, a bright-eyed, coquettish damsel, appeared at church 
io a new bonnet. This was a new cause of excitement, and the 
committee came again to administer reproof The lady satisfied 
them again, however ; and they, finding that the hat contained no 
treason to the people's cause, again departed. Two years of the 
War had now passed away, and mean while the daughter, Jeanette, 
had found a lover. It was the beginning of winter ; the army had 
just gone into winter quarters; and the young suitor was daily 
expected home. Wishing to appear well in his eyes, the maiden 
had spun and woven with her own hands a new linen dress, from 
Bax raised upon the homestead ; and some old ribands, long laid 
iside, having been washed and ironed to trim it withal, the damsel 
ippeared in it at church on the Sunday after her lover's arrival. 
Here was fresh cause of alarm, and forthwith on Monday morning 
same the officious committee, to remonstrate against the extrava- 
gance. The old lady's spirit was now aroused, and she could contain 
lerself no longer. * Do you come here,' was her well-remembered 
eply, ' do you come here to take me to task, because my daughter 
vore a gown she spun and wove with her own hands? Three 
imes have you interfered with my family affairs. Three times 
lave you come to tell me that my husband would be turned out of 
lis office. Now mark me I There is the door! As you came in, 
lo you may go out ! But if you ever cross my threshold again, you 
iliall find that calling Hannah Bradstreet a tory will not make her a 
z^/ward ! ' It is needless to add that Madame Shatswell's family 
were thereafter left to her own guidance. 
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But they are all gone, mother and daughter, sire and son ; and the 
five generations of the old family sleep side by side in the church- 
yard. 

A little farther up the hill, just under the shade of that stunted 
sycamore, rises the humbler grave-stone of * Joseph Smith, a patriot 
in the revolution,' who is more familiarly remembered in town, how- 
ever, as * Serjeant Joe.* Mr. Smith was one of those persons whose 
characters are formed by the times in which they live ; and as he 
lived in the war of the revolution, and then mostly by stealing pro- 
visions for his mess, the times may be said to have made him a 
thief And yet how hard a name to give to Serjeant Joe, for a 
kinder heart than his never beat in any man's bosom. Indeed, his 
very pilfering propensities may be said to have arisen from an excess 
of sympathy for human wretchedness. For liis own advantage he 
would have scorned to wrong a man of a single farthing ; but for 
the poor or the suffering, his morals were not stern enough to resist 
the temptation. Indeed, he often said that he 'couldn't help it, 
when he know'd poor folks was suffering; and that they shouldn't 
suffer as long as he had any hands to provide for them I ' And so it 
was. If the long winter had almost consumed the widow's fuel, 
the Serjeant's hand-sled, piled with wood, helped marvellously to 
eke it out. If a sick child pined for a roasted apple, the Serjeant's 
capacious pockets unloaded golden stores of russets and giUifloweis. 
Indeed, if poverty of any kind pinched neighbor or friend, the kind 
old Serjeant was ever ready with relief; so that at last he began to 
be considered by both thrifty and needy as the almoner of the town's 
bounty, and his peccadilloes were regarded as the eccentricities only 
of a benevolent heart 

The Serjeant's continuance in the army was for the whole dura- 
tion of the war. At the very first exhibition of American courage 
which proved so fatal to the British troops in their excursion to 
Lexington and Concord, Serjeant Smith showed himself a skilful 
marksman. Learning from the rumor, which seemed to have spread 
that night with a speed almost miraculous, the destination of the 
detachment, he arose from his bed, equipped himself with car- 
tridges and a famous rifie he had used at Lo veil's fight at Fryebuigh, 
saddled his horse, and started for Lexington meeting-house. Meet- 
ing with a variety of hindrances, and twice escaping narrowly from 
some straggling parties of the red-coats, it was late when he arrived 
on the ground, and the troops were already on their rapid retreat 
toward Boston. Learning that the people were all abroad, lining 
the fences and woods to keep up the fire upon the enemy, he started 
in pursuit, and in the course of a few miles, on riding up a hill, he 
found the detachment just before him. Throwing the reins upon 
his horse and starting him to full speed, he rode within a close rifle 
shot, and fired at one of the leading officers. The officer fell ; and 
the Serjeant, retreating to a safe distance, loaded his rifie again, and 
again rode up and fired, with equal success. He pursued the same 
course a third time, when the leader of the retreating body ordered 
a platoon to fire upon him. It was unavailing, however; and a 
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fourth, fifth, and sixth time, the old rifle had picked off its man, 
while its owner retreated in safety. * D — n the man ! ' exclaimed 
the officer, * give me a musket, and I '11 see ii he bears a charmed 
life, if he comes in sight again ! ' It was but a moment, and again 
the old white horse came over the brow of a hill. The officer fired, 
but in vain ; and before the smoke of his charge had cleared away, 
he too had fallen before the unerring marksman, and was lef\ behind 
by his flpng troops. When the day had closed, the wounded were 
collected by the neighbors upon the road, and every kindness ren- 
dered to them. The officer was not dead, and on being laid upon a 
bed where his wounds could be examined, his first question, even 
under the apprehension of immediate death, was, * Who was that old 
feUow on the white horse ? ' 

By his side sleeps his brother soldier, Ensign Edward Ross, whose 
stories of * flood and field * beguiled many a winter evening at the 
fanner's fireside. How well I remember those tales of 'Saratogue* 
with which the veteran used to surprise us, and my boyish wonder 

* Stood a-tiptoe when the day was waned,' 

to hear the marvellous exploits he had himself performed at the 
'taking of Burg'ine.' If you would beheve him, the part he had 
acted brought distinguished honor to the American standard, 
wherever he chanced to have been, through the whole war ; and I 
doubt if an engagement or skirmish could have been named in 
which he had not manfully battled for our freedom. He was none 
of your timorous story-tellers, ever distrusting your faith and doubt- 
ing how far he should go ; but a bold, hearty har, plunging at once 
into the very depths of your credulity. Let the turf be p3ed high 
on the fire, the hearth be swept, the women-folks be seated on one 
side of the capacious fire-place, and the host with mug in hand turn 
lound and say, * Come, uncle Edward, it 's dry work talking ; take a 
drink of our old October, and let's have a story about the revolu- 
tion ; ' and the old man would reel off" such yams as a veteran from 
Cape Cod might have envied. Methinks I see him now, his staffs* 
standing in the jam, and his gray eye lighting up with the fire of 
youthful days, as he recounted the feats of arms, in language as 
dear and copious as one of his own mountain streams. Light He 
the turf upon thy ashes, old soldier, and green grow the grass over 
thy resting-place ! 

But passing over these, let us come to an enclosure that contains 
the grave of a father and his twin daughters, sleeping side by side 
in the church-yard. How quiet is the spot I How beautiful the 
testing-place of the last of their race ! The daisies grow sweetly 
imder the scented thorns that bend over the mounds, and the moss- 
rose buds, jewelled with dew-drops on ^mmer mornings, are faint 
emblems of the loveliness of the maidens who rest beneath. 

The father, a man high in his country's estimation, and whose 
name is associated with more than one of her victories upon the 
ocean, suffering from the effects of a wound received in the engage- 
tnent of the Hornet, had retired from the navy after the declanition 
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of peace, to reside on his paternal homestead, and superintend in 
person the education of his daughters. He had known sorrow; for 
the wife and mother had died and been buried among strangers in 
a distant land wliilc he was absent upon service ; and the children, 
the only descendants of his own or the maternal race, became more 
than ever the objects of his fondest idolatry. They had been care- 
fully instructed during his absence ; had grown in beauty of person 
and mind to the maturity of womanhood ; and were in every way 
fitted to increase and bless the affection of the father. Though 
years have passed away, there are many who still remember the 
strong love that bound together the inmates of that retired mansion, 
and the elegance which seemed to attach itself to every thing about 
them. 

To a finished education and a thorough knowledge of the world, 

Captain A added a strong mind, which threw an influence over 

every one with whom he associated. U[)on his daughters, both par- 
taking more of the yielding disposition of the mother thau of the 
father's firmness, it was most manifest ; and never in disposition, or 
mind, or daily duty, were children more moulded to a parent's will. 
With a love of nature, and a quick perception of the beautiful in 
all her varieties, they would wander through the wood-lands and 
pastures, collecting minerals and flowers to arrange and classify and 
study under his direction. Guided too by him, they would scour 
the hills for miles around, to trace out the ruined fortifications of the 
early settlers, or to discover relics of the aboriginal inhabitants; and 
then, seated on the grass beside him, listen to his teachings. It was 
a beautiful group, that father and daughters ; and whenever you 
found them, at morning or evening, by hill or brook or seashore, 
they impressed you with a loveliness that seemed too fair for earth. 

Thus passed away the winter and summer of a single year. 
Autumn came again, with its golden hues and soft sunlight days, 
bringing joy and contentment to the dwellers of Oak-grove. Win- 
ter approached, but with it came the symptoms of premature decay. 
What meant that hectic flush on the cheek of the taller maiden, 
and why the suppressed cough, and the shrinking and saddened 
spirit? The father, keenly alive to all that affected the only objects 
of his life, sought the skill of the ablest physicians, and by their 
advice determined to try the benefit of a warmer climate. Prepa- 
rations were instantly made for the voyage ; and scarcely a week 
had elapsed before they were embarked and far away toward the 
sunny South. There every thing was done which skill and the 
affection of loving hearts could do, to drive away the approach of 
the insidious malady. Rides, walks, parties of pleasure, games at 
home and amusements abroad, every device to exhilarate the vo^xA 
and fortify the courage of *the fair invalid, were tried, repeated, and 
failed ; and on the opening of another summer, the father, broken- 
hearted and in despair, returned home to lay his loved one in the 
grave. 

That long summer! who of that family can ever forget it? The 
assiduous attention of sister and parent to the dying one ; the si^^ 
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ide each morning to accustomed resort of brook or tree or hill-side ; 
he room filled with melody or fragrant with flowers ; the declining 
itrength, cutting off one by one the enjoyments of the still beautiful 
mfferer; the hopes, alternately encouraged or depressed, even to 
he last ; and sweeter, better than all, the soft tones of the sister or 
he manly voice of the father, subdued and often broken, reading 
>age after page of God's Holy Word to the gentle listener, and in 
he firmness of christian grace bidding her 

' Look lo Him who trod before 
The desolate paths of life : 
And bear in meekness, as He gently bore, 
Sorrow and pain ana strife : ' 

md then the death-scene, too sacred to be unfolded to the eyes of 
itrangers, but beautiful as is ever the exit of the believer ; are all 
mprinted upon the hearts of those who witnessed them, never to 
)e efl[aced. 

The spirit of Captain A , crushed by the heavy blow, clung 

nore closely to the surviving daughter, and in her increased fond- 
less seemed to find a support from utter wretchedness. Alas I that 
lupport was also doomed to fail him I The assiduous attention so long 
endered to the deceased had proved too much ; the same disease 
lad fastened upon her; and ere a twelvemonth had elapsed, she too 
lad sunk, quietly, gently, in the calmness of christian faith, into the 
ame grave. Her parting words, * I shall not leave you long behind, 
Either I' seemed prophetic of the end; for a month had not gone 
irhen he too, borne on the arms of four of his fellow-officers, was 
lid beside his daughters. 

That enclosure in the old burial-place is sacred to many hearts. 
have seen the mother sitting beside it, and have heard her, holding 
le little hands of her child between her's, repeat the tale of sorrow, 
ntil it's blue eyes filled with tears at the sad recital. I have listened 
> the voice of the summer night- wind, as I hung over the rude 
i,ling; have watched the stars looking down with their tremulous 
earns upon the green graves ; absorbed in the recollection of the 
eauty that was laid beneath ; and might have listened and watched 
ntil they paled in the morning twilight, but for the deep, solemn 
3Uiid of the old church-clock, warning me of the hour of midnight 
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Hope on the cradled infant smiles, 
And plays round the frolicksome boy ; 

The youth with her magical enchantment beguiles, 
Nor can a^e her power destroy ; 

For when in death at last he lies, 

Hope siis on the grave and points to the skies. 

Nor is tills the fair dream, unsubstantial and vain, 

Of a head with wild fancies elate ; 
The heart from within echoes loudly again, 

' We are bom for a happier state : * 
And what that voice would bid us believe, 
The hoping soul will never deceive ! 
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AN OLD man's reminiscence. 



' Ak old revolutionary officer, now living in New- York at the advanced a^re of uiacty-one. in evory rwptctt 
£«>ntlenuui of the eld ncboul. paid a viait, some eif bt years iiinc«. to a friend in Alb^y ; and while th«if, wm 
taken to the house and room in which, fifty yean b«*fore. bo bad been xnam<>d. In a letter to hiignB^ 
dRUfi;hter he gave an account of tbi<i vxjiit. and bin feelings on the occasion : and she, having a rhyzoini pn>> 
p«ujut;. threw the dear old genUeman and his reminiscence into the accompanyini; linea.' 



An old man stood, in serious mood, within an ancient room. 
And o'er his features ^thered &st a shade of deeper gloom, 
While to his eye, bodimmed with age, came up the gushing tears, 
As Memory from her hidden cells recalled long-buried years. 

Wliat were his thoughts that hour, which thus awakened many a sigh? 
What brought the shadow o'er his brow, the moisture to his eye ? 
What in that old &miliar place had power to touch his heart, 
To call that cloud of sorrow up, ana bid that tear-drop start ? 

Hie past ! the past ! how rolled the tide of Time's swift river back, 
While the brignt rays of youth and love shed lustre on its track! 
Full fifty summer suns had shone, since on that silent snot 
Had passed a scene, while life was left could never be forgot. 

There bad the holiest tie been formed, the marriage vow been given, 
And she who spoke it then with him was now a saint in heaven ! 
But long, long intervening years seemed like an idle dream. 
As o'er his soul with glowing light came that bright vision-gleam. 

He stood before the holy man, with her \\\s youthful bride, 
And spoke again the phghtin^ word that hound him to her side ; 
A^in he clasped the small fair hand that hour had made his own, 
The vision faded — and he stood all desolate and lone ! 

His youthful brow is silvered o'er with four-score winters' snows; 
The faltering step, the furrowed cheek, tell of life's certain close : 
The plighted briae, the &ithful wife, beloved so long, so true. 
Now sleeps beneath the burial-sod where spring the wild-flowers blue. 

There Is no music in his home, no light around his hearth ! 
The childish forms that frolicked there, have passted with all their mirth ; 
Years have rolled by — the changing years — and now he stands alcme^ 
Musing upon ' the past ! the past ! ' — hoi>es faded, loved ones gone ! 

Yet, aged pilcjim ! dry the tear — suppress the rising sigh ; 
Look upward, onward, to the scenes of immortality ! 
Fleet be the moments, if they bear in their resistless flight 
The spirit on to that pure world of blessedness and light 

There are thy loved ones, gathered safe, in beauty side by side. 

And there the partner of thy life, thy manhood's gentle bride ; 

Fair as she stood in that sweet hour, this day recalled to mind, 

A little season gone before, a better rest to find : 

And thou, when death shall close thine eye, in heaven that rest wilt sbsre. 

And find the tie once broken here, indissoluble there. 

JWir- York, Augwt, 18«3. *' *' "* 
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THE INNOCENCE OF A GALLEY-SLAVE 



CONCLCBXV mOX OUK Z^flT. 



For more than six weeks doctor Mallet had two patients instead 
)f one under his charge, in the house of Monsieur Grorsay. For some 
lays the situation of Lucia seemed more precarious than that of 
Jie old man, to whom ungratified vengeance imparted an energy 
^hich triumphed over the weakness of age, as well as the severity 
)f his wounds. While the outraged husband thus climg desper- 
itely to life, which he would not leave unavenged, the young wife, 
itricken by gloomy despair, seemed hastening to meet an untimely 
ind longed-for dissolution. 

On seeing her becoming day by day more feeble and more 
jxcited, the prey of a slow fever which after exhausting the body 
hreatened to seize upon the brain, and extinguish reason, the 
)hysician regretted more than once the rude test to which he had 
esorted, with the view of rendering his remedies more efficacious 
)y disclosing the source of the malady. By degrees, however, his 
)ersevering efforts triumphed over a disease whose hold the youth 
)f Lucia rendered less tenacious. The fever abated before it had 
Arried its ravages into the sanctuary of the mind ; as a conflagra- 
ion, after destroying many meaner buildings, has its progress stayed 
it the threshold of a stately temple. The young wife gradually 
ecovered her strength, and preserved her mental powers. Sad 
riumph of art ! With loss of reason she would perhaps have lost 
lie sense of her misfortune. 

Monsieur and Madame Gorsay had not seen each other since the 
ay of the attempted assassination. Separated from each other, 
ut united by one common thought, equally bitter to both, during 
le long hours of their sad vigils they had emptied to the dregs the 
intents of the empoisoned chalice of an ill-assorted union. Mon- 
eur Gorsay was fixst in a condition to infringe the strict rules 
stablished by the physician. One evening, taking advantage of 
le momentary absence of his attendant, he left his apartment, 
id with difficulty ascended to that of Lucia. With a gesture of 
»nimand he dismissed the nurse, who, terrified by his unex- 
3Cted appearance, stood for some moments motionless at the 
>or. Lucia was sitting, or rather reclining, upon a sofa near the 
re-place. At sight of her husband she made no movement, spoke 
3t a word, but remained motionless, with eyes riveted upon him 
ith an expression of horror. Husband and wife gazed on each 
Jier for some time in silence, marking with gloomy avidity the 
Lvages which disease and suffering had made upon both since their 
3paration. The old man found the young wife whom he had left 
lU of bloom and freshness, now wan and emaciated. Lucia per^ 
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ceived many new furrows on the brow of her husband ; but soon 
her whole attention was absorbed by the pccuhar expression of his 
eyes, which glowed upon her with implacable passion. 

* It seems then that I must pay you a visit, since you do not 
choose to descend,' said Monsieur Gorsay, seating himself at the 
other side of the fire-place. 

* They might have told you that I was ill myself,* replied Lucia, 
in a feeble voice. 

* And had you not been ill you would not have left me ? Oh I I 
doubt it not I ' said the old man, with a bitter smile. But yes ; I see 
that you have been ill. You are so changed, that when I first 
entered I hardly knew you. To judge from your appearance, you 
must have suffered much.' 

* Much ! * said the young female, repressing a sigh. 

* To suffer I and at your age I this seems very unjust, does it not?' 
continued Monsieur Gorsay with ironical compassion ; * for me now, 
who have lived so long, and am only fit for the grave, suffering is very 
suitable. But for you, a child, a flower, to suffer I Yes indeed, I 
can imagine how so strange a destiny surprises you, and makes you 
murmur. It was my part to suffer all the pains, yours to enjoy all 
the pleasures. What are a few drops of useless blood in compari- 
son with those bitter pearls, the traces of which I see in your eyes ? 
I have been a great egotist, no doubt ; I ought to have shed your 
tears as well as my own, so that the lustre of your beauty might 
not have been dimmed ; and I would have had but a sorrow the 
more ! ' 

The old man dropped his head upon liis breast, and remained 
silent for some time. 

* You do not answer me,' continued he, steadily regarding his 
wife. 

* You have asked me nothing,' answered Lucia, with a mouraful 
air. 

* You are right ; my head is so weak that I cannot remember 
what I have been saying the minute previous ; or rather, I think I 
said what was not in my thoughts. What was it I wished to ask 
you ? Ah ! here it is I ' continued he, after having appeared to tax 
his memory ; ' do you think yourself strong enough to bear a short 
journey ? * 

* What journey ? ' said the wife, with secret disquietude. 

* The journey to Bordeaux. You know it is but a short distance.' 
' And what have we to do at Bordeaux ? ' replied she, in an 

altered tone. 

* We must be there at the opening of the assizes,' answered Mon- 
sieur Gorsay, with affected sang froid. * I received a summons a 
few days since, inclosing one for you. They are going to try this 
man, and it is necessary that we should give our testimony.' 

Lucia arose, and fell at the knees of her husband, grasping con- 
vulsively both his hands. 

' 1 am guilty ! ' exclaimed she, in an accent to which despair gave 
inexpressible poignancy ; ' I have broken my vows ; I have forgot' 
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ten my duties ; I have deceived and betrayed you ; I am a misera- 
ble wretch, unworthy of forgiveness I I expect neither favor, nor 
pity, nor mercy. Trample me under your feet ; I will not utter a 
complaint I Kill me ; I will make no resistance I I ask nothing for 
myself — I desire nothing.' 

* For w^iom then do you ask any thing? and what do you desire ?' 
replied the old man, sternly. 

* What do I desire I ' exclaimed she, with redoubled energy ; * I 
desire, I implore, that you will not cause another, much less guilty 
than myself, to bear the punishment of my crime. I desire you to 
retract a declaration more cmel than a murder — for the dagger only 
deprives of life, the scaffold bears away honor likewise. If you 
wish for blood, why not accuse me ? There are women who kill 
their husbands ; why might I not be one of these ? Denounce me ; 
I will avow every thing. You will be free from a crime which 
ought to fill you with horror; and an innocent man will not be made 
to suffer death.' 

* All this is very heroic,' said Monsieur Gorsay, with imperturbable 
raillery ; * but I have too good an opinion of our friend to believe 
that he would be willing to save his life at the expense of yours. 
It is his duty, as a devoted lover, to suffer himself to be condemned 
to death without saying a word ; and I am sure that he will do so.* 

* He icUl do so, most assuredly,' repeated Lucia, gazing fiercely 
at her husband ; * but will you, so near your own death, commit 
murder? Do you believe in God ?' 

* Was it Monsieur d' Aubian who taught you to believe in him ? ' 
Baid the old man. 

* You are right — you are right I Choose the most cruel words ; 
pierce my heart and avenge yourself; but let it be upon me alone.* 

* And where would be the justice of that ? By what rule should 
the most guilty go unpunished? No! for you, tears! — for him, 
death ! ' 

* Death ! * • 

* Perhaps only the galleys ; we must not always look on the 
darkest side of the picture.* 

* But he is innocent' 

'Innocent'.' repeated Monsieur Gorsay, risinff, and dragging his 
wife from the suppliant attitude she had assumed. * In your estima- 
tion it is only the murderer, who plunges a dagger in your bosom, who 
is criminal. But do you think that the soul has no blood as well as 
the body ? It is the price of this blood of my soul that he must 
pay, for he has shed it even to the last drop ! Ah, Lucia ! you do 
not comprehend that I love you I — that upon this wide earth you 
are my last, my only treasure ! And you wish that I should pardon 
him ! Never I never I ' 

He repulsed with an inexorable gesture the young female, who 
remained standing a few paces from him in an attitude of the 
deepest sadness and dejection. At this moment Doctor Mallet 
entered the room. 

' It is a good sign when the patient begins to disobey the orders 
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of his physician/ said he, with affected pleasantry ; * however, Mon- 
sieur Gorsay, let me tell you that there is some imprudence in 
leaving your chamber.' 

* I must accustom myself to it, however,' replied the old man. 

* In about a fortnight I shall be obHged to take a journey, for reasons 
which admit of no excuse.' 

* Ah ! yes,' said the doctor, glancing furtively at Lucia, * the trial 
at Bordeaux. We shall take the journey together; for I have also 
received a citation, although there is little that I can tell. Will 
Madame Grorsay accompany us ? ' 

* In her present situation,* replied Monsieur Gorsay, composedly, 
I fear it would be imprudent, and perhaps dangerous. You, who 
are her physician, will doubtless not refuse a certificate which I 
can produce before the president of the assizes.' 

* We will see about it,* said Monsieur Mallet, with an evasive smile. 

* Thank God ! Madame Gk)rsay is now completely convalescent, 
and a little excursion, far from being attended with danger, would 
probably be of service to her. But we will decide this matter 
when the time arrives. In the meanwhile, my good patient, will 
you please descend to your own apartment? Here is my arai. 
Madame has been up too long to-day; she is fatigued, and must be 
left to repose herself a little.* 

Offering no remark. Monsieur Gorsay accepted the proffered arm 
of the physician, and took leave of his wife with h3rpocritical ten- 
derness. The two men left the room, to which, in about half an 
hour, Monsieur Mallet returned alone. 

* Doctor, I will go to Bordeaux,' said Lucia, abruptly, who seemed 
to have expected his return. 

* I have my doubts of it, but should like to be certain,' replied 
the physician, with a mournful smile. 

* You will not give the certificate which is asked of you ? ' con- 
tinued she, with an air at once of command and entreaty. 

* I cannot give it conscientiously. You sfire in fact sufficiently: 
strong to bear the fatigue of so short a journey ; but it is not the 
journey that I dread ; it is the sojourn there.* 

Lucia briskly approached the doctor, and laid her hand upon his 
mouth. * In the name of Heaven, not a word more ! ' said she ; 

* whatever you may have seen, heard, or suspected, (for during my 
fever I doubtless have spoken,) whatever you may now know, say 
nothing to me. Pity an unfortunate woman ; serve me, but spare 
my feelings ! May I rely upon you ? * 

* As on a father,' rephed Monsieur Mallet, with tenderness ; and he 
pressed to his lips the hand she had laid upon them. 



The attempt made upon the person of Monsieur Gorsay produced 
through all the department of the Gironde a sensation exceeding 
any thing that had been known for many years previously. The 
age and wealth of the victim ; the respect in which he was gener- 
ally held in the country ; the strange contrast between the two indi- 
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viduals apprehended on suspicion ; the one a man of the world, 
connected with the best families of Gnicnne, and already somewhat 
noted for the follies of a dissipated youth ; the other a convict just 
released from the galleys, as was stated on the first examination ; 
and lastly, the illness of Madame Gk)rsay, which was generally 
attributed to conjugal attachment, the more meritorious, considering 
the age of its object ; all these circumstances, over which there still 
hovered a mysterious uncertainty, had excited public curiosity to 
the highest pitch. Every one was impatient to solve the bloody 
enigma. The two accused individuals especially became the daily 
subjects of a multitude of conjectures, of explanations, of discus- 
sions, of wagers even, which were sustained with equal obstinacy 
by each party. Some refused to give credence to the guilt of 
Arthur. Of this party were in the first place all the women ; who 
could believe the possibility that a man worthy of their regard 
might commit a poetical crime, but not that he could be guilty of a 
petty offence. 

* Shocking I * exclaimed the fashionable fair ones of Bordeaux : 
* Monsieur d'Aubian, with whom we used to dance last winter, he 
assassinate an old man I A young man of such polished manners ! 
so agreeable, so witty, and with such a true Spanish air! He 
attempt to kill an old man to steal his purse ! Preposterous I ' 

HsA Arthur been accused of stabbing Monsieur Gorsay with 
some romantic intent, to run away with his wife for instance, the 
thing, however dreadful, might have had an air of probability. Sen- 
timental spirits would not have refused pity for a crime thus 
ennobled by passion ; but to stick a knife in a man for the purpose 
of afterward emptying his pockets — this was the act of a galley- 
slave, and not that of a gentleman. Thus reasoned female good 
sense ; which, as is generally the case, reasoned with tolerable 
correctness. 

On the other side, Bonnemain did not lack oflicious defenders. 
And first, he had on his side the lower orders, naturally hostile to 
the aristocracy, and who, between two suspected individuals, 
naturally lean toward the . one in the lowest station. Then came 
the friends of humanity, philanthropists by profession, emancipators 
of negroes, and all those individuals who busy themselves with the 
future prospects of nations, and the progress of society ; a race 
abounding in compassionate souls, in whose estimation a man of 
the meanest natiue, provided he is guiltless of actual crime, and 
especially if he has just been released from the galleys, becomes a 
prodigiously estimable character. These persons did not content 
themselves with treating as a frivolous, and even a barbarous pre- 
judice, the opinion which sought to vindicate d'Aubian, by recalling 
the former suspicious circumstances of the life of his fellow - 
accused : they awaited more impatiently than the others the result 
of the trial, fully expecting to find in the acquittal of Bonnemain 
a new text for their sermons against the prejudices which dare to 
hold in legitimate suspicion those unfortunates whose moral educa- 
tion the galleys have just completed. 
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Between these two opinions a third sentiment prevailed : it was 
that of those impartial men, who, to reconcile all differences, main- 
tained that both the accused were equally guilty, and anticipated 
the verdict of the jury, by proclaiming their confederation to be 
beyond a doubt. This third party, which it was whispered had 
good reasons for its existence, succeeded in making the difficulty 
more complicated instead of clearing it up. 

While the crime and the approaching trial were thus the general 
topic of conversation, on both sides of the Garonne, for twenty 
leagues around, the investigation was pursued with the activity 
which the importance of the case and the near approach of the 
assizes demanded. The details of the inquiry seemed to add 
weight to the opinion of those who were for acquitting the galley- 
slave at the expense of the lover. To the reiterated questions put 
to them, the prisoners both persisted in the system of absolute 
denial beliind which they heul, in the first instance, entrenched 
themselves; but in proportion as the new facts brought to hght 
during the procedure appeared favorable to Bonnemain, so much 
the more overwhelming did they seem for Arthur. Except this 
latter, who was unwilling to make any disclosures, no one at the 
time of the attempt had seen the galley-slave. Arrested at break 
of day on the road to Bordeaux, it was no difficult matter for him to 
explain the cause of his early peregrination. His story was, that 
suspecting his companions had discovered his real condition, he 
was fearful of being denounced by them to the officers of justice, 
and of being pursued for having broken his sentence of banish- 
ment. That he might not be arrested, he had resolved to quit the 
country, and had set out in the middle of the night that his depar- 
ture might not be noticed. The pieces of gold found upon him 
were the fruits of economy, and the amount was not sufficient to 
render this assertion improbable. Beside, no traces of blood had 
been discovered upon his dress, either in consequence of his 
having changed his clothes between the commission of the crime 
and liis arrest, or of his having, in the very perpetration of the 
deed, preserved sufficient coolness to avoid all tell-tale stains. In 
fact his hands, which were carefully examined, seemed clean, 
without the appearance of having been recently washed ; for the 
adroit villain, to avoid giving a pretext for suspicions which might 
have been excited by a neatness seldom practised by country 
laborers, a race of men in general very guiltless of ablutions, had 
with ingenious refinement worn gloves when he committed the 
deed. As for the knife which was used, no one had ever seen it 
in the possession of the culprit ; and were it not for the circum- 
stance of his former condemnation, he would probably have at 
once been set at hberty for want of proofs. 

But while the innocence of Bonnemain, at each new step in the 
investigation, appeared more evident, proofs more and more weighty 
accumulated around Arthur; proofs sufficient to have established 
his guilt, even without the damning declaration of Monsieur Gor- 
say. The knife, it is true, could not be proved as belonging to 
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him ; but other evidence was brought forward, not less conclusive. 
The rope-ladder was identified by a rope -maker, who declared that 
he had sold it to Monsieur d'Aubian some months previously. It 
was evident from this fact that the entry of Arthur into the park 
was not accidental but premeditated; the instruments used for 
scaling walls being found in his possession. It was farther proved 
that during the summer Monsieur Gorsay had received at Bordeaux 
a payment of twenty thousand francs, which he had immediately 
converted into gold, and that d'Aubian, who was the fellow traveller 
of the old man on the occasion, had knowledge of these two facts. 
On an investigation of the previous life of the accused, it appeared 
that for several years past, he had lost at play large sums of money, 
and had contracted debts, for the discharge of which his patrimony 
seemed insufficient ; and when the domiciliary visit was made to 
his house, very httle money was found there. From all these 
circumstances, skilfully grouped, and made to throw fight upon 
each other by their juxtaposition, the gentlemen of the law, prac- 
tised in the subtle deductions of judicial logic, found fittle difficulty 
in arriving at a decisive conclusion. In their eyes, Arthur d'Aubian, 
rained by play, and unable to borrow more money, had determined 
to commit a robbery, which chance had nearly converted into a 
murder. Indeed, it was only those who were most lenient in their 
judgment, who admitted this last supposition. The Dracos of the 
bar considered the premeditation of the murder, as well as of the 
lesser crime, fully established. 

Such was the situation of affairs, and the state of pubUc opinion, 
when the court at length opened at the principal city of the depart- 
ment. The prisoners had been removed a few days previously 
from the house of detention at Reole to the central prison of Bor- 
deaux. The witnesses, among whom were Monsieur Gorsay and 
his wife, arrived at that city shortly afterward. At the approach of 
the last scene of a drama, with which aU minds had been occupied 
for more than two months, public curiosity was raised to a pitch of 
extreme excitement. The disclosures of the inquest had thinned 
the ranks of the defenders of Arthur : the women alone generally 
remained true to him; and the stronger the presumptive proofs 
appeared against him, the more ardent they became in his de- 
fence. 

' What signify aU these quibbles of the law ? ' said the most 
zealous of his fair partizans ; ' he has been known to lose money at 
cards ; this only proves that he is not lucky at play. He has debts ; 
how could it be otherwise, when a young man goes into society 
without a fortune ? And above all, it seems he sometimes made 
use of a rope-leulder. This is the grand crime I Poor young 
man!' 

The rope-ladder, indeed, had contributed to strengthen in the 
hearts of many of the defenders of Arthur the interest which he 
had at first excited. Even in the bosom of the court itself a party 
had declared in his favor. 
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* If you convict him I will never forgive you I ' said the wife of the 
judge-advocate to her husband, who was charged with the support 
of the prosecution. 

* I shall certainly convict him/ replied the magistrate, * for I am 
as well convinced of his guilt as if I had seen him commit the 
crime.* 

* And I would not believe it/ said Arthur's fjur champion, ' even if 
I had seen it* 

' It is a fortunate thing for society that women cannot serve on 
juries/ replied the advocate -general, shrugging his shoulders; *it 
would be out of the question for them to convict a criminal, pro- 
vided he was five-and-twenty, well made, with bright eyes and 
curling hair/ 

In accordance with that law of gradation which seems so natural 
that it is observed even in affairs of the greatest moment, the case 
of Grorsay had been reserved for the last of the session. The petty 
larcenies, misdemeanors, forgeries, murders without premeditation, 
and other ordinary crimes, punishable at most with the galleys, 
were first hurried over, exciting but little interest except in mem- 
bers of the bar, and the habitual attendants upon the assizes : but 
when the day came for the trial of the prisoners, whose names 
were in all mouths, the court room was not large enough to contain 
the crowds which early in the morning besieged its doors. Almost 
the whole space allotted to the pubhc on ordinary occasions was 
now reserved for the more favored amateurs of justice. Many 
young men, who had been on terms of intimacy with Arthur, 
exhibited great curiosity to see how he would look when placed 
upon the culprit's stand. These excellent friends, introduced within 
the privileged inclosure, some by favor, others under the robes of 
members of the bar, settled themselves clamorously on the seats of 
the lawyers, behind the tribune, wherever in short they could fiind 
a seat or foot-hold. By a gallant attention on the part of tiie president 
of the assizes, the interior of the judgment-hall had been exclusively 
reserved for ladies of condition, who were there crowded together, 
busthng and buzzing like a swarm of bees in their hive. On the pre- 
vious evening, the greater part of these butterflies of fashion had 
cast with dramatic effect their bouquets at the feet of Mademoiselle 
Taglioni, who was then performing at Bordeaux ; and now, with 
the person half liid by a large veil, (at the court of assizes the veiL 
is etiquette, as the bouquet is at the theatre,) with pockets welL 
suppHed with scent-bottles, and handkerchief in hand ready for the^ 
expected tear, they were awaiting, but not in silence, the denoue — 
ment of a drama more piquant than that of the theatre, and emo — 
lions more touching than the enchantments of the Sylphide. 

The simultaneous entrance of the court and prisoners produce cza 
in this brilliant audience one of those sudden movements whicJf 
resemble the phenomena of electricity. The whole assemblage ros ^ 
with one movement ; and soon it appeared that the women had th -^ 
advantage over the men ; for all of them, even the most timid, 
the excitement of the moment, had sprung upon their chairs. Tl^ 
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plebeians in the hindmost ranks, protested with indignant outcries 
against this screen of hats and shawls, which at such an interesting 
moment hid from their gaze the spectacle so long and anxiously 
waited for. Some time elapsed before the constables could restore 
order and obtain silence : at length the female part of the audience 
consented to be seated, and the plumed bevy settled down, as the 
waves of the ocean subside when the tempest which excited them 
has passed away. 

All eyes, however, remained intently fixed upon the two accused, 
who, in obedience to that principle of equahty with which the law 
regards all its victims, were placed side by side, the gentleman and 
the galley-slave on the ignominious bench alloted to the prisoners. 
Two months of captivity, the termination of which might be the 
scafibld, had impressed upon the features of Arthujr deep and 
visible traces. The elegant young man, who during the preceding 
winter had obtained in the most briUiant saloons of Bordeaux a 
success which was due at least as much to his good looks as to his 
wit, now presented himself to the companions of his happy days, 
pale, wan, emaciated, and bearing on his countenance the impress 
of a destiny, the horror of which, while he bowed before its sway, 
he seemed fully to comprehend. But if his brow appeared color- 
less, and his eye deprived of the fire which his fair admirers had 
not unfrequently remarked in them, his countenance had at least 
lost none of its firmness and noble aspect Without deigning to 
cast a look upon the man with whom he found himself coupled, nor 
upon the audience which, with greedy eyes and ears, he heard 
murmuring around him, like a pack of hounds yelping over their 
prey, he exchanged a few words with his counsel, whose friend- 
ship and devotion had been of long standing, and seated himself 
with a composed air, and remained in a fixed attitude, apparently 
indifiTerent to what was going on around him. 

' ' Pon honor ! the handsome d' Aubian is just now badly named,' 
said a youngster with no small pretensions to good looks himself, to 
one of his companions. 

' The poor fellow cannot feel very much at his ease,* replied the 
other, who had been on terms of the greatest intimacy with d'Au- 
bian ; * guilty or not, I should be sorry to have him convicted. But 
what an idea, to assassinate this poor old man ! There were a 
thousand other means to get money.' 

* What means ? ' 

* Why, not one of these women here would have refused to lend 
him some.' 

' Bah ! women give, but do not lend,' said a third speaker, in a 
sententious tone. 

' And is not that the same thing ? ' 

' Either plan is bad enough,' said the dandy, with a prudish air ; 
' for my part, I would as soon take to stealing.' 

' Is Madame Chamesson here ? ' asked Arthur's friend, who by 
Uius naming a rich and superannuated old woman, firom whom the 
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young coxcomb was more than suspected of receiving supplies, 
efiectually closed his mouth. 

In order to make a favorable impression upon the jury, Bonne- 
main, who knew well the influence that the appearance of a prisoner 
often makes upon them, had employed all the little arts of the toilet 
which his person and situation would allow. Clad in a new suit, 
(thanks to the ten louis* of Monsieur Gorsay,) newly shaven, with 
modest and humble aspect, hands placed upon his knees, he held 
himself in an attitude so benign and reverential, that at the sight of 
this second Ambrose de Lamela, more than one spectator could not 
help whispering to his neighbor, ' Is it possible that this can be a 
hberated galley-slave ? From his appearance, one would give him 
absolution without confession.' 

The empanneling of the jury, the reading of the decree of 
reference and accusation, the interrogation of the accused, and the 
deposition of a number of witnesses, took up the whole of the first 
sitting; nor did the interest of the audience flag for a moment; but 
the mysterious and tragic character of the drama did not develope 
itself in all its deep import, until the second day, when from the 
witness chamber came forth an old man whose white hair, imposing 
features, and countenance calm in its severity, excited among all 
ranks of spectators a murmur of pity and respect. It was Monsieur 
Gorsay. 



During two months, the sanguinary resentment in which the last 
energies of a man on the verge of the tomb had been concentrated 
had suffered no abatement ; but it had by degrees undergone those 
modifications which time and reflection always bring with them. 
To the furious rage, the insatiable thirst for revenge, the blind 
frenzy, which in the first instance had caused him to regard the 
slightest delay in his vengeance as a mark of base imbecility, had 
succeeded a determination cold, patient, implacable, and the more 
terrible, inasmuch as instead of finding vent, it was restrained within 
the recesses of his own bosom. By long boiling in the heart, that 
crucible of flesh hotter than a brazen furnace, the disordered pas- 
sions came at length to cast off the scoriae which changed the nature 
of their temper. The last stage in this refining process is hypocrisy, 
that wondrous power, which gains in depth what it hides upon the 
surface, and whose burst, when it breaks forth, is like the explosion 
of a volcano. 

Monsieur GJorsay had thus comprehended the necessity of curbing 
his vengeance in order to render it more effective. When he entered- 
the court-room, his countenance and deportment would have done 
credit to a consummate actor. Far from betraying the deadly hat< 
which was gnawing at his heart, his eyes, as they rested for 
moment upon Arthur, only expressed a mournful compassion, bjr^ 
which the audience were sensibly affected.' At this look, in which^ 
he had expected to have found rage but not deceitful pity, d*Aubiai^^ 
felt that his doom was fixed ; and replied by a bitter smile to th< 
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magnanimous forgiveness with which the old man seemed to over- 
whelm him. The eyes of Monsieur Gorsay then glanced over the 
convict without resting on him ; but in spite of the rapidity of the 
movement, the expression was so significant, that to hide the impres- 
sion produced, Bonnemain turned away his head, and for some time 
kept his eyes fixed steadily on the ground. 

* What a fine old cock it is ! ' said he to himself; * I was sure that 
he would not send me to the gallows. A great comfort it will be to 
him to have this tall fellow's neck stretched ! Egad ! had I been 
married to such a pretty wife, I would have acted just so myself 
A bad fellow, that d'Aubian. When I think of the damage I was 
going to do this respectable old gentleman, I feel quite ashamed of 
myself But what a devil of an idea to say to me, * Bonnemain, rid 
me of this man and you shall have ten thousand francs,* and then to 
show me, at the same time, twenty thousand in that cursed secre- 
taiy, which would n't be opened ! Who could hesitate between ten 
thousand and twenty thousand? ' 

The most profound silence prevailed while Monsieur Gorsay 
replied to the questions of form which the presiding judge of the 
assizes put to him. This formality being finished, the old man sat 
down in front of the bench and turned toward the jury ; then in a 
deep voice, the faltering tones of which seemed the efliect of the 
regret which a generous mind feels at being compelled to turn 
accuser, he repeated word for word the declaration which he had 
made on the day of the attempted assassination. This recital stated 
in substance, that being asleep at the moment when he received 
the first blow, Monsieur Gorsay, before losing entirely his conscious- 
ness, had recognized the features of the murderer, who had lit a 
taper to enable him to force the secretary. 

* Look at the accused,' said the president to the witness ; * are you 
quite sure that he whom you recognized was Arthur d'Aubian?' 

The old man turned toward the prisoner, and cast upon the lover 
of Lucia a look in which triumph was admirably veiled by the sem- 
blance of pity. * It was he indeed I ' said he, with a sigh ; * in vain 
do 1 wish not to recognize him.* 

A general and prolonged sensation throughout the crowded audi- 
ence followed this declaration. Arthur alone remained apparently 
unmoved, and contented himself with a scornful smile. 

* Monsieur President,' said one of the jurors, when silence was 
reestablished, * I should like the witness to tell us whether prior to 
this attempt there was any subject of enmity between the accused 
and himself 

This question excited a lively interest, particularly among the 
females, who though constrained to believe in the guilt of Arthur, 
could not admit that a robbery was the end in view. The prisoner 
liimself slightly colored, and seemed to experience a secret disqui- 
etude. Monsieur Gorsay, however, was prepared for every interrog- 
atory, and this one gave him neither surprise nor trouble. 

* Monsieur d'Aubian and myself,' replied he, * have been for a long 
time neighbors ; and our intercourse has always been that of confi- 
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dence, of cordiality, and I may say of friendship ; and on my part 
at least, spite of the blood that has been spilt, these sentiments are 
not yet annihilated. I feel this in the deep grief I have experienced 
these two months past ; and I assure you that this unhappy event 
has caused me more anguish of mind than bodily suffering/ 

The altered voice and sad expression of countenance of the old 
man excited in the audience a new murmiu- of pity. 

* So then,* continued the president, * you know of no cause to 
which the attempt, of which you have been the victim, may be 
attributed ? ' 

* The cause,* replied Monsieur Gorsay, in a melancholy tone, * is in 
my opinion that deplorable passion for play, which has already 
ruined so many young men worthy of a better fate. Monsieur 
d*Aubian played deeply and unsuccessfully : my advice could not 
withdraw him from this abyss, which every day became deeper. In 
a moment of despair he must have thought of the money which he 
had seen me receive some lime before. Why did not the unfortu- 
nate man ask me for it, instead of seeking to gain possession of it 
in such a deplorable manner ? If he had only placed confidence in 
me ; if he had considered that the purse of an old friend was at his 
service ; this fatal event could never have happened, and we should 
not have been both here ; I in despair at being his accuser, and 
he * 

The old man here paused, as if intense grief had cut short his 
words ; and his outstretched arm, which he had raised to designate 
Arthur by a gesture of affection, dropped heavily to his side. 

This touching discourse, this mock appearance of paternal grief, 
produced among the spectators, and even on the benches of the 
judges and jury, one of those thrilling emotions which honest hearts 
always feel at the sight of an heroic action. Monsieur Gorsay, pity- 
ing instead of heaping curses upon his assassin, appeared to the 
pious part of the audience a most virtuous observer of the precepts 
of the gospel ; the men of letters compared him to Don Gusman 
bestowing forgiveness upon Zamora ; the women even, seduced by 
a greatness of soul, set off* by the long white hair, studied accent, 
eyes expressive in spite of age ; in a word, by all the dramatic 
accessories which arc so effective, suddenly transferred to the mag- 
nanimous old man the interest which most of them until then had 
preserved for the young accused. 

* How handsome he must have been forty years ago ! ' cried one 
of them, in an artless transport 

* He is so still,* replied her neighbor, outdoing her in this admira- 
tion ; * moral beauty has no age. What generosity ! What noble- 
ness I I can now comprehend how Meidame Gorsay should have 
fallen dangerously ill at the prospect of losing him.* 

* It is King Lear I * observed a romantic Philaminta, devoted to the 
study of Shakspeare. 

This epithet passed from mouth to mouth, and was sententiously 
pronounced by those who scarcely understood its meaning. 
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* Have you any remarks to make upon the deposition of the wit- 
ness?* asked the president, addressing d'Aubian. 

The accused arose, and seemed for a moment to be stragghng 
with a violent temptation, which he succeeded in conquering. 

* For the sake of my memory,' said he, * for it is not my hfe which 
I would now defend, I must repeat that I am innocent of the crime 
of which I cun accused. As for the declaration of Monsieur Gorsay, 
it is not for me to dispute it. Let your justice pronounce sentence ; 
I shall know how to submit to it.* 

This protestation seemed as cold as it was constrained, and was 
unfavorably received. 

* Innocence does not express itself thus,* said to themselves the 
greater part of the spectators ; * one does not submit passively to an 
unjust sentence, but rather expresses indignation at it* 

A submission so extraordinary strengthened instead of destroying 
the proofs. * This man is guilty,* was the general impression ; * it is 
written in his countenance.* 

Monsieur Gorsay, having finished his testimony, took his seat 
among the witnesses, overwhelmed on his passage with unequivocal 
proofs of the deep interest he had excited. 

For a few moments the audience were occupied in private con- 
verse ; but suddenly this confused murmur was changed to a death- 
hke silence, on the president's saying, in a voice which was heard 
throughout all the assemblage, * Introduce Madame Gorsay.* 

An officer left the hall, and almost immediately returned, preceding 
the young wife, who at once became the object of general curiosity. 
With head erect, countenance glowing with a hectic flush, and the 
inspired air of a Sybil, she advanced with firm step to the edge of 
the stand on which the witnesses are placed when they give testi- 
mony. There she stopped, apparently deaf to the words which the 
president addressed to her. Her gaze, in which gleamed forth wild- 
ness, ran over the crowded audience beneath her, with unnatural 
boldness. Quickly catching the prisoners' seat, she fixed her eyes 
upon d'Aubian with an unutterable look of eagerness, of love, and 
of despair ; then, with a gesture frenzied but not involuntary, Lucia 
stretched out her arms toward her lover, and with a thrilling voice, 
'Arthur ! * exclaimed she, * I am here I * 

This cry of succor, fierce as the roar of a wounded lioness, sent 
an electric shudder through the thousand veins of that crowded 
multitude, greedy of emotions, and now suppHed with them beyond 
their most sanguine hopes. In the midst of the general confusion 
two men arose, the husband and the lover ; the one trembling with 
rage, the other with pity. 

* This is a trait of madness ! * exclaimed Monsieur Gorsay ; * the 
evidence of a mad woman cannot be received.* 

* Mad ! * said Lucia, casting a look of defiance toward her hus- 
band; then turning to the president of the court, 'Question me. Sir; 
you will see whether I am mad or not ; whether I cannot compre- 
hend your questions, and answer them in a rational manner. Mad ! 
I may soon become so ; but at this moment I have full possession 
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of my reason. I know perfectly well what I am doing, and what I 
am saying.* 

'Compose yourself, Madame, I pray you ; I am about to put some 
questions to you,' said the president, who thought he saw in the 
eyes of Lucia the threatening gleams of insanity, which contradic- 
tion might exasperate. 

* Monsieur President, I object to this examination;' repeated 
Monsieur GJorsay, in a half-choked voice ; * I shall prove that for 
some time past the reason of my unhappy wife has been disturbed 
Monsieur Mallet, her physician, and one of the witnesses here pre- 
sent, if he is willing to tell the truth, can testify to this fact.* 

* Monsieur Mallet,* said the president, * will you approach and 
judge for yourself whether Madame is in a fit condition to undergo 
an examination ? ' 

Lucia smiled on the physician as he ascended the steps of the 
stand, and stretched out her hand to him when he drew near, with 
a gesture full of confidence. The possessor of a secret discovered 
by his penetration, the physician would have suffered Arthur to 
have been condemned, rather than have mined a woman for whom 
he had long felt an attachment almost paternal ; but he did not carry 
his chivalrfc refinement so far as to be willing to save her in spite 
of herself, by keeping his mouth closed. *A man*s life is at stake,' 
thought he ; ' if she loves him well enough to sacrifice her happi- 
ness for him, what right have I to prevent her?* 

He took the arm of the young woman, to feel her pulse ; a super- 
fluous formality, for it could teach him nothing which he knew not 
already. * Madame has a high fever,* said he, in the midst of 
silence so profound that it seemed as if every breath was sus- 
pended ; * for two months this has been her habitual state. One of 
the features of this malady, which the efforts of art have not yet 
been able to subdue, is an irregular exacerbation, which the slightest 
emotion increases ; but between this irritation of the nervous system 
and a disturbance of the mental faculties, there is, thank God I a 
wide difference. Ma:damc Gorsay, as she herself has just affirmed, 
is in full possession of her reason ; and I am convinced that she will . 
understand perfectly well the questions that may be put to her, and 
also the import of her own answers.* 

The audience received this declaration of the physician with a 
murmur of satisfaction ; and in its frivolous cnielty prepared to 
devour the scandal, of which for a few moments it feared it would 
have been deprived. Transported with rage. Monsieur Gorsay 
would have clambered up the steps of the stand to drag down his 
wife, but the gen d'armes prevented his passing, and he fell back, 
upon a bench, where he remained with face hid in his hands, appa* 
rently insensible. Arthur, upon whom Lucia kept her eyes ardently 
fixed, besought her by a look not to betray any farther a love, tho 
avowal of which must cover her with disgrace. In reply^ to thi 
mute prayer, he only obtained an impassioned gesture, whic 
expressed her unshaken resolution to save him or perish with him. 

Meanwhile, a lively discussion wsls going on among the judges 
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whose sagacity had not foreseen this romantic incident. For the 
sake of public morals, the president wished to suppress the interro- 
gation of Madame Gorsay, who could throw no light on the main 
fact of the assassination. He succeeded in bringing his colleagues 
over to this opinion ; but the public prosecutor, whose consent was 
necessary, was not a man to give up, from motives of humanity, the 
prospect of a development of additional crime, which being ingrafted 
by him upon an accusation already capital, promised to make it one 
of the most interesting criminal trials which the court of Bordeaux 
had ever known. On being consulted by the president of the court, 
the red-gowned accuser therefore briefly declared that the testimony 
of the witness appeared to him to be indispensable. 

During this discussion, Madame Gorsay remained upright and 
motionless, earnestly gazing upon Arthur. The proudness of her 
bearing at this moment might have seemed the effect of a mascu- 
line, or rather a super-human energy, were it not for a tremor, almost 
imperceptible, which forced her to lean her hand for support upon 
the chair which had been placed for her. 

To the questions of form which were addressed her by the presi- 
dent, she replied in a clear and it might be said a composed man- 
ner ; but when he requested her to tell the jury what she knew 
relating to the attempt made upon the person of her husband, she 
paused for a few moments ; not that vulgar timidity caused the 
heroic determination of her heart to falter, but as if to collect at this 
decisive moment her physical energies, which seemed almost ready 
to abandon her. 

* I have entered this place respected ; I shall leave it disgraced ! ' 
said she at length, in an altered but thrilling voice. * It matters 
little. Between my honor and his life I cannot hesitate. For ten 
months Arthur d'Aubian has been my lover; Arthur d'Aubian is 
my lover I ' repeated she, with incredible energy, repressing with a 
commanding gesture the murmuring which these words produced ; 
' for ten months I have received his visits in my apartment, frequently 
at night. At the moment the crime was committed, I was awaiting 
him ; if he was found in the park, it was because there was no 
other way to come to me. Arthur, I repeat, is my lover ; who will 
dare say that he is an assassin ? ' 

* I will I ' exclaimed Monsieur Gorsay, rising in a transport of 
ungovernable fury. 

* Then do you lie ! * cried Lucia, whose look seemed to wither 
the old man. * This man lies I ' continued she, pointing with her 
finger to her husband. * I have betrayed him ; he knows it ; and to 
revenge himself, he accuses Arthiu* of a crime. I have myself pro- 
posed to him to accuse me of the deed. I should not have denied 
it ; but he would not. The blood of a woman would not suffice 
him ; he must have that of Arthur ; of Arthur whom I love, I do 
not say more than my Hfe — that would be but little — but more 
than my honor I ' 

Lucia here interrupted herself, and cast her sparkling eyes 
toward that part of the hall occupied by the female part of the 
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audience, among whom a lively agitation was manifested, and 
whose whisperings clearly condemned an avowal so contrary to all 
received usages. 

* You speak of immodesty,' said she to them, with a bitter smile. 
* Spite of your want of pity, I would not wish any one of you to 
become so wretched as to learn that there is yet one thing more 
powerful than shame ; and that is, despair. Think you, if the 
scafibld were not in view, I should thus hold up my disgrace for 
your contempt ? They are about to kill him, I tell you ; and must 
I let him die, that your blushes for me may be spared ? * 

As she pronounced these last words, Lucia reeled and closed her 
eyes, while a death-like paleness took the place of the burning hue 
with which fever had colored her cheeks. The supernatural energy 
which had thus far sustained her, suddenly gave way, as the flame 
of a torch is extinguished by a blast of wind. Doctor Mallet, who 
stood at the foot of the stand, watching with vigilant anxiety the 
shghtest movement of the young woman, threw himself forward 
and received her in liis arms the moment she fell. Others ran to 
his assistance, and Lucia was speedily carried into the witnesses' 
hall. She remained there for some time, apparently lifeless; but 
soon there followed tliis swoon a succession of convulsions more 
dreadful than any she had ever before experienced. 

* The court is adjourned for half an hour,' said the president, 
despairing of obtaining immediate silence or attention. 

These words completely let loose the storm ; and the audience- 
chamber suddenly assumed the appearance of a tempestuous sea. 
A hundred conversations, equally hvely, took place at once. The 
conduct of Madame Gorsay became the inexhaustible text for 
comments the most violent and contradictory. Some thought her 
crazy, others frightful, while a third class pronounced her sublime. 
In general, the old men were of the first opinion, the women of the 
second, and the young men of the third. 

* How happy must this d' Aubian be ! ' exclaimed one of these 
latter, in an extatic tone. 

* Happy ! to be on the culprit's seat ! * repUed with a sneer a man 
of more mature years. 

* And what matters that ? Is there a humiHation which may not be 
eflaced, or a grief which cannot be consoled, by the happiness of 
inspiring such a passion ? Spite of its ignominy, even the culprit's 
seat becomes a tlirone for him who reigns over such a noble heart 
Oh I to be loved thus — and die ! ' 

The kindling eyes of the young enthusiast addressed this senti- 
mental exclamation to a pretty blonde, whose coquetry had kept 
him for six months on the culprit's seat, while waiting for the 
throne of love. 

' To be loved is no doubt vastly agreeable,', replied the matter- 
of-fact man ; * but to die ! and upon the scaffold ! Bather you than 
I, my fine fellow I ' 

On resuming the sittings, the president gave notice that the very 
critical situation of Madame Gorsay having rendered it necessary 
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that she should be removed home, both the accusation and the 
defence might have the benefit of her deposition, and that it would 
remain for the jury to decide upon its value. ' The Ust of witnesses 
is exhausted/ added he ; ' Monsieur the Public Prosecutor has the 
floor.' 

In legislative and judicial discussions, those incidents which 
sometimes turn up in a manner completely unexpected, are the 
rocks on which ordinary speakers, whose presence of mind is dis- 
turbed as soon as they are taken unawares, usually make ship- 
wreck; but which master minds, practised in debate, have the 
power of adroitly turning to their own advantage. On the present 
occasion, the pubUc prosecutor, a native of Bordeaux, although in 
other respects a superficial lawyer, possessed in common with many 
of his countr3nnen the faculty of miprovisation, which seems, by 
one act of the mind, to combine thought and its expression. The 
reverse of the Abbe de Verlot, he would have recommenced the 
siege, and taken Malta, watch in hand, in ten difierent ways. 
Without the least appearance of embarrassment at an event which 
seemed to have changed the whole aspect of the proceedings, this 
able tactician gradusdly developed the plan of the accusation, as 
he had prepared it in the sUence of his chamber. With the 
unwearied patience of the ant, adding httle by little, grain of sand 
upon grain of sand, he heaped upon d'Aubian a mountain of proofs, 
under which the strength of Hercules would have given way ; and 
then, when the mass seemed already sufficiently weighty, over- 
whelming, and unmovable, he suddenly added, as a terrible and 
unexpected crowning of the work, the deposition of Madame 
Gorsay. 

' In an excess of despair,' exclaimed he, in a pathetic tone, ' a 
respectable old man, a husband cruelly outraged, tells you, ' This 
woman is deranged.' A noble and a mournful untruth, which I 
cannot blame, but which is still a falsehood ! No, gentlemen; this 
woman is not deranged ; her physician tells you she is not She is 
not mad, unless you term madness the unbridled phrenzy of an 
adulterous passion, which, with bold front and audacious eye, 
unveils itself in the very sanctuary of justice, there to enact the 
deplorable scene with which all hearts seem yet filled. By tramp- 
ling under foot all reserve, all modesty, Madame Gorsay thought 
that she could save him whom she dares to call her lover. Unhappy 
woman ! Who did not see, that far firom being a justification, her 
disclosure only adds another proof to the accusation ; a proof per- 
haps the most overwhelming of all! What, in fact, does this 
unheard of declaration prove ? It proves this ; that before carrying 
murder into the house of Monsieur Gorsay, the accused had 
conunenced by the dishonor of his wife ; thus making one crime 
the prelude of another. And so it always happens : ' Nemo repente 
turpissimus* And what ! is it pretended that this disgraceful stain 
which has just been brought to the glare of day, can cover over the 
shed blood ? No, gentlemen ; the blood still remains beneath the 
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mire, and nothing shaU prevent our tracking it from the victim 
directly to the assassin I ' 

The public prosecutor continued a long time in this strain, 
adding weight to his words by impassioned gestures, and fervent 
declamation. Proceeding from inductions to oratorical displays, 
from arguments to appeals to the passions, he succeeded in making 
the guilt of the accused a sort of luminous and baleful star, the 
existence of which none but a blind man or an idiot could deny. 
At the close of the peroration, Arthur stood convicted of having 
attempted to assassinate Monsieur Gorsay, not only for the purpose 
of getting possession of his money, but also that he might espouse 
the unfaithful wife, who by her widowhood would become a desira- 
ble object for a ruined gambler. 

This eloquent piece of pleeiding produced upon the assemblage 
an overwhelming and decided impression, which the advocate of 
d'Aubian in vain endeavored to counteract. In vain he urged in 
favor of his client the confession of Lucia, which explained so 
naturally the circumstances metamorphosed by his opponent into 
additional proofs of guilt. In vcdn he essayed to prove that the 
deposition of Monsieur Gorsay was but a calumny inspired by 
vengeance. In his rejoinder, more withering even than his first 
speech, the prosecutor prostrated irrevocably in the dust every 
position and argument of the defence. 

The jury, who counted among their number but two unmarried 
men, finding in the accused the seducer of a married woman, were 
not on that account disposed to be more lenient. In their eyes the 
ofiience against conjugal rights, instead of a palliation seemed an 
increase of crime. After a long and serious deliberation, they 
delared, by a majority of nine out of twelve, that Arthur d'Aubian 
was guilty of a premeditated attempt to murder, followed by an 
attempt at robbery. Bonnemain, against whom the prosecutor had 
abandoned proceedings, was unanimously acquitted. 

In spite of the lateness of the hour, almost all the audience had 
remained in their places, that they might be present at the denoue- 
ment of the drama. The two prisoners, who had been removed 
from the hall while the foreman of the jury read their verdict, were 
presently brought back, and listened with a sort of impassive 
silence to the reading of the verdict, the requisition of the public 
prosecutor for the pronouncing of sentence, and finally the double 
decree pronounced by the judge. The only sign of joy manifested 
by the galley-slave on being acquitted, was a guttural sound pro- 
duced by the eagerness with which he once more resumed the free 
use of his respiration. 

• ' I should like devilish well to have a cup of water, or even of 
wine,' said he to the gen d'arme at his right. 

Arthur received the verdict of the jury with fimmess ; but when 
the president pronounced the sentence of the court, which con- 
demned him to twenty years hard labor in the galleys, his head 
sunk upon his breast, and he remained for some time apparently 
stupefied. 
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' Alphonse/ said he at length, in a low voice to his defender, who 
was sitting in front of him, ' yoa have done what you could for me, 
and I thank you ; but the moment has come : remember your 
promise.' 

* It is not a decree of death ! * replied the young advocate, turning 
deadly pale. 

' It is the decree of a thousand deaths ! ' replied the condemned, 
with energy ; * would you have me go to the galleys ? Remember 
your oath ; you could not save my life — at least preserve my honor/ 

He bent forward toward his friend ; their hands met and inter- 
changed a long and mysterious embrace. On resuming his posi- 
tion, Arthur saw, rising from the midst of the dense crowd, a lean 
and sinister figure, whose devouring eyes were fastened upon him 
with an expression of ferocious triumph. He replied to the fury of 
this look with the calm and disdainful smile of a man who rises 
superior to his fate. 

' Monsieur Gorsay,' said he, in a firm tone, ' look at me well, that 
you may not forget me at your hour of death ! * 

With these words, Arthur applied to his breast the point of the 
dagger which his friend had just given him, and with a firm hand 
buried it in his heart He remained for a moment upright, his eyes 
wide open and fixed upon the old man, whom their terrible fascina- 
tion filled with involuntary dread, and then suddenly feU like a tree 
severed by the axe. 

A cry of horror arose on all sides. ' Dead ! ' exclaimed Doctor 
Mallet, who was among the first to hasten to him. * She mad, and 
he dead ! My God ! may Thy judgment be more merciful for them 
than that of men ! ' 

' Dead ! very dead indeed ! ' said Bonnemain, in his turn leaning 
over the body of the young man stretched at his feet ' To stick 
himself in that fashion because he was sentenced for twenty years ! 
Whatafooll* 

Three months after the trial, on a gloomy winter's evening, 
Doctor Mallet entered the house of Monsieur Gorsay, to which, 
since their return from Bordeaux, he had been a daily visitant 
Without asking for the old man, he ascended immediately to the 
apartment of Lucia, whose alarming situation required the assidu- 
ous attentions which the physician bestowed upon her with untiring 
devotion. He gently opened the door of her chamber, and 
approached the bed of the young woman, who seemed lying in a 
lethargic slumber. Without awaking her, he placed his finger on 
her throbbing pulse, and then with anxious hand gently pressed her 
forehead, which he found to be burning like the alabaster of an ever- 
lighted lamp. 

' The fever increases, and the brain is becoming more and more 
afiected,' said he to himself, shaking his head with a care-worn 
aspect He then stood for some time, contemplating with mournful 
compassion the sufierer whose life he still hoped to save, but of 
whose reason he despaired. 
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' I am sure that something has happened here since yesterday/ 
said he at length, in a low voice, to a female somewhat advanced 
in years, and of a masculine exterior, who stood before the fire- 
place awaiting the doctor^s orders. 

' I have taken care of many sick persons,' replied the nurse, with 
uplifted hands and eyes, ' but have never seen such things as are 
going on here. In the first place, last night Madame gets up fast 
asleep, as she often does, but this time she tried to throw herself 
out of the window. She had got herself half over the balcony 
before I could get her in again.' 

' You have been asleep then ? ' said Monsieur Mallet, in a tone of 
anger. 

* Why I might have had a Uttle sand in my eyes ; one is not 
made of iron. But it was lucky I had a strong arm ; if it had n't 
been for that, this poor lady would not now have had any need of a 
doctor. But this is nothing to what took place here this morning.' 

* Has Monsieur Gforsay been up here ? * asked the doctor quickly. 
' You have hit it. And Madame, as soon as she saw hiim, fell 

into convulsions which lasted more than two hours. It took four of 
us to hold her ; and then we could hardly do it. When her strength 
was all gone she fell asleep from weakness ; but I have an idea that 
this sleep bodes nothing good.' 

The recital of the nurse was here interrupted by a slight noise 
which the door made as it was partly opened. The physician 
briskly turned his head, and saw Monsieur cSorsay, who had stopped 
at the threshold. Hastening toward him, he thrust him back into 
the other apartment 

* You must not enter here ! ' said he to him in a tone of com- 
mand. * This morning you took advantage of my absence ; but 
now you must obey me. What is it that you wish? Would you 
complete your work by killing her ? ' 

' She is asleep/ repHed the old man, in a submissive voice. I 
beseech you, doctor, let me enter. What do you fear? she sleeps; 
she will not see me.* 

* Do you not know the strange lucidness of her slumbers ? Even 
though sleeping, she will be aware of your presence.' 

* Let me but look at her for a single moment,' said Monsieur Gor- 
say. * This morning I had scarcely a gUrapse of her ; and you have 
kept me so long from her! Am I condemned never to see her 
again?' 

* Your presence would kill her,' replied the doctor ; * as long as I 
am her physician, I shall oppose an mterview for which there is no 
good object, and which cannot be other than injurious. In her 
present deplorable condition, the least increase of excitement would 
prove fatal. Spare her then, for Heaven's sake ! Does not the 
blood of Arthur d' Aubian suffice you ? Must you also have that of 
this unhappy woman ? ' 

The old man bowed his head with a mournful air, and remained 
some moments before replying. Then turning toward Monsieur 
Mallet a look of the deepest despair : 
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' Doctor/ said he, in a tremulous voice, 'could my death save her, 
most willingly would I die this moment But what can I, a miser- 
able old man, do upon the earth? An object of horror and afiright, 
without family, without friends, without children! She was all 
these to me ; she was my joy, my happiness, my treasure. Ah ! 
why was she not my daughter? Perhaps she then would have 
loved me ! * 

* But of what use are regrets, when the evil is past remedy ? ' 

* Past remedy ! I know of one, but it requires a courage which I 
no longer possess ; for old age has weakened my spirit, and leaves it 
only the strength to suffer. Do you believe me, doctor ? I have 
never been a coward; but now — I dare not kill myself. Think 
not that it is rehgion that restrains me; it is fear. I have the 
desire for suicide, but not the courage. He had it He ! young and 
beloved — he knew how to die. And I, so near the tomb that I have 
but to raise the stone to descend into it, I hesitate, and tremble ! 
Weakness and cowardice — these are man's last companions ! * 

Monsieur Gorsay seemed to forget the presence of the physician, 
and re-descended to his apartment with slow and painful steps. 
He there passed the remainder of the evening motionless in his 
arm-chair, with head sunk upon his breast, eyes fixed, and draining 
drop by drop the inexhaustible sadness in which for many months 
his heart had been steeped. At eleven o'clock a domestic entering 
the room, he arose and permitted himself to be undressed with the 
passiveness of a machine : then, after swallowing a narcotic 
draught, which his sleeplessness had rendered necessary, he got 
into bed. 

The most profound silence reigned throughout the house; the 
domestics had long since retired to their apartments. The lethargic 
sleep of Lucia still continued ; and despite the occurrence of the 
preceding night, the nurse, according to her custom, was slumbering 
m the arm-chair. At length Monsieur Gorsay fell asleep. Sud- 
denly the old man was aroused by the sound of the window-blind 
taming upon itself. Opening his eyes, he perceived with amaze- 
ment, mingled with terror, a large band of silver which the moon 
projected through the shutters of the Venetian blinds upon the 
carpet. In a moment this was obscured by the figure of a man, 
who leaped into the room, and proceeded directly toward the bed 
with the rapid and stealthy tread of a tiger. Monsieur Gorsay 
endeavored to rise, but before he could utter a ory, or seize the bell- 
rope, he was assailed and thrown down by the robber, who with 
one hand grasped him by the throat, and with the other brandished 
a long knife, which he had carried open between his teeth. 

* Mercy ! — Bonnemain I ' murmured the old man, who by the 
light of the moon had just recognized the murderer. 

* Not a word ! or I strike I ' rephed the galley-slave, in a low voice. 
' Listen to me : you must get up, open the secretary, and give me 
the money. If you hold your tongue I will do you no harm ; but if 
you attempt to speak a single word, I will let out your blood like 
that of a fowl ! Do you understand me ? * 
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Frozen with terror, Monsieur GJorsay made a sign of assent. He 
then arose, with the assistance of Bonneraain, who by way of pre- 
caution kept fast hold of his arm, took a key from the pocket of his 
riding-coat, opened the secretary and drew from the secret cavity 
the casket filled with gold, upon which, for the last five months, the 
galley-slave, by night and by day, had not ceased thinking. 

* Is this the whole ? ' said he, as his eyes gloated over the prey. 

* It is all that I have here,' replied Monsieur Gk)rsay, in a half 
articulate voice ; * but I have some silver in the hbrary ; must I go 
and bring it ? ' 

* Thank you ; you might alarm the servants, which would not be 
so pleasant. Too much appetite is hurtful. I must be content with 
the rouleaus.' 

' Take them then ; I give them to you ; and I swear never to 
betray you.' 

* I believe you ; before an hour the beaks will be on my haunches, 
as the other time ; not such a fool ! ' 

With these words, the g?llley-slave, by a movement as rapid as 
unforeseen, passed behind Monsieur Gforsay, grasped him tightly, 
closed his mouth with his left hand, while with the other he stabbed 
him in the side with anatomical precision. Stricken to the heart, 
the old man bit convulsively the fingers of the assassin, uttered a 
stifled groan, and expired. Bonnemain laid him upon the floor in 
silence, and assured himself that no pulse beat any longer. Certain 
then of never being denounced by his victim, he arose and plimged 
his hand into the casket which stood upon the secretary. At this 
instant, the noise of a door opening sent an icy chill through his 
veins. He turned in confusion, and by the light of the moon, which 
alone illuminated the scene of murder, he discerned at the entrance 
of the chamber a figure in white, which to a superstitious mind • 
might have seemed the avenging spirit of the murdered man. This 
apparition moved directly up to the assassin, who in his fright drop- 
ped both the dagger and the rouleaus of gold. Crawling on his hands 
and knees, he succeeded in regaining the window, through which 
he spmng with a desperate eflbrt He tmversed the garden, scaled 
the wall of the inclosure, and fled across the country, bearing on his 
hands, as on the former occasion, blood but no gold. 

Two hours after this, the attendant of Madame Gorsay awoke, 
and perceived that the bed of her charge was empty. Alarmed, 
she ran to the window but found it closed ; she then saw that the 
door was partly open. Lighting a taper, she followed from chamber 
to chamber the tracks of the somnambulist, who in her progress 
had not closed any of the doors behind her. She at length came 
to the threshold of the chamber of Monsieur Gorsay, where she 
suddenly stopped, uttering a shriek of horror, which aroused and 
terrified the whole household. 

In the full moonlight wliich illuminated part of the room, Lucia, 
with dishevelled hair and closed eyes, was sitting by the dead body 
of her husband. The childish amusement in which she seemed to 
be seriously engaged told that the wanderings of madness were 
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joined to those of somnambulism. She held the casket on her 
knees, turned out the rouleaus, one after the other, and scattered 
the pieces of gold upon the carpet, arranging them in symmetrical 
figures. The blood which flowed profusely from the old man's 
wound was mingled with this sport, and the fingers of the smiling 
idiot were dabbled in the purple gore. 

Lucia, dragged from the fatal chamber, awoke only to fall into 
terrible convulsions, during which the last rays of reason seemed to 
be extinguished. The scene which had been enacted five months 
before on this spot was now repeated in a more fatal manner. The 
judicial inquest established in a positive manner that Madame 
Gorsay, in a fit of somnambulism, had assassinated her husbsmd, 
against whom, since the death of Arthur d'Aubian, she had cherished 
an implacable hatred. It also appeared clearly demonstrated that 
she had only perpetrated during sleep a murder which had been 
long contemplated during her waking hours. Among the parties 
who held the inquest there were more than one who thought that 
even sleep was not a sufficient excuse for the deed, and that the 
matter ought to be brought before a jury ; but the insanity of the 
accused having been legally proven, took away all pretext for a 
criminal procedure. Instead, therefore, of being incarcerated in a 
prison, the wretched widow was placed in a lunatic asylum ; a step 
which to many seemed too lenient 



One day in the year 1838, among the persons whom curiosity 
had brought to the Institution at Charenton, might be seen a citizen 
of some fifty years of age, fat, well-conditioned, ruddy, and with 
clothes very well brushed. He gave his arm to a buxom female 
bedecked in full suit of holiday attire, and a finger to a child of 
about four years of age, whom maternal vanity had equipped in the 
martial uniform of an artillery officer. This group, a type of city 
felicity, the last reflex of patriarchal manners, was one which might 
have brought a smile of malice to the lip of an artist, or have 
famished food for more serious reflection to a philosopher. 

The head of this interesting family, who was about taking his 
son in his arms to give him a better view of the inmates of the 
estabUshment, suddenly stopped at sight of a female patient, still 
young and beautiful, who, without paying attention to any one, was 
walking up and down the small inclosure, repeating in a plaintive 
tone the name of * Arthur.' 

* What on earth ails you. Monsieur Bonnemain ? ' said the tawdry 
lady to her spouse. * Why, you are as white as a sheet, and are all 
in a tremble ! * 

* It is from hunger then,* replied the old galley slave, as he recov- 
ered his sang froid, who, thanks to the dowry of his wife, had 
become the head of a flourishing commercial establishment ; * let 
US go to dinner. Achille is sleepy. These fools amuse me no 
longer. We have had enough of this stuflTI * 
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X. 



Within the palace walU they wept, 

The mother and her son ; 
She, the young widow of a prince, 

And he, her first-born one : 
The stamp of royalty was set 

Upon his broad, fair brow ; 
He was the kingdom's pride and boast — 

Heir of its glory now. 



n. 
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Wo for the doom of Orleans' line ! 

Wo for the loved one dead : 
Wo for the king whose hope lies low — 

The land whose peace hiu fled ! 
Already are dark threats breathed forth, 

And others claim the place 
That should be his, that princely boy's, 

The noblest of his race ! 



XII. 

They come to ask his mother's rights, 

Hjs mother's and his own ; 
The widow and the fatherless, 

They stand in grief alone ! 
It was in honied tones they spoke, 

Yet 't was a bitter word : 
^ The Regent of our France must know 

To wear and wield a swoid ! ' 



XT. 

The spirit of a line of kings. 

The Bourbon's race of prule, 
Flashed from the boj^s bnarht eye, and thus 

His fearless voice replied : 
' I have a sword ; my mother's hand 

Can wave a banner bright, 
And France will fight for both of us, 

And for our holy right ! ' 



God shield thee on thy doubtful path, 

Heir of a fickle throne ! 
A bloody race, an early doom 

Its noblest ones have known ; 
The hand that should have guarded thee, 

Hath mouldered to decay ; 
God save thee in thy peril's hour, 

And guide thine onward way ! 
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SKETCHES OF E A S T - F L O R I D A . 



MOMBSR OmU 



•OFFICER OP THE NIOHT.' 



I HAVE few antipathies, but there are some that I do battle with 
at sight or smell. Whether persons or things, I appreciate them at 
once ; as some persons of keen perceptions will tell immediately 
when a cat is near them. You will hear people talk of what they 
call a * presentiment of evil.* This is all humbug. If they would 
look about them, they would find, each one, his respective cat ; or, 
to speak magnetically, his ' opposite pole.' 

Corporal F was my antipathy, my * opposite pole,* my cat ; 

and for that matter, a Tom-CBX, and a very saucy one. We had 
never spoken, and knew nothing of each other ; our eyes had never 
met, but we had stolen glances, each way, giving strong confirmation 
of what the mere presence of each sufficiently indicated ; to wit, a 
decided hostility. I had felt uncomfortable some mornings before, 
and knew perfectly well that I had a cat to find ; but I did nU know, 

till afterward, that Corporal F had reached town that very day. 

It was a common fancy with me, subsequently, that I knew what 
pcul of the town he was in at any given time ; and this may have 
Deen fancy only, or it may have been a fact magnetical. 

Our first meeting was in , East Florida. I had been in that 

warm -bath of a climate just long enough to get well soaked through, 
and was beginning to act out that dreamy languor of body and soul 
that fits one so exactly for the cigar-life — the lounging, easy non- 
chalance of that sunny land ; in short, without that excess of high 
spirits which is an irritation, I was superlatively happy — till I met 

Corporal F . He was to me immediately a large spot on the 

sun ; and although I could n't always see the spot, I knew it was there, 
&nd keeping off so much sunshine. His arrival, as I viewed it, was 
impertinent, and not at all in aid of the object I had in coming a 
thousand miles to that delicious climate. With a generous ingenuity, 
I thought at first of proposing to him to draw cuts, to decide which 
of us should leave town. He had not the look of being cared for, 
and I could not imagine his absence would be missed at all, except 
by me ; while as to myself, to say nothing of the party I was with, 
I rather thought that the girls who had taken so much pains to teach 

me their waltzes and Spanish dances But that *s no matter. 

The risk to me would be an imrighteous one, and the project was 
abandoned. 

We were a party of half a dozen, who had left New- York as the 

severe winter of ' 35 and ' 36 was setting in, and reached by 

*Way of Ficolata, making the last safe passage over that road. The 

VOL. XXII. 42 
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Indian war had just broken out, and the whole country was in arms. 
Shortly after our arrival, the north part of the town was picketed off 
at about half a mile from the outskirts, with a guard, here and there; 
and a cordon of military posts stretched along the western side, 
around to the sea. A large gun was then placed in the middle of 

H 's bridge, pointing into the pine barrens; the usual night 

patrol of southern cities was double.d, and the place declared under 
* martial law/ Every able-bodied man was expected to do service; 
and if that expectation failed to be met by any one, that ' individual' 
was assisted by a corporal and guard. I was an 'able-bodied man;' 
sound in every particular. The hot sun had already browned my 
face so that there were no delicate indices of ill health ; and if I had 
been a shade darker, I might have been knocked off at the market 
for at least seven hundred dollars. I was full of ' tusymusy* and 
ready for any thing, but wished to be myself the master of the *how 
and when ' of any enterprise that I was to engage in. 

I was anticipated. Happening to criticise the appearance of the 
different companies about town, in too public a manner, the sover- 
eigns were offended, and it was resolved that I should be victimized. 
I was ordered to appear at the Fort, armed and equipped for imme- 
diate service, as one of a small guard of Minorcans and Spaniards, 
posted a mile and a half out of town ; of which guard, Bravo was 

corporal, and captain ; precisely as I should like to have put 

them in a shipping-bill for the East- Indies. Well, I declined the 
invitation. I was from the ' mountain-land,' and for some days, my 
blood had been going up with the thermometer, at the strange goings- 
on about town. There appeared to me a quite unnecessary prepa- 
ration of powder for mere home consumption. Beside, what did / 
know about war, that they should select me, when the streets were 
full of Uncle Sam's men, and hardly room enough for them at the 
outskirts to spread their tents ? I did not call at the Fort I didn't 
even send my card, or my regret Of course I was not surprised the 
next morning, at parade hours, to see Corporal Bravo and guard 
coming down the street with apparently hostile intentions. It might 
be accident that they approached so near the house ; but people 
in that climate never move without an object ; and I accordingly 
passed through a gate in the rear, merely to air myself in a different 
direction. Bravo enquired for me very particularly at the house, 
breathed a few moments his men, who were in a high excitement ; 
made a rapid revolution, and marched back to the Fort, a mile dis- 
tant, to report that I was not to be found. At afternoon parade, the 
same military movement was repeated, and I had again the same 

charming view of the H turkey-buzzards and small snipes on 

the beach, with fiddlers innumerable, and in the back-groimd the pine 
woods of the wilderness. 

After a few days, I was trapped by mere civility ; a very JorcihU 
thing, by the way, as all women know very well, but there are men 
who never can learn it A polite note came from the captain, asking 
me to call at his quarters ; and I was very soon ushered into a room 
that was lined with muskets and swords and men to use them. The 
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captain received me pleasantly, complimenting me upon my * esprit 
da corps ' in being master of my own company, etc ; but I saw the 
game at once ; and bursting into a laugh at the savage looks of the 
guard, surrendered at once, merely asking the courtesies of a pris- 
oner of war. I was immediately gratified — with three muskets, one 
for myself, the others to protect me on either wing, carried by friends 
who insisted on an arm eacli side ; and so with a strong support in 
the rear by the rest of the guard, and Bravo in front, cutting the way 
with a drawn sword, we marched to the Fort. When we entered 
the walls, and came in sight of the commandant, I expected to be 
* cut in sunder at the waist,' but was merely noticed with a careless 
severity, and told to look on, and be ready at the next parade. We 
then assumed the form of a rhomboid, in which I was at equal dis- 
tances from the respective angles, and marched a mile and a half to 
the camp. After showing me * the fortifications,* which consisted of 
a pine-board enclosure of about ten feet by twelve, I was taken into 
the hot sun to be drilled privately. This was a very short operation. 
I handled the musket with a kind of desperation, which very soon 
convinced the corporal that I had the * real stuft'' in me ; especially 
in my last mancsuvre, which consisted in cocking the piece suddenly, 
and lowering the muzzle to his breast; upon which, with miUtary 
abruptness, he declared the drill over, and myself perfectly au fait 
at all military operations. 

I was now instructed in other arts and mysteries of war ; and was 
told, among other things, that an ofiicer from town generally visited 
each camp during the night, and that then every man was to be 
belted and ready for inspection. When the sentry received, in 
answer to his challenge, * Officer of the Night' his duty was to cry 
out, for timely notice at the camp : * Corporal of the (xuard — Grand 
Mounds — Officer of the Night' This, in Brave's opinion, was the 
grandest of all military afiairs that were executed without waste of 
powder. The officer of the night had not been round, for a week, 
bat he was always to be expected. Bravo and myself were very 
soon on excellent terms. I rather liked him, in spite of the bur- 
lesque of his name; for as such men genemlly do, he had contrived 
to assume something so Hke his translation, that it passed very well 
for the real article. If he did not fulfill his full meaning, his efforts 
were at least well-meant, and he had a saucy good humor that was 
quite companionable. That night we had two sentries out, stationed 
some hundred yards each side of the camp; and somewhere about 
the ' small hours ' I took my first ' stand at arms ' on the northern 
pass, and challenging noises all night, without reply, acquitted my- 
self very much to the corporal's satisfaction. A few days passed 
very pleasantly away, and I was enjoying my military Ufe so much 

that I had entirely forgotten Corporal F It should be premised, 

that I knew nothing of his being a corporal, and cared as Uttle. I 
had no objection to his being a perfect Nabob, if he would only keep 
out of my way. I now learned that he had command of the next 
post north of us, and only about half a mile distant. 

One charming morning, after an 'off* night/ when I was allowed 
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to stay in town, I sallied into the street, en route to the parade-ground, 
humming to myself in mocking-bird style, my belt snug and fault- 
lessly white, and musket leaning with an off-duty obliquity that was 
not pardonable merely, but quite the thing, when I suddenly^eA that 

Corporal F was in the street ! He was not to be seen, but I 

knew perfectly well that he was standing in a shop-door, only a short 
distance ahead. The streets in that old town are very narrow, so 
that on meeting a cart, the safest way is to post yourself flatwise 
against the wall, and admire the prospect in the opposite direction 
till the cart is cleverly by. Of course the foot-paths, such as they 
are, are close to the wall, and give no room for steps to houses, 
where, as in most cases, they are built directly on the street. I was 

on the same side with Corporal F . If in passing, the corporal 

should attempt the street, there would be a collision. These math- 
ematical problems suggested that I could cross over, as it was only 
a long straddle, but I had no desire to do so. Almost unconsciously, 
however, my musket went to the perpendicular, my eyes fixed where 
I thought the north star ought to be, (magnetic coincidence ! ) and 
my marching-foot was coming down with extra emphasis, at a point 
just abreast of him, when I thought — it might be imagination — but 
I thought his foot moved out slightly from the threshold. Quick as 
the thought, which was lightning in my then state of the brain, I 
wheeled, brought my musket with a ring upon the lime-stone, and 

looked Corporal F dead in the face I He returned the look with 

less interest than I expected, but he didn't waver a hair, and our 
eyes fixed upon each other as steadily as though we had been 
playing at small-swords. There was barely breathing room between 
us ; and at one time his lips moved as about to speak, but he said 
nothing. Of course, / had nothing to say, but if he had any expla- 
nation to make, I was then ready to hear it ; and if not I was 

going on in this manner to myself, when it occurred to me that he 
was unarmed, and I had a musket, with a tremendous bore, (espe- 
cially a great bore of a hot day) and a ball then in it, that I would 
not have dared to have sent within three points of the most distant 
vessel in the offing. Without taking my eye from him, I resumed 
my up-street facing ; the accenting foot forward, musket to shoulder, 
and immediately marched up street 

If Bravo had seen this evolution, and my march up the street, how 
smoothly he would have rolled out his Spanish braggadocia upon my 
military training ! As I passed under balconies loaded down with 
gay girls, fingers may have been kissed at me ; quite hkely ; I never 
knew, for I went * right on ' with set teeth to the Fort 

And now, would Corporal F challenge ? I certainly had given 

him a chance, and I was in a perfect fever to bring matters to a crisis. 
I am not a fighting man. I never eat veal, or any thing that's killed 
young ; preferring to wait till I am convinced that from wet da3r» 
and cold winters the beast must have become indifferent to a knock 
on the head : but who could refuse his antipathy ? Who could live 
in the same air with his tom-cat ? 

The day passed — and I was not challenged. 
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That night, as we lay about the camp-fire, I was possessed of a 
sadden inspiration, and immediately gave a loud shout Bravo 
looked up enquiringly, and Boag, who was privy to my antipathy, 
sprang to his feet, ready for any emergency. Boag knew that some- 
thing was in the wind. I paid no attention to either of them, but 
called up Tom, my errand-boy, and gave him the requisites, with a 
pass, for a gcdlon of Santa Cmz, sugar, etc ; and all the eggs he 
could find in town, and then despatched a few men with a boat, for 
a load of oysters. 

Boag was the only other American in our camp. He happened 
in Florida, in what manner I don't know, from Charleston, South- 
Carolina, and fell an easy victim, having been captured before I had 
that pleasure. He was the happiest man I ever knew ; happy in 
every thing he undertook, and careful not to undertake too much. 
His sagacity upon that point alone would have made a character of 
any ordinary man. The mere motion of the man seemed to be a 
high enjoyment, and his bowling at nine -pins was the very perfec- 
tion of carelessness. He was never guilty of a ' spare,' and would 
have shuddered at the nicety and precision of hitting any particular 
pin. But Boag's highest happiness, hterally and technically, was in 
hia composition of egg-nogg. Egg-nogg from Boag was irresistible ; 
a smooth, and chaste production : the white of a pullet's egg, deli- 
dously flavored, was all you could think of, until — some time after 
taking it 

About nine o'clock, the roast and 'nogg were ready ; and then, as 
we grouped about the fire you should have looked in upon us, to 
have seen happy faces. The Spaniards in a perfect sputter of talk 
and gesticulation as though every oyster burnt to the stomach; Boag 
presiding every where with his stick ; and myself, the Mephistophiles 
of the occasion, lying on a board, the windward side of the group, 
taking just enough of the 'nogg to digest each particular oyster, and 
no more. Toward midnight, they had worried themselves sleepy, 
and crept off to their berths, Bravo bringing up the rear, and laymg 
himself out in a very grand manner, his legs and arms indicating all 
points of the compass, to signify, I suppose, that he ruled in all 
directions. After waiting a suitable time for the sentries to become 
careless, I beckoned to Boag, whose intuition was as perfect as a 
woman's, and he followed me stealthily into the long salt grass bor- 
dering the beach. The sentries were ordered to fire immediately 
npon any one who refused to answer their challenge ; and knowing 
that the sentry we had to pass was only half-drunk, I had a painful 
apprehension that the egg-nogg was after all a questionable fore- 
thought We had gained but a short distance, when the quick 
challenge sent us headlong in the grass. The sentry could n't leave 
his post, and probably concluded that some wild fowl had risen be- 
tween him and the sky, and settled down again. Emerging again, 
at about the same distance on the other side of the sentry, we were 
again challenged, and made our salaam, as before, in the same un- 
hesitating maimer. Presently the challenge was repeated, and we 
thought we heard the click of his musket The night was painfully 
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still, and it might be the sharp cry of a disturbed snipe, or the snap- 
ping of a brand at the camp-fire. We were breathless * for a space/ 
and the musketoes seemed to know perfectly well that we darst not 
raise a finger to brush them off! Then creeping along till we were 
sure of being within the shade of the forest, we came to the perpen- 
dicular again, and walked on rapidly to the camp of Corporal F 

I hinted to Boag to keep calm, and ready for any thing that might 
turn up ; at which he looked amazed, but said nothing ; no doubt 
wondering that I had not yet learned to appreciate him. At this 
moment, we received an abrupt challenge from the advanced guard 

of Corporal F . I shouted back, with all the strength of egg- 

nogg, the magic words, * Officer of the Night I * And oh I what a 
relief to that sentry, as he made the pine woods ring with * Corporal 
of the Guard — Grand Rounds — Officer of tJie NiglU ! * 

Turkey -buzzards flew about on the tree-tops, and the whole 
family of wild fowl, coughed and wheezed out their disturbance 
upon the still night. Then arose the hum of the camp. A dozen 
sleepy Spaniards sprang from their berths, swearing vociferously ; 
lights waved, swords clattered to the hip, and down came Corporal 

F , with his n^an superbly belted, their heads leaning back to the 

north star, and muskets flashing in the torch-Ught of three negroes 
coming on before. 

At a short distance from us. Corporal F gave a tremendous 

* Halt I * upon which, I made two steps forward, and waving oflf the 
little niggers to the right and left, stood in bold relief — the Officer 
of the Night. 

' Well, of course Corpoml F drew his sword, and * cut you in 

sunder at the waist ? ' 

Not at all ; but if that column of men, together with Corporal 

F , had immediately fallen over backward, I could not have been 

better satisfied of their astonishment. The short silence was so 
terrible to Boag, that feeling he must say something, he suggested 
a want of candles, in a feeble way ; and then, with a hurried 
' Right about face — march ! * the Corporal and guard vanished in 
the darkness. 

Reader, I am sorry to hoax you, but there was no catastrophe. 
An antipathy looked dead in the face is always pointless, I was not 

challenged by Corporal F ; and as corporal, I never saw him 

after that night I never knew his name ; and it is quite probable 
that five years afterward I passed my wine to him in that same old 
antiquated town. There was a face at our hotel that reminded me 

very much of Corporal F ; but with five years, my antipathy had 

gone, and my tom-cat was a very clever companion. 



EPIGRAM OP PLATO TO A DECEASED FRIEND. 

As once thou shon'st, a morning star, 

With life's young glory round thy head, 
So now thou deck'iit the western sky. 

Soft gleaming from among the dead. w. ■■ >■ 
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Richmond, Vvginia. 



A D T U »I N . 

On woodland and on mountain side 

Rich, varied tints appear ; 
By mossy stone and wandering wave 

l^le leaves arc falling sere ; 
The garden flowers all scattered lie, 

In sorrowful decay, 
And the greenness of the valley slope 

Is fading fast away ! 

And are the verdure and the bloom 

In their fresh prime so dear, 
That thus the spirit mourneth o*er 

The niin of the year? 
No ! ■ t is because true types are they 

Of lovelier, dearer things ; 
Ilope^, joys, and transports, unto which 

The soul so fondly clings. 

There is a moral in each leaf 

That droppeth from the tree ; 
In each lone, barren bough that points 

To heaven so mournfully : 
Mute Nature, in her silent way, 

A mystic lesson tells, 
And they who watch the Sybil well 

May prolit by her spells. Bov-rosmi. 



FIORELLO'S FIDDLE-STICK. 



8T ▲ VSW OOMTRIBOTOR. 



Among the men of rank in London, who were distinguished during 
the last century for their love of music, the Baron Baygo held a 
prominent place. Tliis worthy man found music in every thing. 
Did a door creak upon its hinges, did a chair make a shrill sound in 
gliding over the floor, presto ! in an instant our melomaniac seizes 
his tablets and marks down the corresponding musical inflections. 
There was not, in short, an itinerant merchant of the streets of Lon- 
don whose favorite cry had not been reproduced in the collection of 
Baron Baygo. To speak truth, however, it must be confessed that 
the musical education of our Baron had not been of the most thorough 
character, being rather superficial than solid. He was consequenUy 
obliged to have recourse to an amanuensis to note down for him, in 
a proper and artist-like manner, all the noises, good, bad, or indif- 
erent, which figured in his musical agoida. 

To procure a person of sufficient tact and patience to understand 
and humor all the Baron's whims, it may readily be imagined was 
no easy task. Having changed a score of times his musical secre- 
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taries, he succeeded however at length in attaching to him the 
celebrated Fiorello, an Italian violinist of rare talent, and as simple 
and candid in character as the majority of his countrymen are craiVy 
and astute. 

Still the Baron, in spite of the three hours which he devoted 
every day to the practice of the violin, could never attain the faculty 
of playing with correctness ; and his harmonicidal hand was con- 
tinually entangled in difficulties, and made sad havoc with the 
doleful-sounding flats. 

Fiorello was almost in despair. At length, the Baron, one day 
throwing his violin on the floor, cried out in a rage : * Yes I I have 
already restrained myself too long ; but patience ! I am determined 
that these cursed flats shall bother me no longer I * 

* What is it you mean, my Lord ?' said Fiorello, in astonishment. 

* Why I mean to say,' replied the Baron, * that this very night I 
will make a motion in the House of Lords, to oblige musical com- 
posers from henceforth to leave out all those infernal fliats from their 
music, under a heavy penalty.* 

* Ah ha I ' said Fiorello, bursting into laughter ; * the proposal will 
be a pleasant one.' 

* It will at least have a good moral effect. Sir/ replied the Baron, 
with dignity. * Have we not a statute against profane swearing?' 

* Certainly, my lord.' 

* Well then, were it not for these vile flats, I should not have 
broken it, for my own part, more than a thousand times, since I com- 
menced the practice of the violin.' 

It never appeared, however, that the Baron carried his threat into 
execution. 

One day, when the Baron, after three years of close application, 
had come to handle the bow passably well, and could execute with 
tolerable correctness a solo of Jarnovich, leaving out the flats, he 
declared to Fiorello that he had made up his mind to give his friends 
a taste of the first fruits of his newly-acquired talent ; and he accord- 
ingly directed him to make arrangements for a concert for the ensuing 
Saturday. 

By order of the Baron, notes of invitation were sent out to princes 
of the royal family, to the grand dignitaries of the united kingdoms, 
to the speakers of the two houses of parliament, and to the lord- 
mayor of London. So well known in high life were the foibles and 
eccentricities of the Baron, that each one took a malicious pleasure 
in accepting the invitation. 

The day appointed for the concert at length arrived. Fiorello was 
very thoughtful ; and at breakfast, spite of the repeated invitations of 
the Baron's niece, a sprightly girl of sixteen, with whom he sat at 
table, scarcely swallowed a mouthful. 

* What ails you, my good master ? ' said Miss Betsey to him. 
'Alas I Miss,' replied the poor musician, * I fear that his lordship 

will compromise this evening my twenty years of honorable pro- 
fessorship.' 
' What ! is that all, Signor FioreUo ? Is not your reputation already 
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safficiently established ? Take my advice ; place yourself on the 
side of the laughers ; and believe me, they will be the most numer* 
ous party this evening/ 

Fiorello, in spite of the encouragement of Miss Betsey, repaired 
to the rehearsal of the concert with much fear and anxiety. When 
the time for its commencement arrived, the Baron, carrying his head 
very erect, mounted the stage prepared for the solo players, and 
without waiting to see if the others were ready, went to work in a 
most pitiless manner upon the piece he had selected for his debut. 

It was a frightful charivari ! But the musicians were paid to find 
out great talent in their patron, and the applause he received, although 
given with a degree of empressement which might seem a little iron- 
ical, made him the happiest of mortals. So far, all went on well ; 
but when, in the evening, the Baron saw among the invited guests 
the brother of the king, an excellent violinist, and his cousin, the 
Duchess of Cambridge, who had the reputation of being one of the 
first musicians of the day, he was seized with an insurmountable 
panic, and ran to find Fiorello. But the professor had departed 
about noon, and his servant could not tell what had become of him. 

'Come on then I ' said the Baron ; * the die is cast ! I must play, 
cost what it will I I will at least, however, make use of the fiddle- 
stick of my master, who, without the least regard for my reputa- 
tion, has abandoned me at this critical moment, in such a shameful 
manner.' 

The concert commenced with a magnificent chorus of Handel, 
which brought forth immense applause. Then La Mengotti warbled 
in a divine manner an air of Piesiello, and was conducted back to 
her seat in triumph. The order of the programme now designated 
the solo of the Baron. Trembling from head to foot, he took his 
place, and bowed profoundly to the august assemblage ; while the 
orchestra attacked the overture, which usually precedes those mor- 
ceaus which are designed to give eclat to a virtuoso. To the aston- 
ishment of all present, the Baron executed the opening part of the 
concerto with a vigor and precision that was marvellous. The 
audience, who had come with the intent of laughing at their enter- 
tainer, were lost in perfect amazement. But still greater was their 
astonishment, when the Baron executed, with consummate taste and 
skill, a delicious vitanello, which was set in the midst of the greatest 
difi[icultics of his piece, like an odor-breathing violet in the midst of 
a bunch of thorns. All arose with one accord ; handkerchiefs waved 
in the air ; and the name of the Amphy trion of the entertainment 
was mingled with the most hearty vivats. The poor Baron expe- 
rienced a sensation that he had never before known ; his limbs 
trembled beneath him, and his forehead was covered with huge 
drops of perspiration. 

The next day, the valet-de-chambre of Baron Baygo, while arran- 
ging the instruments which had been used at the concert, observed 
that the hair of a valuable bow was covered with a thick coating of 
candle-grease. Astonished at this phenomenon, he carried it to his 
master, who, equally puzzled, sent for Fiorello, and holding up the 
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bow, said : 'Here, my dear master, is your fiddle-stick ; it was of great 
service to me last evening, I assure you ; for without it I should not 
to-day have carried my election as Speaker of the House. Leave 
it with me as a token of remembrance, and accept this as a mark of 
my esteem/ Thus saying, he slipped into the hand of Fiorello a draft 
on his banker for a hundred pounds. ' But explain to me,' added 
the Baron, * how comes the hair of the bow in such a condition ? ' 

Fiorello hung down his head, without replying. * Oh, uncle ! ' 
cried Miss Betsey, ' I will tell you all about it. Lieist night, during 
the concert. Signer Fiorello was hid behind the screen ; and it was 
he who made all the beautiful music, while you were scraping the 
fiddle so hard, with a fiddle-stick that made no noise ! ' 

For a few moments, the Baron stood confounded. * Marvellous 
efiect of self-love ! ' at length he exclaimed, for with all his foibles 
he was at bottom a man of sense ; ' so excited was I last evening, 
that I really thought it was myself who executed those beautiful 
pieces I But come, I must not quarrel with you, my dear Fiorello ; 
and I beg leave to double the amount of this drafl, for the sake of 
the stratagem, which has saved my reputation as a virtuoso. But I 
see plainly that I must stop here, and play no more upon the violin, 
lest this affair should get wind. 

The Baron kept his word ; he gave up for ever his favorite instru- 
ment ; but in order to make himself amends, he diligently collected, 
from time to time, all the different inflections of voice of the mem- 
bers of the upper house ; and a curious medley it was ! 



sunset: the dying christian 



UR. 'Tli« I.4tlT KOH< or HTTUUBA.' 



On ! how fclorious the vision, when the Sun sinks to rest, 
Mid the bright fields Eiysian, on Evening^s soft breast ; 
While brilliant and glowing with purple and gold. 
The clouds round him flowing, their splendors unfold ! 

How calmly, serenely, his beams die away. 
As he lingers so sweetly on the confines of day ! 
Then leaving behind him the shadows of night, 
He claims for his treasure a day ever bright 

'Tis thus with the pilgrim, when life sinks apace ; 
Bright an^ls attend him at the end of the race : 
Ana hov'nng around him in glorious array. 
They rejoice in his future — an infinite dbty! 

Oh! how joyful he lingers, while Death doth release. 

With his cold icy fingers his soul, filled with peace ! 

Then leaving earth's regions of sorrow and pain, 

He joins the blest legionsi with Jesus to reign. t. « 
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>NG OF THE WESTERN STEAMBOAT-MEN. 



reoif AM ONrUBLISBSS POBIC.* 



Yk mariners who sail the seas, 

I 'm told you 've made the boast. 
Of all who go upon the waves 

You hold yourselves the toast ; 
But list to me, ye mariners, 

As bounding on ye go, 
A-cracking up vour merry ship. 

And your wild yo ! heave ho ! 



zz. 



I '11 not deny, ye mariners, 

It is a joyous thing 
To see ve dashing on your way, 

Like oird upon the wing ; 
Ye wave a farewell hand to home, 

And then away ye sweep, 
To where the blue sky rests upon 

The bosom of the deep. 



zzz. 



But mariners — but mariners, 

When loud the storm doth blow. 
Ye have a toilsome time, my boys. 

With your wild yo ! heave ho ! 
And when at last the calm comes on, 

And ye swing upon the sea, 
Sad, sad are then your thoughts of home, 

And sadder they will be. 



zv. 



Oh ! how ye at the sweepers tug, 

And how ye have to tow ; 
And faint and weary comes the cry 

Then of your yo ! heave ho ! 
Ye say ye hate to hear our noise, 

Our puffing and our buzz ; 
But do n't forget, ye mariners, 

That *■ pretty is that does ! ' 



▼. 



Blow hifiph or low, ye mariners, 

'T is all the same to us ; 
The storm may blow its last breath out. 

What care we for the fuss ? 



I apirlted Song la from 'Tbe Advvstarea of a Poet, a Tale told In Rbymn,' by F. W. Tboma*. Eaq.. 
f * Clinton Bnulahaw,' vtc. W* bave been permitted to peruae tbe poem In manuecrlpt; and are so 
»d witb tbe life and -Tarlety of Incident wbicb pervade it. and tbe eaae and grace of ita execution, tbat 
ot omit tbe expreiteion of a bope tbat it may eoon be given in a printed form to tbe pablic. Tbe self- 
:«at tone of tbe etalwazt boatmen of tbe Wea^ will remind tbe reader of DzBDzir'a aallor who ' pitied 
•devils aabora ' in a bonicaae whoee nxaaio was eo weloosae to blm ozx the deep. 
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And I 've not told of shipwrecks, boys, 

Upon the stormy main ; 
The lon^-boat swamped, and the wild crew 

Who '11 ne'er see land again. 

▼I. 

To be rowed up a great salt sea, 

Beats rowing up Salt River ; 
And where we 'd strike a snag and land, 

Why, you 'd be gone forever ! 
We go ahead so steadily, 

And never give a hirch. 
Ye 'd take us for a hide-bound chap 

A-hurrying to church. 

▼ir. 

But though we puff as stately, boys, 

As any Dutchman smokes. 
We eat the best, and drink the best, 

And crack the best of jokes. 
Why mariners, ye 're months away. 

On hard junK-beefye feed, 
While we have turkey, toast and tea. 

And every thing we need ! 



▼XZI. 



In every port ye boast there 's one 

To spend the cash ye give her ; 
Why, we have sweet-hearts, mariners. 

On both sides of the nver ! 
Wc ask not for the starry lights 

To cheer us on our way ; 
We 've eyes that flash from every wood 

The clearest kind of ray ! 



XX. 



There 's Sal, she peeps from Cypress- Swamp, 

And Bet from Buckeye- BeacE ; 
And we 've a passing word for both, 

And a sly kiss for each. 
I 'm told you say, 'cause boilers burst, 

Uncertain is our breath ; 
To die by bursted boilers, boys, 

Is just our nat'ral deatn ! 



And do n't ye die in calm and storm, 

And do n't ye die in slaughter? 
And do nH they wrap you in a sheet. 

And chuck you in the water ? 
You 're food for fishes, mariners ! 

Ha ! ha ! your faces fall ! 
Well, here 's a health, my boys, to each, 

And a long life to alL 

zz. 

Broad, broad lands are between us, boys, 

But our rivers seek the sea, 
And by them, in our merriment, 

We send good luck to ye : 
Good luck to ye, brave mariners ! 

And mind, my boys, whenever 
Ye weary of your oicean Ufe, 

Ye 're welcome on the river ! 
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THE ^EMPIRE STATE' OF NEW-YORK. 



Br AS FMOLIt'H^A.N, 



The above is but a significant title. New- York justly merits the 
ippellation of the 'Empire State.* Considered only as one of many 
ndependcnt commonwealths linked together in a peaceful union, 
»rhat an idea must her grandeiu^ convey of the American confed- 
3racy; of the strength of the chain which binds together such 
mwieldy masses, and renders the compact firm and enduring ! It 
s a harmony which, if it continues, will be more wonderful than 
my save that of the spheres. 

We enter into few statistics ; we merely state the impressions of 
in inhabitant of the Old World at taking a general survey of this 
)ortion of the New ; a glance at those great features which strike 
he mind of the most casual observer. New- York possesses in 
lerself whatever would be necessary to constitute a great Empire, 
f distinct and separate ; cities, towns, villages, rivers, lakes, moun- 
ains, soil, productions, and the most celebrated wonders in the world 
>f nature and art In extent equal to Great- Britain, she is mag- 
lificent in population, dominion, in developed and undeveloped 
esourccs. Within her limits Nature has exhausted every element 
f the beautiful or the sublime. The ocean thunders on her East, 
jid the Great Cataract upon her West. Erie and Ontario are two 
jeaX seas upon her borders, where the mariner may lose sight of 
and ; whose billows are equal to those of the ocean, in storms which 
nreck the shipping destined for her provincial ports. The mighty 
iver St Lawrence, with its thousand islands, separates her from the 
British possessions on the North. On the North-east stretches Lake 
^hamplain, one hundred and twenty miles, with all its variety of 
cene, from the low and swampy shore, to the boundsuy of steep 
aountains close to the water's edge, or the cliffs where a hollow, 
aurmuring noise is heard when the breeze blows, from the waters 
plashing in the crannies of the rocks. There are islands encom- 
lassed with rocks, shores ornamented with hanging woods, and 
aountains rising behind each other, range after range, with a mag- 
ificence which cannot be described ; but richer than all is she, 
irhen she receives the waters of Horicon, the loveliest of lakes I It 
mbosoms two hundred islands, and is shadowed on either side by 
igh mountains, while its waves are of such delicious purity as to 
eveal the slightest object which sparkles upon its bottom at any 
lepth. 

New- York has within it the sublime mountain scenery of the 
Caatskills, where the eagle wheels over their hoary summits, anffl 
he winds receive an edge which sometimes kills the flowers of May 
a the valley. It has primeval forests where the axe has not sounded. 



336 The 'Empire Suae * of New- York. [October, 

and a few red men yet linger amid their gloom ; and it has plains 
which stretch themselves for miles, hke the prairies of the far West 
It has solitudes where the foot of man has scarcely trod ; and yet 
for three hundred miles, from the Hudson to the great lakes, it has 
city after city, town after town, village after village, in one unbroken 
chain, rising hke magic on the borders of lakes or in the heart of 
vallies, where a few years since reigned the silence of nature ; a 
proud attestation of the superiority of the Saxon race. Situated in 
a most favored zone, with skies hanging over it for the greatest 
portion of the year unclouded as those of Italy, it enjoys the four 
seasons, with their accompanying blessings, in equal distribution; 
the spring with its gradual advances; the luxury of summer; the 
autumn with its prodigal abundance ; and that which enhances all 
these, Eind is likewise full of sublimity, the snows of winter. Who- 
ever has sailed upon its rivers, or clambered its mountain-sides, or 
descended into its vallies, or gazed upon its cataracts, but most of 
all, has become acquainted with its works of art, must acknowledge 
that this is preeminently the Empire State. 

But the Bay of New- York, rivalling the noblest in the world for 
its depth, expansiveness, and beauty of its rising shores, is another 
feature which deserves to be mentioned ; and then we come to a 
city, destined also to stand in the first class. Accustomed as I had 
been to entertain an unpardonable prejudice and ignorance concern- 
ing the New World, and almost to confound the name of American 
with the red aborigines, it was with unfeigned surprise that I found 
myself in such a city, stunned with the hum of her incessant bustle 
Eind commerce, in the midst of somewhat fresh but stately buildings, 
and mingling with the crowds in a thoroughfare, considering its 
extent, one of the most magnificent in the world. Enthusiasm ban- 
ished every prejudice. I beheld on all sides the aspect of a luxurious 
metropolis; well-furnished shops, churches, pubUc buildings, and 
private dwellings, which would have graced any city of Christendom. 
Fountains in various parts were throwing up their waters to a great 
height, and with profuse liberality. A river flowed through the 
streets, brought from a distance of forty-five miles by an aqueduct, 
in design and execution one of the most bold, stupendous works of 
any age or country ; yet some of my countrymen, who profess to 
write books, have not even alluded to it. 

Surrounded by so many wonders, I looked for something to remind 
me of the past ; to convince me that all this was not the work of 
magic, or of a few years. I could not persuade myself that the 
Indian ever rambled tlurough the forests which covered the site of 
this city, and that the canoe shot silently over the waters where I 
beheld such a forest of masts. Just then, attracted by the sound of 
music, and the eager looks of a crowd, I observed twelve Indians, 
(among them were some handsome women) standing on a balcony 
which fronted the main street of the city, wrapped in blankets, with 
painted faces, and ornamented with a variety of gew-gaws. They 
were Sioux, who had come on under the care of an agent, and were 
exhibited as a show. The crowd gazed for a few moments, and 
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passed on with indifierence : but it was a spectacle calculated to 
plunge one into the most serious reverie. Here were the descend- 
ants of the original possessors of the soil ; the same class of men 
whom Columbus described when he kissed the soil of which he 
took possession ; children of the same frailties, ornamented in the 
same manner, the worshippers of the same spirit ! Here was the 
bustling Present ; they were the representatives of the Past ; the 
poor children whose fathers once possessed this whole continent, 
now gazed at, as if they were cannibals from the South Seas I As 
they stood erect on the balcony, unconscious of the ardent gaze of 
the crowd, dignified, silent, and unmoved, they seemed to me like 
antique pictures hung upon a wall, in a garb and costume long since 
obsolete. They carried with them their arrows and their tomahawks, 
but these had long ago become powerless against the arts of civ- 
ilized man. They looked down upon the Saxons, and saw the race 
which had destroyed their's. Around them the marble and the granite 
were piled in stately buildings ; the columns of Christian temples 
rose before them, and the interminable streets of a great city. I 
gazed again at the poor children of the forest, then at the accumu- 
lating crowd, and all the evidence of power which I saw around ; 
and the juxtaposition appeared to illustrate most forcibly the forces 
and resource of two races of men. The twelve Sioux on the bal- 
cony, with their blankets, hatchets, and store of arrow-heads, were 
to the physical strength and arts of the surrounding people what the 
whole race of the red men is now to the race of the whites. 

The greatness of the city of New- York, which is the metropolis 
of the whole country, behes its provincial name, and its prosperity 
attests its unrivalled position near the sea. According to the present 
ratio of its increase, in less than twenty years it will number over 
half a million of inhabitants, and in less than a century will attain 
the rank which London now holds. The Old World pours in its 
wealth perpetually, and it is the great centre and mart of commerce 
for the New. Thither all the streams of commerce converge and 
meet. The cold regions of the North, the cotton-growing South, the 
great valley of the Mississippi, and beyond the Eocky mountains to 
Astoria, the wild regions of the utmost West contribute to its wealth. 
But passing by the feature of a great city, what a river has New- 
York I I refer not to any of those which lie upon her borders, and 
are shared by other states or nations, but to the Hudson, wliich is 
all her own. * I thank God,' wrote the elegant Ieving, soon after 
his return to his native State, from a long residence abroad, ' I thank 
God that I was bom on the banks of the Hudson ! I fancy 1 can 
trace much of what is good and pleasant in my own heterogeneous 
compound, to my early companionship with this glorious river. In 
the warmth of my youthful enthusiasm, I used to clothe it with 
moral attributes, and almost to give it a soul. I admired its frank, 
bold, honest character ; its noble sincerity and perfect truth. Here 
was no specious, smiling surface, covering the dangerous sand-bar 
or perfidious rock ; but a stream deep as it was broad, and bearing 
with honorable faith the bark that trusted to its waves. I gloried in 
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its simple, quiet, majestic, epic flow ; ever straight- forward. Once 
indeed, it turns aside for a moment, forced from its course by oppo- 
sing mountains, but it struggles bravely through them, and imme- 
diately resumes its straight- forward march. * Behold,' thought I, * an 
emblem of a good man's course through hfe ; ever simple, open, and 
direct ; or if, overj)Owered by adverse circumstances, he deviate into 
error, it is but momentary ; Jae soon recovers his onward and hon- 
orable career, and continues it to the end of his pilgrimage/ The 
Hudson is, in a manner, my first and last love ; and after all my 
wanderings, and seeming infidelities, I return to it with a heart-felt 
preference over all the other rivers in the world. I seem to catch 
new life, as I bathe in its ample billows, and inhale the pure breezes 
of its hills. It is tnie, the romance of youth is past, that once spread 
illusions over every scene. I can no longer picture an Arcadia in 
every green valley; nor a fairy land among the distant mountains; 
nor a peerless beauty in every villa gleaming among the trees ; but 
though the illusions of youth have faded from the landscape, the 
recollections of departed years and departed pleasures shed over it 
the mellow charm of evening sunshine/ * 

We can add little to a picture like this, save the reiteration, that 
the Hudson is one of the noblest rivers in volume, and that its 
scenery is the grandest, of any river in the world. The Rhine, 
through a part of its course, is dreary and uninteresting. The Mis- 
sissippi is incredible in its length : it rises amid the wintry snows, 
and passes into the insupportable heats of summer, bearing to another 
great city of the American union, fifteen hundred miles from New- 
York, the inmiense wealth of its valley. It is the Father of Waters. 
But its stream is always turbid ; its shores flat and gloomy ; its aspect 
melancholy, yet suggestive of deep thought. But the Hudson rolls 
brilliantly from where its thin streams rise in the mountains, until 
it swells into a magnificent river, and bursts into that noble bay. 
Here are no castles upon the beetling crags, associated with olden 
story ; or hoary ruins, every stone of which could tell a tale. Here 
are no ivied turrets, or moss-grown walls, or battlements crowning 
the rock ; yet it lacks not, though it needs not, the charms of history 
and associations of the past : it needs not the embellishments of 
romance or pen of the poet ; it is grand enough to fill the mind wilh 
contemplations of itself Follow its course in one of those princely 
boats, miracles of architecture ! three hundred feet in length, which 
rush daily over its surface, swift as the lightning, yet more gracefully 
than swans — the ' Knickerbocker' I Now it is wide enough for 
whole navies to ride at anchor ; and the distant shores look dim, 
which afterward approach each other, and present the aspect of 
gay meadows and cultivated fields. Now it rushes around moun- 
tainous promontories, or cuts its passage through immense piles of 
perpendicular rocks, which stand yawning on either side as if a giant 
had torn them asunder to let the river pass through. Ossa is piled 

♦OuB readers will nol have forgotten the initial ' Cra^fon Paper ^ from which our corrp»- 

Sndent derives this exquisite passage. It may be found in the number of this Magazine in 
uvh, 1839 
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upon Pelion, Pelion upon Ossa ; and from the grandeur or beauty of 
the neighboring scene, the eye is directed by turns upon the waving 
outline of distant mountains. They are Uke the ocean-color, ' darkly, 
deeply, beautifully blue.* Sometimes the river becomes an expan- 
sive bay ; then a lovely lake shut in with hills ; then a fair and even- 
flowing stream. Memory can scarcely do justice to that splendid 
variety of highland and lowland, precipice and verdant field, towns 
and villages ; and the swift boat makes all this one moving pan- 
orama. 

Nor does the river abate in interest if you follow it two hundred 
and fifty miles, where its origin is found in the little brooks and 
delicious streamlets where the trout harbors, or among the thickets 
where the frightened deer hastens to plunge into the lake. There 
is a region in the northern part of the State, wild and uninhabited, 
containing two hundred little lakes. There are to be found scenes 
of indescribable beauty, to which only the pencil of the painter could 
do justice ; and yet there are few to tell him where to transport his 
easel. Its pathless wilderness precludes also the huntsman ; and 
deer and an abundance of wild game are secure in the fastnesses 
which have never been invaded by man. Yet is all this httle, com- 
pared with the dominions of the Empire State. The traveller who 
directs his course westward from the Hudson to the great lakes, will 
pause at every step to wonder at her variety of productions, her 
endless resources, the magical growth of towns which have some 
scores of thousands of inhabitants, and yet twenty years ago con- 
tained only a few log-cabins of the hunters ! The whole space is a 
series of long, swelling undulations ; uplands which slope away for 
miles insensibly into rich-bottomed vallies, each one possessing its 
broad, deep lake ; and every one of these lakes is a perfect gem. 
Otsego, Oneida, Skeneateles, Owasco, Cayuga, Seneca, and a score 
of others are passed in succession ; and on the shores of each the 
lover of the picturesque might spend weeks with profit and delight. 
With such a prodigality of waters, and especially in the vicinity of 
the great lakes, the thunder-storms engendered by the summer heats 
are of terrific grandeur. One would think that the dissolution of 
nature was at hand. Some one has justly remarked that all things 
here are on a large scale. 

But the memories of the traveller are destined to be eflTaced, 
when he hears for the first time the thunders of the Great Cataract, 
and his eyes are turned to behold the cloud of spray which rises like 
perpetual incense above its brink. From the sea-shore to Niagara 
is now scarcely two days of easy travel. Not many years since, to 
go thither, one was compelled to plod his way through a tangled 
wilderness, trusting to uncertain pathways, in momentary fear of 
wild beasts or wilder savages ; and when he arrived at the place, 
nothing but the rapture of the vision could enable him to forget the 
perils of the journey, and the prospect of the return. One was 
forced to pass by other sublimities of nature, which are now unseen 
because they have disappeared ; the gloom of forests and gigantic 
trees, and the tumult of other cascades and waterfalls which are 
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avoided by a moje direct route. Tbe transition is most remarkable 
from the heart of a great city, hundreds of miles distant, to the brink 
of this stupendous precipice. The forests which used to intervene, 
are reduced to separate clumps or groups of trees, which whirl round 
on the verge of the horizon, and disappear, making the head giddy; 
and one occasionally beholds the trunk or mummy of a gigantic oak 
prostrate on the ground, preserving its ancient form and semblance, 
but ashes to the core. This is where the pioneer has been ; and 
these are but the shadows of difficulties which once impeded the 
traveller at every step. 

Oh ! the Rapids I the Rapids ! It would atone for months of peril, 
to know the exultation which arises from looking on that congrega- 
tion of billows I There they come, from the whole chain of lakes 
and great inland seas, an incalculable host, plunging down a long 
sloping hill-side, which is the bed of the wide Niagara river near the 
chasm ; storming the foundations of fast-anchored islands, and shat- 
tered by the obstructions which they hurry with them, the fragments 
of the convulsion which burst open the abyss where they leap I 
They seemed to me infinitely more grand than the sea when it rolls 
its huge breakers to the shore after a storm. Look onward, and the 
prospect is alike infinite. The sky and the white crests of waves 
form the boundary of vision, and seem as if they poured out of the 
sky, so great is the descent ; the waters gorging the wide stream, 
and impeded at every step by rocks, and concealed caverns, whirl, 
writhe, and agonize, with a violence of agitation of which it is in 
vain to endeavor to convey an idea. It is the highest example of 
wrath and strength in the elements, exerted without any cessation 
or rest. The sea is upheaved mightily, but it is sometimes calm, and 
reflects the clear sky. The volcano intermits its fiery grandeur. 
The conflagration dies in ashes, where its little spark was first 
kindled. The freshet, which is irresistible in its might, subsides in 
violence, and permits the flowers to grow up again on the fertile 
banks, and be imaged in the tranquil stream. The wildest hurricane 
which bears upward the oak, abates into the musical winds. But 
here the fury is unceasing ; there is only an awful, unnatural calm 
upon the brink of the precipice. And it is difficult to believe that 
there is any thing yet behind the curtain, and that all this display of 
waters, grand as it is, cannot convey the faintest idea of that which 
remains, and ia but the ushering in of a more glorious spectacle. 

Think of the gentle river in the valley, with just current enough 
to preserve its purity, and so visited by the winds that it would not 
ruffle the swan's breast which reposes upon it so gracefully ! Then 
turn hither for contrast, and look in vain on this mad flood for a single 
image of peace ! Standing on the bridge which spans the American 
cataract, and stretches to the islet which conducts you to Goat Island, 
you look down and shudder. Nothing which breathes could be tor- 
tured in that flood a moment, and live. Come then and look into 
the abyss, and see the waters take the last plunge ! And here 
description ceases, for the simple reason that it would be all in vain. 
With a grand sweeping arch, they roll forward over the ledge, are 
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calm and silent upon the brink, then dashed into atoms on the rocks 
far below. The white smoke gushes up as from a hot furnace to 
the sky ! Oh what a cataract, and rocks, and river, whirlpools, and 
awful chasms, soHtude and yet communion with spirits, silence and 
yet ' mighty thunderings I ' I thought I had died, and was breathing 
an immortal life in a new planet, where every surrounding object 
was more vast and incomprehensible. I listened to a voice which 
combines all sounds, yet chords with none in nature which it resem- 
bles ; not with the bass of ocean, not with the winter winds. It is 
something which connects you palpably with the Past ; a carrying 
of the thoughts and imaginations far backward : like listening to the 
blast of a trumpet prolonged by an angel from the beginning of time. 
A storm burst tumultuously above the cataract. The long reverb- 
erations of thunder would have terrified in another place ; but here 
they added nothing to the sublime. At last the sunshine, after a 
little interval, broke out of the clouds, and rain-bows crowned the 
glory of the scene, whose rich tints were perpetuated when the 
moon arose. For here on the very spot, in the midst of the violent 
element, where one might almost doubt the word of Deity that he 
would not again overwhelm the earth with water, among the man- 
ifestations of His presence, sublimer than any but those on Sinai, he 
has dissipated every doubt, and hung over the whole magnificent 
scene his perpetual bow of promise. 



GREEN SPOTS IN THE CITY. 

Ye fill my heart with gladness, verdant places, 

That 'mid the city greet me as I pass ; 
Methinks I see of angel steps the traces. 

Where'er upon my pathway grows the grass. 
I pau9e before your gates at early morning, 

When lies the sward with glittering sheen o'erspread ; 
And think the dew-drops there each blade adorning, 

Are angels' tears for mortal frailty shed. 

And ye, earth's firstlings ! here in beauty springing. 

Erst in your cell* by careful winter nursed. 
And to the morning heaven your incense flinging, 

As at His smile ye forth m joy had burst ; 
How do ye cheer with hope the lonely hour. 

When on my way I tread despondingly ; 
With thought that He who careth for the flower 

Will, in His mercy, still remember me. 

Breath of our nostrils, Thou ! whose love embraces. 

Whose light shall never from our souls depart ; 
Beneath thy touch hath sprung a green oasis 

Amid the arid desert or my heart. 
Thy sun and rain awake the bud of promise, 

And with fresh leaves in spring-time deck the tree ; 
That where man's hand hath shut out nature from us, 

We by these glimpses may remember Thee. ' 

New York., Jmu, 1813. Uaat E. Bswitt. 
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DREAM OF CHILDHOOD. 

I DREAMED that childbood had returned ; 

And oh ! 't was sweet to roam 
Through flowery mead», and birchen g^Dves, 

That skirt my lowland home. 
Again I chased the butterfly, 

And plucked the heather-bell, 
And wove a flowerj' coronal 

For one who loved mc well. 
Again, with bounding step, I ran, 

And placed it on his brow ; 
Affain I to the heart \%'as pressed 

That 's cold and silent now. 
1 saw with joy the mild eye beam 

That never looked unkind ; 
But with a parent's fondness still 

To all my faults was blind. 

My dream then changed ; yet still I was 

That parent's hope and pride ; 
Though stem realities of life 

Forced childhood's joys aside. 
I lived,, in memory, o'er again, 

With bitter tears and sighs, 
The hour when, far from home and friends, 

I closed his dying eyes. 
E'en in that hour of dread and death, 

How placidly he smiled ; 
And left a lastmg legacy, 

His blessing, for his child ! 

With agonizing start, I woke. 

To feel life's every ill ; 
Yet, 'mid misfortune's withering blast, 

I hear that blessing still : 
And echo seems, where'er I rove. 

In gilded hall or bower. 
To greet me with the voice of love 

I heard in that lone hour ; 
A gleam of bliss amid the gloom 

Of sorrow's solitude ; 
A talisman to draw my thoughts 

Where vice dares not intrude. 
It oft has checked my wild career 

WTien borne on passion's wing ; 
For oh ! a parent's blessing is 

A sweet, a holy thing ! 

In fancy, of\ I follow on 

That &int, sweet voice of love. 
Till, leaving earth and earthly cares, 

I soar to realms above ; 
And scenes of dazzling brightness rush 

On my bewildered sight : 
My spirit feels the Godhead there. 

In majesty and might. 
And sounds seraphic greet mine ear, 

And heavenly anthems s^^'ell : 
There, 'mid the choir, his voice I hear 

Who loved me long and well ; 
And, as the song of praise is raised. 

In cadence sweet and mild, 
Again the passing spirit savs : 

* Almighty ! bless my cnild ! * i ^ 
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ANECDOTE OF A BOTTLE OF WINE. 



Tri vccio. Ob Stepbano ! ha^t anj more of tbis T 

SrsniANO. Tba wbole butt, man ! 

Caliban. Hast tbou not dropp'd from Heaven T 

8 rsFBANo. Out of tbe moon I do amure tbee : I was 
Tbe man iu tbe moon, -wben time was. 

CAI.IBAN. I bavf seen tbee in ber. and I do adore tbee ; 

llL-i inuitreiis abew'd me tbee, tby dog. and biuib. 



I CONSIDER the wines of France to bear the same rank in com- 
parison with those of other countries, that the highest order of 
lyrical effusion sustains in the world of poetry. Ordinary Rhenish 
wines are it's satires and pasquinades ; Port is didactic verse ; while 
among the first growths of the Rheingau, of Madeira, and of 
Spain, are to be sought the Shakspeares, the Homers, the Miltons, 
Virgils and Dantes of the wine-crypt 

It is in conformity with this poetical disposition of things, that, 
when I expect a visit from my friends, I descend into my wine- 
vault or mount the stairs of my attic. There, with keys in hand, I 
unloose the spirits of the mighty past, and restore in their happiest 
temperament and condition, and to their bright and animated des- 
tiny, the effulgent glories of the grape. 

It w^s not always thus, dear John I ' I do assure thee,' as my 
motto says, * when time was,' a few cobweb'd bottles of old Madeira 
upon the upper shelf of a chamber closet not too near the surface 
of the earth, and a case or two, and basket or two, in a distant 
receptacle, were, in the golden days of thy better manhood, but 
faint precursors of thy rich and cherished hoards ; thy vaulted cellar 
and thy loaded wine-chamber — fraught as these now are with the 
result of distant voyages, of curious tastings, of patient research, 
and of elaborate choice illustrated with a benignant and happy 
fortune. And yet those were glad days, bright days, precious days ; 
were they not? What a flavor, what a zest the wines wore when 
thou and I were young ! And the cookery I dear Sirs, how well- 
dressed things were in those days I 

We were Hving in a French boarding-house celebrated for it's 

cuisine. Our wine of course depended upon our proper self, but I 

have never met with a better table d^Mtc than we were wont to be 

Seated at, particularly upon any intimation to our worthy host that 

We expected friends, and wished to entertain them with our best. 

There was nothing of the *busy hum of preparation,' nor any 

anxiety about the successful practice of the cook, nor disappoint- 

ixient in the marketing, nor rising in the dawn of morning after a 

feverish night to acquire, at any cost, the first specimen of the 

Reason ; nothing of that state of perturbed feeling which a tourist 

cimong us well calls * stirring Heaven and Earth to give a dinner ; * 

liut the hour came, tlie guests were punctual, and we sat down with 
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young hearts, young spirits, and above all, young palates to the 
board. 

Among those few cobweb'd bottles that I have adverted to, upon 
that upper shelf, in that chamber closet, of that upper story, there 
might in those days have been discerned one that stood, like a star, 
apart; the treasured, cherished, garnered bottle that should upon 
some cdba dies occasion grace our bachelor's repast. It was twin 
bottle to one that had been opened for us in that City of Refuge of 
good wines, Charleston South Carolina, in those days not less 
certainly than now, the abode of the hospitable, the accomplished 
and the brave. Our host there had produced its fellow as a speci- 
men that he was desirous his friends should appreciate. * Oh Ste- 
phano, hast any more of this ? ' 

When I arrived in New- York after ten days and ten nights of 
continuous posting, (the distance is now accomplished I am told 
cleverly in three,) the flavour of that wine still regaled my 
palate; there was a spiritual vineyard flourishing within my 
heart; the fragrant blossom, the young grape, the purple cluster, 
the yielding pressure, and the nectareous juice ; the autumnal grape- 
leaf with its magic dyes, and all the long history of joy which it is 
given to one or two rare specimens of the wines of this life to 
impart to the spirit of man ; to impress upon his nerves ; and to be 
recalled in sensations that make glad the fountains of his heart, and 
dispense his affections among his fellow men; all these were 
present to my senses, and delighted me with a varied, an intellec- 
tual, and constantly reviving joy. I had never known so perfect a 
beverage; and I wrote at once to my friend, offering him in 
exchange any description of wine that he could name to me, bottle 
for bottle. 

He returned for answer an expression of regret that one only 
bottle remained of the batch ; and intreating my acceptance of 
what I prized so highly, sent it on without delay. This was that 
lonely bottle, that stood, in vague and uncertain light like a Hero of 
Ossian, upon that upper shelf, in that chamber closet, of that upper 
story. Often did I gaze upon it, often apostrophize it, praise it with 
a recollected gladness, remember its acquirement, delight in its 
possession, and wonder when the time might come, and when the 
friends, that should deserve the peerless, the incomparable offering. 

Upon a certain memorable day, and punctual to the moment, 
came a chosen party of my most honored and distinguished friends. 
The dinner was beyond praise, and all the appointments good. No 
crowd, no tumult, no excuse, no delay in serving, no vacant seat, no 
chair with small open hexagons of split rattan to disfigure the per- 
son of the guest for three successive days when the dress is thin, 
or to torture him when the weather is cold with pains which he is 

ashamed to complain of or even to mention a practice, 

Mr. Editor and all who hear me, still obtaining in some houses in 
New- York, and at times, especially in winter, more abhorrent to 
the thoughts than is the martyrdom of St. Lawrence, since heat 
upon a gridiron is in many of its appliances preferable to cold upon 
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sharp rattan. No; each guest had his cushioned chair, 'with 
ample room and verge enough ; ' and course after course, and wine 
after wine, appeared, and was enjoyed, discussed, and quietly dis- 
appeared, alike without want or waste. 

Well, the time of the repast came for my selected wines : they 
were all prepared, and all in the finest order and condition. The 
series was a perfect one ; a veritable ladder of transport ; up which 
the spirits of my guests ascended gracefully, step after step, as each 
higher and higher flavour presented itself to their gratified and 
entranced palate. At the last, sole remaining bottle of the list, 
came my Charleston acquisition. It is certainly in bad taste to 
expatiate upon one's wine from the chair, but as this was the only 
bottle of it's kind in the world, it seemed necessary to introduce it 
with a word that should at least perform that ceremony. 

I told the story of its acquisition, and expressed the pleasure it 
gave me to present on this occasion the one remaining bottle of the 
world. We had been conversing a moment or two before, I remem- 
ber, on the comparative advantages in drinking wine, between the 
sip and the throxo, and had come to the conclusion, (which I think 
every man of sense must ultimately arrive at,) that the latter is the 
true way to enjoy the full aroma of the beverage, and at once to 
gain that gratifying descent, and that ascent to the wits ; in short 
that satisfying blessedness of taste, which the mere sipper of pota- 
tions of whatever kind must vainly aspire to know ; say what you 
may to the contrary, Mr. T. G. ! 

The bottle was uncorked, decanted, and the wine came forth, in 
the profound silence and expectation of the guests, bright as the 
beam of your mistress's eye I The attention of all present was so 
absorbed by their interest in this only bottle, that until every man's 
glass was filled, hardly a sound was perceptible except the gurgling 
of the long-necked decanter as it distributed its glorious contents 
and passed with wings from hand to hand around the board and 
returned drained to the head of the table. Toasts were at that time 
in vogue ; and as soon as I had said, * Our hospitable friend in South 
Carolina, may Ids own last bottle reward him for the pleasure of tliis 
gift^ each man did ample justice to the wine. 

How shall I recount the catastrophe that ensued ! We are all 
sinful men born to trouble as the sparks fly upward, and it seemed 
as if the wine had also dealt ample and instant justice upon us I 
Every soul present was struck through the heart and liver to the 
spine ! All rose instantly from the table, speechless, aghast, and 
terrified with the efiect! There was a napkin or handkerchief over 
the mouth of each, and if we could have articulated a word, we 
might have exclaimed with the sons of the prophets at the feast in 
Gilgal, * Oh my Lord, there is death in the pot I * 

But it was impossible to relieve ourselves by words ; it was liter- 
ally in tears and groans that the guests made for the door, vanished 
from the room, escaped from the house, and left me, apj)alled, 
transfixed, incapable of utterance, standing at the head of my 
deserted table, and feeling that ' No man said, ' God bless him ! ' ' 
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For a fortnight, three weeks, a month, no one of my guests had 
his mouth right ! I was afraid to walk in the streets lest I should 
meet one of them ; there was a paralytic stricture in the counte- 
nance of each member of that sad party ; in some it wore an 
expostulatory, an admonitory, in some a remonstrant, and in all the 
look of a much injured person. I must except one gentleman whom 
however I did not get a glimpse of until six weeks had elapsed. 
He was a well-bred Frenchman, with all the suavity and grace of 
manner that belongs to his class and nation. I shall ever feel 
grateful to him for the first kind word I had received since the dis- 
comfiture ; though I have sometimes had doubts, judging from the 
reinstated appearance of his lips, whether he had taken more than 
half a glass : * My dear Sir,' said he, ' when I had the pleasure to dine 
with you at your very agreeable party, there was one A^dne that 
had flavour very exemplary, ma foi I ' I acknowledge it, I said. 'I 
think you did say it was American wine ? ' I did, I replied. * What 
is the name if you please, as I pay much attention to the sujetoi 
wines ? * I named it. ' Will you be so very kind as write it in my 
tablet ? ' I prepared to comply ; and telling him that I was not 
quite certain of the correct orthography of the word, wrote in large 
characters, the word, ' Scuppernong.* 

John Watek. 
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• On ' what a abadow o't th« heait in flunff, 
Wheu peal^ the re<iui»3in fortb>» lo.ed una jTurjff ! ■ W Citfi 



We waste no sorrow o'er the verdant tomb 
When whitened Afe is called to meet its doom ; 
With shattered bark, on life's wild current driven, 
The tempest, threat'ning death, but wafls to heaven ; 
And the freed spirit, borne on eagle wing, 
Mounts to the regions of eternal spring. 
No ; 't is not Age we mourn ; life's course is run. 
And soon, at best, must set its sinking sun. 

We weep no sad adieu when infant years 
Fly this cold vale, where joy still ends in tears ; 
Ere yet a cloud has dimmea their morning sky 
Which hangs outspread so clearly blue on high ; 
That sky the tempest's wrath will soon deform, 
And the day, dawned in sunshine, close in storm. 
Oh ! who would bid that wandering spirit stay, 
Which seeks a fairer realm, a brighter day ! 

But when th' Avenger in his withering track 
Strikes in its bloom the pride of Manhood down, 
The heart's sad strings, but faintly echo back 
The plaintive murmurings of Sorrow's moan. 
* Unhappy youth ! * ere life was well begun. 
And tny brief day had seen scarce half a sun, 
The roses from tny fading cheek have flown, 
And Death, the spoiler, marked thee for his own f 
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LEANINGS FROM THE GERlirAN. 
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COUNSEL. 

Soul of li^ht in stone enthroned 
Is the precious diamond ; 
Son or light, do thou endure, 
Like this gem, still strong and pure ! 

EPITAPH. 

Read, wanderer, a husband's moan : 
My wife was young and fair ! 

Now lies upon her heart a stone, 
And mine — is light as air ! 

ON THK EPITAPHS IN A CHURCH-YARD. 

Falsehood, O man ! delights thine eye : 
Thou teachest even stones to lie ! 

ON BAVIUS. 

Give him to drink of Lethe's wave ! why not 
Let the poor bard forget that he 's forgot f 

LADIES' TONGUES. 

Frankly, ladies' tongues, confess 

Ye must wag perforce : 
Faith ! the sex might, as I guess, 

Without tongues discourse ! 

THE ORAY-BEARD. 

Nearch is blind, and deaf, and lame, 
The prey of time s corrosive greed, 

And long of crafty heirs the ^me ; 
When will the dead man die indeed ? 

GARLANDS. 

Youth, with chaplets grace thy brow, 
But the garlana choose with care ; 

Wreathed with laurel fadeth late. 
Wreathed with myrtle soon, the hair. 

FRIEND AND POE. 

Let warning wisdom's kindly speech 
Thy friend his faults and failings show ; 

But let thy mute example teach 
The love of virtue to thy {oq. 

PLEASURE. 

List a mortal's quest, sweet Pleasure! 

Why so fleeting? — answer, pray : 
Lost as soon as found, thy treasure ! 

None can thy dear presence stay. 

Thank thou. Fate, she cried, whose minions. 

All tlie gods, love me alone ; 
Were I fashioned without pinions, 

They would keep me for their own ! 

•L. XXII. 45 
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THE QUOD CORRESPONDENCE. 



CjavvQ ^araon. 



OUArrCR riVT-'-XNTB. 

More than a week had elapsed since the rupture between Rhone- 
land and Rust ; and during that period Jacob neither saw him nor 
heard from him. But in that interval he had become confinncd in 
his purpose of resistance ; and had resolved, come what might, to 
risk any thing, rather than submit to the mental bondage which had 
hitherto crushed him. Steadfast in this purpose, he quietly awaited 
the movements of liis adversary. 

On one fine afternoon, the bright rays of a setting sun streaming 
through the window fell upon the face of the old man, as he was 
dozing in his room, and awakened him. Starting to his feet, and 
casting his eyes hurriedly about him, he exclaimed ; * I tell you no; 
I tell you ?w, Michael Rust. It shall never be I Ah Kate ! ' said 
he, looking about the room, and seeing no one except his daughter, 
* it's you, is it? — only you? And I've been dreaming? Well, well; 
thank God it was no worse I It 's strange I should have dreamed 
that Michael Rust wanted you, Kate, and asked for you. But no 
matter ; kiss mc, child. We 've done with him. There's a comfort 
in that. We shall be quite happy — happy as we once were. Shall 
we not, Kate ? ' 

Kate's lips quivered, as she pressed them to his forehead ; and 
there was a busy little voice at her heart, which whispered a name, 
and brought up recollections that nearly choked her, as she said, in 
a low tone, * Quite happy.* 

* But Kate,' said her father, ' placing an arm about her waist, while 
he put back her hair with his other hand, and looked anxiously in 
her face, ' you don't say happy, as in old times.* 

Kate was silent. What could she say, when her young heart was 
breaking ? But at last she did say : 

* It certainly will make me happier, much happier, than I have 
been, to know that you are once more yourself; that that evil, daring 
man has lost his influence over you, never to regain it ; and that 
there is nothing to harrass you and break you down, as there once 
was. All this makes me quite happy. Indeed it does ! * But there 
was that in her tone which belied her words, and Rhoneland ob- 
served it. 

* Ah ! child, child ! ' said he, shaking his head sorrowfully. * I see 
it all. Ned Somers has much to answer for. I loved and trusted 
him. God forgive him that he meditated so vile a wrong ! He was 
to me as my own son. Ilad he loved you, Kate, openly and hon- 
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orably as a man should, and as you deserve to be loved, and had he 
asked you from me, I would not have said no, Kate. But he acted 
like a villain ; and I've cast him off forever.* 

Kate became very pale, and her voice grew thick and husky, as 
she asked : ' Father, will you answer me a question ? * 

' Yes Kate, a hundred,' said he, drawing her more closely to him. 
' I'll sit here all day long, and answer you. Now that he is gone, I 
feel quite young and boyish again ; and nothing gladdens me more 
than your voice. Now go on. What is it?' 

The girl took his hand in both her's, and looking steadily in his 
face, asked: * Who told you the tale which set you against Ned?' 

* Who ? ' inquired Rhoneland ; * who ? Why, he — Rust.' 

'And have you never found, in the course of your deahngs with 
that man, that he could forget or pervert the truth ; or even invent a 
falsehood, when it served his own purpose ? ' 

Jacob Rhoneland laughed to himself, in a low chuckling tone, and 
rubbed his hands. * What, lie? — Rust lie? Bless you, child, he 
does that more than any thing else. Hal ha! He's a deep one, 
depend on it' 

'And can you see no reason for his traducing Ned ? * said she, the 
blood mounting to her face, as she spoke. * Was there no plan 
of his, which Ned's presence here crossed, and which rendered it 
necessary to prejudice you against him ? ' 

The old man pondered ; looked at her, and then at the floor ; and 
at last sank back in his chair, in a deep and unpleasant reverie ; 
from which he was only aroused by a knock at the door. * Go to 
your room, Kate. It's Enoch. I'll open the door myself 

Kate had scarcely left the room, and Jacob had not yet risen to 
obey the summons, when the door of the apartment opened, and 
Michael Rust walked in, as quietly and serenely as if nothing had 
happened. 

'Good evening, friend Jacob,* said he, bowing low, and speaking 
in his softest tone. ' I 'm here again, you see. I could not give you 
up so soon. I could not let a trifling misunderstanding break off old 
friendship. I had 'nt the heart to do it, good Jacob. There was a 
severe struggle between pride and friendship, but friendship gained 
the day ; and I have come with an open heart to offer you my most 
humble apology, and to ask you to forget and forgive. I feel that I 
took an unwarrantable liberty with Kate ; but 1 loved her, Jacob, 
and was hurried too far by my feelings. I was wrong, and you 
acted as a father should. Let us forget the past, and be as we 
were.' 

Michael stretched out his hand, as he spoke, and even held it so, 
for some moments ; but Rhoneland neither took it, nor looked at it, 
nor at him, nor uttered a word in reply ; but with both hands resting 
on the top of his cane, which he had taken to assist him in rising, 
and his chin on them, sat looking out of the window, as if there 
were no other person than himself in the wide world. 

What was it that bowed the bold, bad man, who had never yielded 
to him before ? — who had trodden on his very neck, mocking his 
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sufferings, jeering at his agony of mind ; returning threats for suppli- 
cations, and revilement for tears ; and now brought him a supphant 
to his feet ? Was it that strange, mysterious feeling which some- 
times tells a man that the hour of his fate is approaching, and that 
his time is measured ? Was the coming storm flinging its shadow 
over his path, even before the bursting of the tempest ? Did he feel 
the earth sinking beneath his feet ; and was he glad to grasp, even 
at a decayed and shattered branch to hold him up ? Or was it a part 
of a deeper policy ; and was there yet something to be gained by 
clinging to his former dupe ? It may have been a mixture of all 
these feelings ; but certain it is, that there he was ; the same thin, 
bowing, cringing hypocrite, with a tongue of oil and a heart of flint, 
endeavoring by soothing words and fawning lies once more to win 
back the man who had turned his back upon him. And equally 
certain it is, that a more unyielding, impenetrable, imperturbable 
piece of humanity he had never met with ; for to all his fine sen- 
tences, allurements, and artifices of every kind, he received no 
reply. 

* This tack won't do,' thought Rust. * He won't swallow honey. 
I'll give him wormwood ; but before that, one more attempt.' 

' Jacob, my friend,' said he, drawing a chair nearer to him, seat- 
ing himself, and sinking liis voice ; * perhaps you think I meant ill 
about your daughter ? * 

The old man moved restlessly, but was silent Rust saw that he 
had touched the theme which would arouse him. 

* You were mistaken, my friend. Would that tlie intentions of all 
were as pure as mine.* 

* Speak of something else,* replied Rhoneland, abruptly. * I '11 not 
hear you on that subject.' 

* But you must,' said Rust ; * indeed you must, my old friend. Not 
that 1 would annoy you ; but I came here for that express purpose; 
and micst speak of her.' 

Rhoneland looked keenly at him, and then at the floor, grasping 
the sides of the chair firmly ; as if to restrain himself from violence, 
and Rust went on. 

* I 'm a man of few words, Jacob. Kate 's a dear, sweet girL I 
love her ; she loves me. Will you give her to me for a wife ? * 

* It 's false ! ' said Rhoneland, starting to his feet. ' If there be a 
single person in this world whom Kate hates more than another, it 
is you ! ' Give her to you for a wife I ' exclaimed he, in a bitter tone; 
' give her to you — you I I 'd see her in her coffin first I Go, Michael 
Rust,' said he, extending his hands toward him ; * your power is at 
an end in this house. Go I * 

' Not quite, good Jacob I ' said Rust, in a low, fierce tone. * Not 
quite, good Jacob I I know what your plans are ; what your hopes 
are. I know what Enoch Grosket can do ; and in what he *11 fail 
He '11 fail to vindicate Jacob Rhoneland. He *11 fail to vindicate 
himself He '11 fail to overthrow Michael Rust. He and Jacob will 
soon be cheek by jowl with those whose good deeds have placed 
fetters on them. It 's well, Jacob, it 's welL We 'U see who '11 win 
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the race. Pause, good Jacob, pause before you decide. I give you 
five minutes. With Michael Rust for a son-in-law, you are safe.' 

Rhoneland grew exceedingly pale ; and then summoning his res- 
olution, said : 

* I have decided. Though it cost me my life, you shall not marry 
Kate. Go ! ' 

* Jacob Khoneland, one word.' 

* Not a syllable ! ' said the old man, grasping his heavy cane, and 
his face becoming purple with anger : * viper ! begone ! If you 
darken my doors one moment longer, I '11 fling you into the street ! ' 

' Good by, Jacob,* said Rust ; but not another word did he utter, 
as he left the house. His face was ashy pale ; his features pinched 
and sharp ; and he gnawed his lip until the blood came from it 
Regardless of his appearance ; with his long locks hanging in tang- 
led flakes about his face, he hurried on. Dead and corpse-like as 
his features were, never was a fiercer spirit at work, to give life and 
energy to human frame ; never was there a stronger concentration 
of dark passions in a human heart. His pace was quick and firm ; 
there was no loitering ; no pausing at comers, to think ; no sign of 
irresohition. Darting along the street where the old man lived, and 
striking into one of the wider cross-streets of the city, he followed 
it until it brought him into Broadway. This he crossed, and plunged 
into that labyrinth of narrow streets which run between that and the 
Bowery, l^reading them, with the ready step of one familiar with 
their turns and windings, he neither paused to inquire his direction, 
nor to read the sign-boards ; but even in the darkest and dreariest 
corners, his knowledge seemed certain and accurate. The twihght 
had darkened into night, and the streets were narrow ; and as he 
proceeded in the direction of the more fated parts of the city, dim 
figures, which like bats were shrouded in holes and dark hiding- 
places in the day time, were beginning to flit about, yet he felt no 
hesitation nor fear. In the most gloomy and bhghted of all these 
places, he paused, cast a quick suspicious glance about him, to see 
that none watched him, and then darted up an alley between two 
houses, so rained and sagged that their gables met over it like a 
gothic arch. Groping his way along, he came to a door at the foot 
of a flight of stairs which terminated the passage. He did not pause 
to knock ; but pulhng d. string, opened it, and ascended a pitch-dark 
staircase, which in Uke manner was terminated at the upper end by 
a door. At this he knocked loudly. He was answered by a grufi* 
voice which inquired : 

* Is that you, Joe ? * 

* No,' replied Rust 

' Well, if you ai n't Joe, who are you ? If you ai n't got a name, 
peg away ; for blow me, if I open till I hear it' 

There was a noise, as if the speaker, in conclusion of his observa- 
tion, drew a chair or bench along the floor, and seated himself 

* Come Bill,' said another voice, * this won 't do. You *d better 
open it' 

A muttering from Bill showed that he thought otherwise ; but the 
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person who had spoken, apparently not heeding his disapprobation, 
got up and opened the door, giving to Rust as he did so a full view 
of the interior of the room. 

At a table sat a man with coarse red hair, and a beard of several 
days' growth. He was a brawny fellow, six feet high, with a cast 
in one eye, which seemed to have been injured by a deep gash ; the 
scar of which stUl remained, commencing on the very eye-lid, cross- 
ing one cheek, and his nose, and giving an air of stenmess to features 
which needed not this addition, to express much that was bad. His 
companion, who had opened the door, was a man of smaller build, 
with broad, square shoulders, dark sharp eyes, narrow forehead, and 
overhanging brows, and a thin, tremulous lip ; and though possessed 
of less physical strength than his comrade, looked much the most 
dangerous man of the two. 

They both eyed Rust for a moment, without speaking, and then 
the larger of the two said to his comrade : * Tim Craig, hand the 
gentleman a chair.* 

' I don *t want one,' said Rust abruptly. * Have yon seen Enoch?' 

They both shook their heads. 

* He *11 blow on me, and you, and others.' 

The two men looked at him, and then at each other, but said 
nothing. 

* He's set himself up against me — me!* said Rust, his thin lip 
curling and yet trembling as he spoke. 

* He 's a dark man, that Enoch,' said Craig, in a low tone. * There's 
no good in crossing him, Mr. Rust' 

* Crossing him ! crossing him ! * exclaimed Rust. * He has crossed 
me. Who ever did t/uit, and prospered I Ho I ho I Enoch, Enoch ! 
you mistook your man ! ' 

The two looked anxiously at each other, but did not speak ; and 
although they had the thews and sinews which could have torn the 
thin form before them to shreds, it seemed as if they both shrank 
from him with something like fear. 

* It has come to the death-struggle between us,* said Rust ; * one 
or the other must fall.' 

* If you 're the one ? * inquired Craig. 

* Others must go too,* rephed Rust ; * they must* 
Craig gnawed his lip. 

* If Enoch goes, he goes alone,* continued Rust ' He must be out 
of my way ; he knows too much.' 

The men exchanged looks ; but the larger of the two seemed to 
leave all the speaking to the other, merely listening with great atten- 
tion, and occasionally favoring his comrade with •a glance, whenever 
it seemed necessary. 

* I have no time to stay now,' said Rust, turning to Craig : * I 've 
told you enough. Grosket is in my way. I must be rid of him.* 

Craig put his finger to his throat, and deliberately drew it across 
it ' You 're a ticklish man to deal with, Mr. Rust Is that what 
you mean ? * said he. 

' I say I must be rid of him,* replied Rust, fiercely. ' Are yoa 
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deaf? Are your brains addled ? Rid of him — rid of him — eid of 
him I ' exclaimed he, advancing, and hissing the words in the man's 
ear, while there was something in his look and manner that caused 
even the bold villain he addressed to draw back and assume a some- 
what defensive attitude. * Do you understand me now ? Law won't 
do what I want. I prescribe no mode ; but Enoch Grosket must be 
out of my path.* 

* You 're growing red-hot, my master,' said the man, bluntly. * But 
I must have what you want spoken out. Shall he be knocked on 
the head ? ' 

* Has n't he committed a murder, burnt a house, stolen, embez- 
zled? I think I've heard of his having done something of the 
kind,' said Rust, earnestly. 

* Of course he has. He 's done 'em all, if you like. Bill knows 
something about them. Do n't you. Bill ? ' 

* Oh ! yes,' said Bill, refreshing himself from a large pitcher of 
water. * This 'ere vorter is very weak. Blowed if I ain't forgot 
what liquor smells like ; and it 's so long since I see'd a dollar, that 
bless me, if I think I 'd know one. I 'd have to go to some obligin' 
friend to ax what it was.' 

This declaration of ignorance was accompanied by a look of con- 
summate disgust into the pitcher, and another of a very peculiar 
character at Rust. 

That worthy, however, seemed not imused to meeting with gen- 
tlemen in similar trying circumstances ; for he gave both the look 
and language an interpretation which, considering the enigmatical 
mode in which they were expressed, fully met the views of the man 
who uttered them ; and thrusting his hand in his pocket, he drew 
out a handful of silver, which he flung into the pitcher, and said : 

* Perhaps that will improve the water.' 

Bill made no other response than a broad grin ; and then said in 
a more business-like tone : 

* Well, about that murder, and house bumin', and all that What 
do you want ? ' 

* I want proof of it against Grosket, if he did it' 

* In course he did it,' replied the man, with a knowing look. 

* Well, bring me the proof of it, and bring it soon. You know 
where to find me.' 

He turned on his heel, and even before they were aware that he 
had left the room, he was on his way through the street 

His course was now to his old den. When he reached it, he 
found even that paragon of clerks, Mr. Kornicker, absent This was 
a relief; for he was too much excited to care to have any witness of 
his appearance. 

* It struck seven as I passed the town-clock,' said he. * It wants 
an hour to the time fixed. I '11 wait' 

Although it was dark, he flung himself on a chair, without striking 
a light, and sat for some time in silence, tapping the floor with his 
foot. But rest was not the thing for his present mood ; and he soon 
started up, and paced the room, muttering to himself. At last the 
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clock struck eight. The lights, which shining from the windows in 
different parts of the building, somewhat relieved the gloom of his 
room, were extinguished one by one, and it became pitchy dark. 
Kust lighted a candle ; placed it on the mantel-piece, and stood 
looking at it for some moments. He heard a step on the stairs ; but 
it ascended to the floor beyond, then descended, and went out in the 
street. He looked at his watch ; it was but five minutes after eight 

* God ! how slow the time went ! ' Perhaps his watch had stopped. 
He put it to his ear : tick, tick, tick I There seemed an interval of 
a minute between every stroke. * Five minutes past eight ; ten 
minutes more, and she will be here,' muttered he ; ' and then I shall 
know the worst' 

He put the watch in his pocket; and looking at the ceiling, 
attempted to whistle ; but it would not do. His blood was in a 
fever. Hark ! — was that a footstep on the stairs ? No, it was only 
the tread of a person overhead. Hist! what's that? He stood 
stock-still, and listened. Tliere was a slight shuffling noise in the 
passage ; and then a faint tap at the door. 

Rust sprang forward, and opened it. A female, muffled in an old 
cloak, stood cowering on the outside. 

* Ha I it 's you at last I ' exclaimed he, in that abrupt, energetic 
manner, which suited his character better than his more usual tones. 

* What news ? ' 

The woman, either to gain time, or because she was really ex- 
hausted, staggered to a chair, and turning her face to the hght, 
revealed the features of Mrs. Blossom. 

* Ah's me ! ah's me ! ' said she, leaning back, and sighing heavily. 

* It's a wearisome way I've come, old and feeble as I am — old and 
feeble, old and feeble — a very wearisome way.' 

There must have been something in the look of Rust, who stood 
before her with his black, glowing eye fixed on her's, that was pecul- 
iarly startling ; for she paused in her whining, and turning to him, 
said: 

* What do you look at me so for ? ' 

* Is there no reason for it ? ' said Rust, in a low voice. * Is there 
no trust betrayed ? Have you done all that you swore to do ? ' 

Mrs. Blossom, hardened as she natumlly was, and as she had 
become, by long following a pursuit which requires no little assur- 
ance, was not without some signs of trepidation at this question. 

* No, no ; I have n't. I swear I have n't,' said she. 

* I placed two children in your charge,' continued Rust, in the 
same low tone. * They were never to leave it, except for one 
place — the grave.' 

Mrs. Blossom's wan features grew paler, as she whispered : * Not 
so loud, Mr. Rust, not so loud.' 

* As you please ; I '11 whisper,' said Rust, suiting the action to the 
word ; and speaking in a whisper, yet so distinct and thrilling, that 
each word seemed to come like a blow. * I placed two children 
under your charge ; and unless I required them, and unless they 
grew ill, and died, they were to become what you are. Where are 
they ? I want them.' 
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Mrs. Blossom looked hopelessly about her, as if she meditated an 
escape ; but seeing no chance of any, she cast a deprecating eye at 
Rust, shook her head, and said nothing. Rust went on in the same 
strain: 

* They were with you two months since ; going on gloriously ; 
travelling at a hand-gallop to the grave. I have heard strange 
stories of them since. Are they true ? ' 

Still the woman was silent 

* Answer me I ' said Rust, his fury gradually getting the mastery 
of him, and his voice bursting out loud and clear. Where are they ? ' 

Mrs. Blossom clasped her hands and looked at him, but uttered 
not a word. 

* Where are the children ? Answer me ! ' said he, starting to his 
feet, and darting up to her, his eyes perfectly blood-shot with fury,^ 
and the foam standing round his lips; 'the children, I say — the 
children ! God d — n you ! — do you hear me ? ' 

Mrs. Blossom cowered down in the chair, and made one or two 
futile efforts to speak ; her thin blue lips quivered ; but no sound 
came from them ; while a kind of idiotic smile fixed itself on her 
features. . 

* The children, I say I* exclaimed Rust, gnashing his teeth with 
rage ; and seizing the woman by the shoulders in his paroxysm of 
fury, he shook her until she reeled and fell to the floor. ' What 
have you done with them ? Answer me ; or by the God of Heaven 
I '11 crush you beneath my feet ! ' 

Before his amiable intention, however, could be carried into effect, 
Mrs. Blossom had recovered her wits, her feet, and not a little of 
her usual spirit ; and turning upon him, with eyes flashing as brightly 
as his own, she said : 

' They 're gone, Michael Rust ; gone, gone ! Do you hear that ? 
Gone, where when you next see them you will wish the undertaker 
had measured them before. Gone, gone I ha I ha I You won't see 
the lambs again. So much for striking an unprotected female, 
Michael Rust. That for ye ! that for ye I that for ye I ' And she 
snapped her fingers in the face of the disappointed schemer, and left 
the room, slamming the door loudly after her. 

Rust clasped his hands, as she went out, and raised his eyes to 
heaven. 

' Gone ! ' repeated he, in a low tone ; * gone ! — both gone I And 
I — I ? — what will become of me ? Is it for tJtis that I have toiled 
and slaved for years ; that I have stooped to meanness and dissim- 
ulation ; have steeped myself in crime, and have had felons and 
miscreants of every dye for my associates? For years have I been 
on the rack : no more quiet hours, or peaceful dreams ; no more love 
from those of the same blood ; but cursed, hated ; hated with the 
worst hate, the hate of one 's own kindred ; my schemes thwarted, 
my hopes blighted ; a felon; my dearest hopes crumbled to dust ; 
these two children restored to their rights ; Kate married I — and I, /, 
where shall I be ? God of Heaven I ' exclaimed he, dashing up and 
down the room, ' shall these things be ? ShaU I fall ? — shall Uiey 
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triumph ? Never ! never ! Be yourself, Michael Rust I ' said he, 
in a choked voice; *be yourself I be yourself! This has happened 
from trusting others. Rely on yourself, Michael; be cool, MLichael; 
and then thwart them — thwart them ! ' 

He paused and stood in the middle of that room like a statue. 
Slowly and by degrees every trac^ of excitement disappeared from 
his features, until they had assumed a sharp, rigid, fixed look ; and 
then, he said, pursuing the same theme : ' Thwart them ; thwart 
them, Michael Rust! Work, toil, cringe, lie, steal, murder — aye, 
do any thing — but thwart them, thwart them ! Good Michael Rust, 
do n't suffer yourself to be a by-word in their mouths ! And if you 
fail, Michael, die fighting. There 's something noble in tJiaZ. Be it 
so ; be it so ! * said he, in a stern, abrupt tone. * They Ve driven me 
to extremities. Nothing but desperate measures can save me. 
Desperate measiures shall be tried. Does success require a fife? 
Well, well ; the world *s overloaded ; it shall have one. If I attain 
it, it will be another's ; if I fail, it will be my own : the grave is a 
quiet resting-place ; a better one than the world, when a man 's 
foiled in all his aims. But I 'm weary, I 'm weary ! ' said he, in a 
low, desponding tone ; ' my head 's dizzy, and my brain confused, by 
the troubles which have come so thickly upon me to-day. I must 
rest* 

Drawing a chair to the table, he seated himself upon it ; bent his 
head down upon the table, and exhausted by the excitement of the 
last few days, which had taxed even his iron frame beyond its 
powers of endurance, he soon slept heavily. 



TH£ SEASON OF DEATH. 

Oh ! thou resistless and relentless power! 

Miffhty, mysterious in thy every form : 
Unbidden thou com'st to mar the natal hour, 

Stcahug: the heart's youn^ pul::^, with life scarce warm. 
And thou art there where the green vine is tuming^ 

Its fjjfcntle fragrance from Love's rosy bower ; 
And thou art there where silent stars are burning, 

Sweetly and calmly, o'er the bridal hour. 
And thou art there wnero young Joy in his mirth 

Presses his cup to lips of human wo, 
And thou art there where Pleasure hath its birth, 

Following its footsteps wheresoe'er they go ! 

And ah ! where art thou ^lot^ mysterious Death ! 

The young, the fair, the pure in heart, arc thine ; 
Beauty, and love, and power, these all have breath 

But for thy conquering ; and ho|)e di\ine. 
And bliss, and sweet aflcction, and the tear 

That sparkles in the eye of love ; the sigh 
That moves soft pity in the soul sincere, 

All, all are thine, O Death ! for all must die ! 
Passing like blossoms from the earth a^%'ay, 

All that of life or being hath its share ; 
The heart hath scarce its hour of hoi>e to pray, 

For thy cold hand, O Death ! is everywhere ! 

NtW' Ymh, September, 1843- Eriirara Butmn &»*-• 
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THE MEMOIRS OF COUNT ROSTOPTCHIN. 



WKITTSM IMT TCK UnrTTTSS. 



A LADY one day said to the celebrated Count Rostoptchin that 
he ought to write his memoirs. The next day the Count handed 
her a little roll of paper. * What have you here ? ' asked the lady. 
* I have obeyed your commands/ replied he ; * I have written my 
memoirs ; here they aie.' The lady was not a little surprised at the 
promptness of the performance ; and hastened to peruse the follow- 
mg morceau, the caustic wit and piquancy of which will remind the 
reader of the keen satire of Voltaire. 

MY MEMOIRS, OR MYSELF AS I AM. 

WRlTTSlf Uf Txy ICIimTM. 

TABLE OF CONTENTS. 

I. MT BIRTH. II. MT SDrCATIOlf. III. MT SUmKINGS. IV. PSIVATIOTTB. V. MEMORABLB 
KPOCU«. VI. MORAL TRAITA. VII. IMPOBTAIfT R£«OLinnOK. VIII. WHAT I WAS AlfD WHAT 
I MIGHT HAVE BKEX. IX. RESPECTABLE PRIXCIPLBS. X. MT TASTES. XI. MT DISLIKES. 
XII. ANALYSIS OF MT LIFE. XIII. BOUNTIES OF HXAVXN. XIV. MT XPITAPH. XV. DXDICATOBT 
XPI8TLX. 

CHAPTER I: MT BIRTH. 

On the twelfth day of March, 1765, 1 emerged from darkness into 
the light of day. I was measured, I was weighed, I was baptised. 
I was bom without knowing wherefore, and my parents thanked 
heaven without knowing for what 

CHAPTER II: MT EDUCATION. 

I WAS taught all sorts of things, and learned all kinds of languages. 
By dint of impudence and quackery, I sometimes passed for a savant. 
My head has become a library of odd volumes, of which I keep the 
key. 

CHAPTER III: MT 8UFPERIN08. 

I WAS tormented by masters ; by tailors who made tight dresses 
for me ; by women, by ambition, by self-love, by useless regrets, by 
kings, and by remembrances. 

CHAPTER IV: PRIVATIONS. 

I HAVE been deprived of the three great enjoyments of the human 
species ; theft, gluttony, and pride. 

CHAPTER V: MEMORABLE EPOCHS. 

At the age of thirty, I gave up dancing ; at forty, my endeavors to 
please the fair sex ; at fifty, my regard of public opinion ; at sixty, 
the trouble of thinking ; and I have now become a true sage, or 
egotist, which is the same thing. 
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CHAPTER VI: MORAL TRAITS. 

I WAS Stubborn as a mule, capricious as a coquette, frolicksome 
as a child, lazy as a dormouse, active as Bonaparte, and all at my 
pleasure. 

CHAPTER VII; IMPORTANT RESOLUTION. 

Never having been able to master my countenance, I let loose 
the bridle of my tongue, and contracted the bad habit of thinking 
aloud. This prociured me some pleasures and many enemies. 

CHAPTER VIII: WHAT I WAS AND WHAT I MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 

I HAVE been very sensible of friendship and confidence ; and if I 
had been bom in the golden age, I might perhaps have been a very 
excellent man. 

CHAPTER IX: RESPECTABLE PRINCIPLES. 

I HAVE never meddled in any marriages or scandal. I have never 
recommended a cook or a physician ; and consequently have never 
attempted the life of any one. 

CHAPTER X-. MT TASTES. 

I TOOK pleasure in small parties, and was fond of a walk in the 
woods. I had an involuntary veneration for the sun, and his setting 
often made me sad. Of colors I preferred blue ; in eating, beef with 
horse-radish ; for drinking, cold water ; at the theatre, comedy and 
farce; of men and women, open and expressive countenances. 
Hunchbacks of both sexes always had a peculiar charm for me, 
which I could never define. 

CHAPTER XI: MY DISLIKES. 

I HAD a dislike to sots and fops, and to intriguing women who 
make a game of virtue ; a disgust for affectation ; pity for made-up 
men and painted women ; an aversion to rats, liquors, metaphysics, 
and rhubarb ; and a terror of justice and wild beasts. 

CHAPTER XII: ANALYSIS OF MY LIFE. 

I AWAIT death without fear and without impatience. My life has 
been a bad melo-drama on a grand stage, where I have played the 
hero, the tyrant, the lover, the nobleman, but never the valet 

CHAPTER XIII: THE BOUNTIES OP HEAVEH. 

Mt great happiness consists in being independent of the three 
individuab who govern Europe. As I am sufficiently rich, meddle 
not with politics, and care very little for music, of course I have 
nothing to do wiUi Eothschild, Metternich, or Kossini. 

CHAPTER XIV: MY EPITAPH. 

' Here lies, in hope of repose, an old deceased devil, with a worn- 
out spirit, an exhausted hecul, and a used-up body. Ladies and 
Gentlemen, pass on ! 
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DEDICATORY EPIBTLE TO THE PUBLIC. 

Dog of a Public ! discordant organ of the passions ! thou who 
raiscst thy minion to heaven, and then phmgest him in the mire ; 
thou who extollest and slanderest without knowing why ; image of 
the tocsin; echo of thyself ; absurd tyrant ; offscouring of the mean- 
est houses ; extract of the most subtle poisons and of the most 
exquisite perfumes ; representative of the devil among the human 
species ; a fury masked in Christian charity ! — Public ! whom I 
feared in my youth, respected in my riper years, and despised in my 
old age ; it is to thee that I dedicate my memoirs. Gentle Public ! 
I am at last out of thy reach, for I am dead, and consequently deaf, 
bhnd, and mute. Mayest thou enjoy these advantages for thy own 
repose and for that of the human race I 



We read in the * Bibliographic Univcrselle et Portative des Content' 
porains* that *when Count Rosloptchin visited Paris, people were 
not a little surprised to find a man of wit and good breeding in one 
whom until now they had regarded as a ' ferocious Tartar.* This 
brutal epithet was no more suitable to a man like Count Rostoptchin 
than that of * an incendiary,' with which Madame d' Abrantes has 
honored him in her memoirs. A great many piquant sayings are 
attributed to him, of which we will merely quote the following : 

* I came to France,' said he, ' to judge for myself of the real merit of 
three celebrated men ; the Duke of Otranto, Prince Talleyrand, and 
Potier. * It is only the last who seems to me to come up to his 
reputation.' 

Here is another piquant anecdote. One day when the Emperor 
Paul I. was surrounded by a numerous circle, among whom were 
many Russian princes, and count Rostoptchin, his favorite minister, 

* TeU me,' abruptly asked he of the latter, ' why are you not a 
prince ? ' 

After a moment's hesitation at this singular question. Count Ros- 
toptchin replied : 

* Will your Imperial Majesty permit me to give the true reason ?' 

* Undoubtedly.' * It is because my ancestor, who came from 
Tartary to settle in Russia, arrived there in the winter time.' 

* Ah I and what had the season of the year to do with the title that 
was given him ? ' 

* This, your Majesty ; when a Tartar-lord made his first appear- 
ance at court, it was the custom for the sovereign to give him the 
choice between a fur-cloak and the title of prince. My ancestor 
arrived daring a very severe winter, and had the good sense to 
prefer the former.' 

Paul laughed heartily at this reply ; and turning to the princes 
who were present : * See, gentlemen,' said he ; * you may congrat- 
ulate yourselves that your ancestors did not arrive 'in the winter I * 

*A celebrated comic actor. 
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ANACREONTIC. 



Pttlsk of my heart ! dear source of care, 
Of stolen sighs and love-breathed vows ; 

Sweeter than when, through scented air. 
Gay bloom the apple-boughs ! 

II. 

With thee no day can winter seem, 

Nor frost, nor olast can chill : 
Thou the soft breeze, the cheering beam, 

That keep it summer still ! 



INTERNATIONAL COPY-RIGHT. 

Crispin, who stole leather to make shoes for the poor, was none 
the less a thief, says Wolfgang Menzel, in an article on hterary 
piracy. But Menzel is a German, and it would be alike absurd and 
imsafe for an eminently practical people, Ukc ourselves, to be gov- 
erned in regard to our national pohcy by an eminently philosophical 
people like the Germans. We are by no means certain that Crispin 
is not a fellow to be copied : before we pronoimce judgment upon 
him, we must know whether he stole from his own countrymen, or 
from foreigners. There is a vast difference ; a difference as great 
as the countries may be apart. Nothing can be more evident than 
the proposition that a nation cannot exist by domestic thievery, for I 
cannot steal from my neighbor unless my neighbor steal from abroad. 
Therefore, in considering a theft, nationally, it is of the first impor- 
tance to know who it is that has been robbed. Like many other 
acute critics, Menzel has furnished a very potent argument to refute 
his own doctrines, by reasoning a httle too close : the parallel be- 
tween the shoe-maker who steals his leather for the benefit of the 
people, and the printer or book-publisher who pirates the contents 
of a book, is a peculiarly unhappy one for the cause he advocates. 
Nothing can be more evident, no principle is more strongly inter- 
woven in' our pohcy as a nation, than that of encouraging domestic 
manufactures. It is very plain that if the material for our books cost 
us nothing, we can manufacture them more cheaply than a rival 
nation that is compelled to pay their authors for producing them ; it 
is also equally evident that they can therefore be afforded at a 
cheaper rate to the people, and that the quantity sold will be in pro- 
portion to the lowness of the price, and that the intelligence of the 
people will be in proportion to the number of books that are read: 
if, in addition to the contents of our books, we could pirate the leather, 
paper, types, and ink of which they are composed, we should be the 
most enlightened and independent people in the world, if we are 
not so already. 
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The trade of authorship has always entailed on its professors 
poverty and disease. The sedentary habits which it induces must of 
necessity undermine health : the abstraction from the every -day 
affairs of life, requisite to its i^ccessful prosecution, almost always 
causes insanity, or at least mania ; and it is not clear that monomania 
is not an essential feature of authorship : in fact, the history of 
authorship is but a record of wretchedness. No other profession 
has furnished an exclusive chapter of calamities. We never hear 
of the calamities of merchants, of brick-layers, or cultivators. If 
then we can save our countrymen from the exercise of a calling so 
manifestly injurious to their happiness and welfare, by availing oiur- 
selves of the labors of foreigners, to whom we owe neither protection 
nor fealty, what man who wishes well to his coimtry will have the 
temerity to oppose a practice so conducive to oiur national prosperity ? 
We have declared ourselves a free and independent people ; but 
could it be said that we were either free or independent, if we were 
restrained, by self-imposed laws, from making free with the labors 
of a rival nation, separated from us by an ocean of three thousand 
miles ? or independent, if we were dependent upon ourselves for 
our intellectual pabulum ? 

The only independent nation of modem times was the Algerines, 
now unhappily extinct. They were a model people ! They were 
free and independent, in the most liberal and extended sense. They 
were dependent upon themselves for nothing which they could take 
firom other nations ; and so fully did they carry out their principle of 
national independence, that they looked to a foreign power to furnish 
them with their governors. No native of the soU was ever har- 
rassed by the cares of government All their rulers were imported 
from abroad. 

In respect of mere corporeal rulers, we are as yet far behind the 
Algerines, but virtually we are in advance of them as respects our 
governing power. No one will deny that to rule the mind is far 
better, more honorable, more arduous, and more important, than to 
rule the body. Our mental rulers are all foreigners ; the majority of 
them pensioners of a government that advocates and inculcates 
principles directly opposed to those that we profess. They rule us 
Dy means of the books that we cunningly pirate from them, and 
thereby save ourselves a very great amount of trouble and expense. 
It is true that some of our people are mad enough to attempt to 
divide this ruling power with these foreigners, by publishing books 
themselves ; but their efforts only prove the correctness of our asser- 
tion ; for in order to smuggle their works into notice, they are com- 
pelled to make them so nearly like those that are printed, that they 
could not be distinguished from them, were it not for their title-pages. 
Evidences of these truths abound, on all sides, as well in the Church 
as the State. Some of our young preachers have improved their 
opportunities of studying foreign books to that degree, that they have 
boldly confessed that the great reformation was not only unjustifiable, 
but a real detriment to the cause of humanity. Others have pro- 
fessed a faith in the fine old conservative doctrine of the divine right 
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of kings ; and one young presbyter that we know, has quitted his 
country, and now officiates as a chaplain in the dominions of her 
most gracious majesty, Victoria the First. Other blessings equal to 
these are continually manifested by our rulers and legislators, who 
give abundant evidence that they have profited by the continual 
influx of foreign mind. One great statesman, of the Virginia school 
of politics, a great patriot and a great orator also, profited to such an 
extent by his foreign books, that he could not even read a work that 
had been re-printed in this country. But we would not be thought 
to advocate so sublime and patriotic an extension of the great prin- 
ciple of pirating as this, because it would deprive our artisans and 
tradesmen of a very profitable business. Perhaps the most remark- 
able and beneficial eflfect of our independence of ourselves, is man- 
ifested by the clergy, who depend almost entirely upon England for 
their theology, and thereby become so thoroughly imbued with an 
independent spirit, that when they happen to be troubled with a 
thoracic disorder, or any other disease, immediately leave their flocks 
to the care of the great Head of the Church, and hurry off' to Europe 
to consult foreign physicians, and inhale a mouthful of foreign air. 

But the real benefits of the present system of pirating Enghsh 
books, consist in the employment given to capital and labor. Cor 
paper-mills, type-founders, printers, binders, and book-sellers, are 
kept in constant employment by the intellect of Great Britain. The 
brain of Walter Scott alone gave employment to a greater number 
of mechanics and tradesmen than that of any American since the 
revolution, with the exception of Fulton. It must be borne in mind 
that the imagination of a foreign author creates for us a source of 
employment, which but for him would not exist ; beside furnishing 
for us a never-failing source of recreation and profitable enjoyment 
Were it not for Scott and Bulwer, Boz and James, we should have no 
novels to read ; were it not for Tom Moore, we should have no songs 
to sing ; and but for foreign composers, we should have no musia 
Since the successful experiment of ocean navigation, we have 
become more and more independent of ourselves; and we now have 
the gratification of seeing London newspapers hawked about oar 
streets, to the very manifest falling off* in the manufacture of the 
home article. If we still remain true to ourselves, and resolutely 
shut our ears to the complaints of these interested and mercenary 
writers, both at home and abroad, the time will soon come when our 
people will be saved entirely from all literary drudgery, and even 
our newspapers be re-publications of London Times* and Chron- 
icles, as some of our Magazines already are of London and Edin- 
burpjh and Dublin monthlies. 

How absurd, how impudent, how mercenary and grovelling, it is 
in these British authors to require of us to pass a law that will 
deprive ourselves of such great advantages, merely to put a few 
dollars in their pockets, and encourage a set of men among us to 
supplant them, and so inculcate a spirit of base and servile self- 
dependence among our people ! The great object of an author 
should be fame. No true genius will exert himself for filthy lucre. 
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It must be infinitely more grateful to a high nature to be read by 
thousands, than to be paid by hundreds ; and therefore we benefit 
tliese foreigners in spite of themselves, by re-printing their works at 
a cheap rate, thereby greatly enlarging the circle of their readers, 
and adding to their reputation. It is very true that the British Par- 
liament has passed a law giving to American authors the privilege 
of copyright as soon as a reciprocal law shall be passed by us ; but 
are we to be dictated to by the British Parliament ? Are we to be 
reminded of our duty by foreigners, who thus make a show of their 
magnanimity, only to entice us to follow their example ? Shall we 
become mere copyists of another nation ? Forbid it Justice ! forbid 
it Independence I 

If we concede to the foreign author a right of property in the pro- 
ductions of his brain, which after all is merely the distillation of other 
people*s ideas expressed in some other way before him, or at best 
the promptings of Nature, which are the common property of man- 
kind, like air and sun>shine, we shall next be called upon to 
recognize the inherent and indestructible right of an author to his 
works, for all time. 

When a citizen purchases of government a quarter section of land 
in one of the territories, and pays for it at the rate of a dollar and a 
quarter the acre, it becomes his own property, and the whole nation 
would rise up like one man to defend him in the undisturbed pos- 
session of it to the end of time. But if this same citizen should 
devote the flower of his manhood, the vigor of his intellect, and even 
the land itself which he may have purchased of his country,, in the 
production of a book for the benefit of humanity, he would have no 
right to the possession of his work but for a very limited number of 
years ; and although he would be protected in the possession of his 
land, or the products of it, from foreign aggression, we would not 
allow him any protection in the enjoyment of the product of his brain, 
even though a foreign nation should civilly agree to respect our law 
for that purpose if we should think j)roper to pass one. 

The reasons for these distinctions in regard to different kinds of 
property are so very clear and conclusive, so exceedingly simple and 
obvious, that we do not choose to insult the understanding of our 
readers by repeating them. Some of the advocates of an interna- 
tional copy-right have urged in its favor that a measure so just could 
not be otherwise than politic, and that it would be safe to adopt one, 
without any regard to expediency, but relying solely upon truth and 
justness. But such a principle as this is directly at variance with 
the genius of our constitution and laws ; and were it adopted in one 
case would be urged as a precedent in another, and an entire over- 
throw of our system of government would be the consequence. 
Were so mischievous a principle as this once adopted by our legis- 
lators as their rule of action, what would become of those noble 
specimens of eloquence with which we are favored every session of 
Congress, when members who are perfectly agreed as to the justness 
of a measure, dispute for weeks and months in regard to its expe- 
diency or profit ? What would become of our army and navy, and 

VOL. XXII. 47 
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our corps of diplomatists ? What would become of many of the 
peculiar institutions of the North and of the South ? In short, how 
would our representatives contrive to lengthen out a session, or even 
make a speech for Bunkum, to be read by their constituents ? 

The subject widens as we write ; absurdities throng around our 
quill, striving to get down to the nib of our pen ; and the very fulness 
of the argument chokes our utterance; we grow fustigatory and impa- 
tient to lay about us ; but we must conclude in the words with which 
an ingenious cotemporary a few months since began an essay upon 
the same subject, namely : * CJopy -right is a humbug* 

* FULCr&A F1L15C0.* 
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When spring-time fancies haunt the brain, 

Or cluster round the young heart's shrine, 
No sadness clogs the dreamer's strain. 

To bid him o^r his lot repine : 
By Love's first fantasies oppressed, 

He hies him to some stream- laved spot, 
And sighs along the blue-flower's breast, 

* Forget-me-not I forget-me-not!' 



tz. 



To manhood's sterner cares allied, 

The image lords it o'er his will ; 
In vain the struggles of his pride, » 

The form and icatures haunt him still. 
His pillow sought, the toils of life. 

Trade, strifes, defeats, all are forgot, 
While with one theme his dream is rife 

* Forget-me-not ! forget-me-not ! ' 



ztz. 



Poor dreamer ! like his fleeting years, 

The autumn of his fond desires 
Pours disappointment's icy tears, 

To quencn his youth's a«lusive fires. 
Within his heart, time and despair. 

To foil his hopes triumphant plot ; 
Unmoved at his unceasing prayer, 

' Forget-me-not ! forget-me-not I ' 

IV. 

Like to the flower when autumn comes 

To seek its folds with chilling breath. 
And winter 8 earliest whisf)er roams 

Its heart among, to tell of death ; 
Thus on man's heart, as o'er the flower. 

Fall tears, with grief and anguish hot, 
And speeds the cry to Heaven's high Powbh, 

'Forget-me-not! forget-me-not!' 
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THE MAIL ROBBER. 



NCMBSR lOUIU 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE KNICKERBOCKER MAGAZINE. 

Sir : I can only account for your conduct by this one supposition : 
you must be a drinking-man Nothing but the repeated, though 
perhaps unconscious, inebriation arising from an excessive use of 
stimulating drinks, could produce that torpidity of the moral senti- 
ments which is manifested by your editorial career. Your late allu- 
sion to the cordwainers of Xeres, or in vulgar tap-room slang, 
* s/ierrj/ cobblers,* is very strong against you. Your ill-timed merri- 
ment — the jocose levity of your ' Editor's Table' — all go to con- 
firm my theory. You indulge — I know you do. 

Now, Sir, as a strict Washingtonian, and the corresponding sec- 
retary of two temperance societies, I request you for the benefit of 
the community to make a statement of your case, with a phreno- 
logical chart of your developments, a brief account of your habit of 
body, your temperament, age, etcetera, together with the amount 
which you absorb daily, and a history of your propensity. In the 
anticipation of such a statement, I forego any offence at whatever 
may formerly have passed between us. You are to be pitied rather 
than detested. I know, from experience, that under the influence 
of stimulants we are not always accountable agents. We should 
be merciful one to another ; and although I have heretofore found 
it difficult to repress my disgust at your folly, I assure you that 
I am far from entertaining unchristian feelings. May you yet 
five to become a respectable member of society, and an ornament 
of our ranks ! You may find worthier employment in conducting 
some religious journal or temperance periodical. If you become 
sincerely anxious to reform, and to distinguish yourself as an ardent 
champion of virtue, the society will feel pleasure in lending you 
their i)owerful aid. Our funds are at present somewhat low, in con- 
sequence of the prodigious expense of a late fair and several tem- 
perance pic-nics in the country, at which we nobly burned many 
whole hogsheads of the most costly Jamaica and Cogniac spirits. 
The sight of the self-destroying monster wasting away in the blue 
intensity of his own suicidal flame, excelled any thing in the way 
of moral grandeur that I have witnessed since the Croton-aqueduct 
celebration. Still, in spite of our tremendous disbursements, I will 
venture to promise you, if you enhst under the banners of the cause, 
a handsome situation, either as a Reformed Inebriate, or a travelling 
County-Delegation Jubilee Pic-Nic Poet and Orator. Depend upon 
it, that under the cold-water system your profits will be increased, 
your morals improved, your appetite and intellectual faculties 
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enlarged and well-balanced, and all the fibres of the frame restored 
to a firm, vigorous tone. 

Touching the subject of these letters, I would observe that our 
English friend has done very wisely in permitting their publication. 
But surely you will not think of accepting his favors without giving 
him an adequate requital. I am told they are extensively read, and 
add much to the attractions of your Magazine. He certainly ought 
to be most handsomely paid Having never thought it worth while 
to make any poetry myself, I cannot well judge of the labor of 
making it, or of its value ; but I know that we have repeatedly paid 
clergymen in New-England thirty or forty dollars for a temperance 
ode, and hymn to match. For my own part, I am willing to sink 
my demand (albeit a prior one) in favor of his own claim. He will 
consider the propriety of either going on shares with me, or allowing 
me whatever premium he may think just upon each letter. Instru- 
mental as I have been in preserving his epistles from the dangers 
of flood and fire, and procuring their secure transmission, through 
the pages of the Knickerbocker, to their destination, he will not 
neglect my hint. I am willing to look upon it as merely a commis- 
sion business; my object being rather an amicable arrangement, 
and a mutual understanding of each other's interests, than any thing 
of a mercenary nature. Whatever profit may fall to my hands shall 
all be faithfully devoted to the Cause. 

I send you herewith a splendid pictorial illustration, colored to 
the life, of the awful appearance of the interior of a drunkard's 
stomach. It has produced a powerful sensation in Boston, and may 
persuade you to reflect upon the possible condition of your own 
mtestines. 

I beg that you will by no means print this letter, as it may look 
like trumpeting my own goodness. 

Yours, etc., in the Pledge, — - ■ — 



Notwithstanding the foregoing injunction of the pacified finan- 
cier not to print his letter, it is evident that he intended it for the 
public eye. It would moreover be most unjust not to let the world 
mto a knowledge of his many virtues. As to our own vices, and 
especially the one here dwelt upon with so much fervor, we must be 
permitted to remark, in reply to the commiseration and advice of our 
moral friend, that during the whole course of a life * now some years 
wasted,' we were never ' groggy,* * intoxicated,* * boozy,' ' swipsed,' 
* cut,* * how-camc-you-so,' * swizzled,' or ' tight,' but ofice ; and 
assuredly t}uU, as Dogberry says, * shall be suffegance' On a cer- 
tain evening of one of the remote * days that were ' in our history, 
we remember ('ah I yes! too well remember I') trying to discover 
whether there was any foundation for the suspicion of a friend, that 
we had been over-' indulging ' at a supper-party from which we both 
were returning. The fact truly was so. We ascertained, in endeav- 
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oring, for the satisfaction of our friend, to * toe a mark * in the pave, 
that the side-walk invariably followed the lifted foot ; and that when 
we essayed to set its fellow down, the pavement receded in such a 
terrific manner that the sole encountered it with a good deal more 
of emphasis than discretion. We recollect, too, that the key-hole 
of our bachelor's-apartment was found to have been stolen on that 
memorable evening, rendering our key nugatory, adscititious, of no 
account, and so forth ; and that when, by the aid of a fellow-lodger, 
we had achieved our room and bed, we found the latter emphati- 
cally a ' sick ' one, and at times during the night in a very ' sinking 
condition ; ' so much so indeed, that at one period we began to * des- 
pair of its recovery' But that one abuse of Nature, (who always 
revenges herself, and at once, upon her assailants,) taught us a les- 
son which we have never ibrgotten, and never shall, * unto thylke 
day i* the which we crepe into our sepulchre/ For the rest, we 
certainly do affect an occasional glass of good wine at a cheerful 
board, with congenial guests ; such wine as we are informed, on the 
best authority, ' maketh glad the heart of man ; * such as Saint Paul 
recommended to his brethren * for their stomach's sake ; ' a wine, in 
short, wliich * creates a spiritual vineyard in the heart,' and * dis- 
penses one's affections among his fellow men.* ed. Knickxuocixk. 



LETTER FOURTH. 

TO WALTER RAVAGE LANDOB. FLORENCE 

DT lUS nANIiN OF •▲MCSZ. moOSB*, B8^. LOMDOIT. 

On the roii^h Bracco*» top. at break of day, 
Hij^h o'er that giilf which bounds the Genoese, 

Since thou and I oursued our mountain way, 
Twenty Decemoers have disrobed the trees. 

Rome lay before us, hid beyond the peaks 
Which rose afar, our longing eyes to guide ; 

The wave was one whose name a histor>' speaks. 
The Tyrrhene sea — the pure blue Tuscan tide. 

So many summers, in their gay return. 
Have found my pil^rrimage still incomplete, 

Doomed as I seem, Ulysses- like, to earn 
My Uttlc knowledge by much toil of feet. 

Charmed by the glowing earth and golden sky, 
In Amo's vale you made yourself a nest ; 

Tliere perched in peace and bookish ease, while I 
Still journeyed on, and found no place of rest. 

And here I am in this prosaic land, 
Tliis new lles)>eria, less be-rhymed than thine. 

Here try the skill of my neglected hand 
To catch the favors of the chary Nine. 

And here, amid remembrances that throng 
Thksker than bkMsoms in the new-born June, 

Thine chiefly claims the witness of a song 
That still at least my heart remains in tone. 
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You will not fail to pardon as yoa break 
The blushing- seal that bears the well-known crest ; 

And every line, however rude, shall wake 
Kind thoughts of him who wanders in the West 

But never hope (with so refined a sense 

Of what is well conceived and ably ^^Tought,) 

To find my verse retain its old pretence 
To the smooth utterance of an easy thought. 

For who can sing amid this roar of streets. 

This crash of engines and discordant mills ? 
Where cv'n in Solitude's most hushed retreats 

Machinery drowns the music of the rills ? 

True, Nature here hath donned her gala robe, 
Drest in all charms — wild, savage, and sublime; 

Within one realm enfolding half the globe, 
Flowers of all soils, and fruits of every clime. 

Yet nothing here conveys the musing mind 

Beyond the landmarks of the present hour, 
Since every impulse is of sordid kind, 

Among this race, that moves the Fancy's power. 

No mighty bard, with consecrating touch. 
Hath made the scene a nobler mood inspire ; 

The sullen Puritan, the sensual Dutch, 
Proved but a barren fosterage for tlie lyre. 

Beauty should speak : however fair the shore, 
With balmy groves^which all the coast perfume. 

Until his eloquence the minstrel pour 

Over the landscape, vainly must it bloom. 

E'en thy dear Italy, whose ashes now. 

Albeit feebly, warm our Saxon strains, 
Was once, ere yet her vallies felt the plough, 

Fameless and voiceless as Iowa's plains. 

Imagine old GEnotria as she stood 
In Saturn's reign, before the stranger came ; 

Ere yet the stillness of the trackless wood 
Had heard the echoes of a Trojan's name. 

Young Latium then, as now Missouri's wiiste, 

Was dumb in story% soulless and unsung : 
Whatever deeds her savage annals graced 

Died soon, as Lacking some harmonious tongue. 

Up her dark streams the first explorers found 

Only one dim, interminable shade ; 
Cliffs with the growth of awful ages crowned. 

Amid whose gloom the wolf and wild-boar preyed 

Afar, perchance, on some sky-piercing height, 

Nign the last limit of the eagle's road. 
Some stray Pelasgians had assumed a sito 

To pitch their proud, impregnable abode. 

Pent in their airy dens, the builders reared 

Turrets, fanes, altars fed with daily flame ; 
But with their walls their memorv disappeared : 

Their meanest implements outlive their name. 
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What race of giants piled von rocks so high ? 

Who cut those hidden channels for the rills ? 
Drained the deep lake, and sucked the marshes dry, 

Or hollowed into sepulchres the hills ? 

These, in the time of Romulus, were old ; 
• Even then as now conjecture could but err ; 
In nrose or verse no chronicler hath told 

Whence the tribes came, and who their heroes were. 

A few rough sculptures and funereal urns, 

Which still are mocked by unimproving Art, 
Perplex the mind till tired reflection turns 

To the great people dearer to her heart 

Soon as they rose — the Capitolian lords — 

The land grew sacred and beloved of GrOD ; 
Where'er they brandished their triumphant swords 

Glory sprang forth and sanctified the sod. 

Ev'n yet their tombs, though dateless and decayed, 

Allure the northern pilgrim from afar ; 
Still Contemplation's orisons are paid 

Where any fragments of their trophies are. 

Nay, whether wandering by the swollen Rhone, 
Or by the Thames, we mark the Caesar's tracks, 

Wondering how far, from their Tarpeian flown. 
The ambitious eagles bore the praetor's axe ; 

Those toga'd kings, the fathers and the knights. 

Are still our masters, and within us reign ; 
Born though we were by Alleghany's heights. 

Beyond the desolation of the mam. 

For while the music of their language lasts, 

They shall not perish like the painted men 
(Brief-lived in memory as the wmter's blasts) 

Who here once held the hill-top and the glen. 

These had their passions, had their virtues, too ; 

Were valiant, proud, indomitably free : 
But who recalls them with delight, or who 

Their coarse mementos with esteem can see ? 

From them and Iheir's with cold regard we turn, 

The wreck of polished nations to survey, 
Nor care the savage attributes to learn 

Of souls that struggled with barbarian clay. 

With what emotion on a coin we trace 
Vespasian's brow, or Trajan's chastened smile. 

But view with heedless eye the murderous mace 
And chequered lance oi Zealand's warrior-isle. 

Here, by the ploughman, as with daily tread 

He tracks tne furrows of his fertile ground. 
Dark locks of hair, and thigh-bones of the dead, 

Spear-heads, and skulls, and arrows oft are found. 



On such memorials unconcerned we ^aze ; 

No trace remaining of the ^low divme, 
Wherewith, dear Walter ! m our Eton days 

We eyed a fiagment from the P&ktine. 
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How rich to us th' Imperial City seemed. 

Whose meanest relic vied with any gem ! 
The costly stones on kingly crowns that gleamed 

Possessed small beauty, if compared with them. 

Cellini's workmanship could nothin;^ add, 

Nor the Pope's blessing, nor a case of gold. 
To the strange value every pebble had 

O'er which perchance the Tiber's wave had rolled. 

It fired us then to trace upon the map 
The forum's line, the Pincian garden's paths ; 

Ay, or to finger but a stucco scrap 

Or marble shred from Caracalia's baths. 

A like enchantment all thy land pervades, 
Mellows the sunshine, softens autumn's breeze ; 

O'erhangs the mouldering town and chestnut shades, 
And glows and sparkles in the golden seas. 

No such a spell the charm'd adventurer guides 

Who seeks those ruins hid in Yucatan, 
Where through the tropic forest silent glides, 

By crumbled fime and idol, slow Copan. 

There, as the weedy pyramid he climbs. 

Or notes, mid groves that rankly wave above. 

The work of nameless hands in unknown times. 
Much wakes his wonder — nothing stirs his love. 

Art's rude beginnings, wheresoever found, 
The same dull chord of feeling faintly strike ; 

The Druid's pillar, and the Indian mound, 
And Uxmai's monuments, are mute alike. 

Nor here, although the gorgeous year hath brought 

Crimson October's beautiful decay. 
Can all this loveliness inspire a thought 

Beyond the marveU of the fleeting day. 

For here the Present overpowers the Past ; 

No recollections to these woods belong, 
( O'er which no minstrelsy its veil hath cast) 

To rouse our worship, or supply my song. 

But this will come ; the necromancer Ag« 
Shall round the wilderness his glory throw; 

Hudson shall murmur through the noct's page, 
And in his numbers more superbly flow. 

Ev'n now perhaps, the destined soul is born. 

Warm with high hone, though dumbly pent within. 

To shield his country from thecommon'scom, 
That never duly hymned her praise hath been. 

Enough — 't is more than midnight by the clock ; 

Manhattan dreams of dollars, all abed : 
With vou, dear Walter, 't is the crow of cock. 

And o'er Fi^sole the skies are red. 

Good night ! yet stay — both longitudes to suit. 

At once the absent and returning light. 
Thus let me bid our mutual salute ; 

To you Buon giorno — to myself Good night ! r. w. '• 
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AXNAr.ft AXD OCCURRKNCEA OF NUW-YOBK ClTV AND StaTE IN THE OlDRN TlMS. By JoHX 

F. Watho-v, Ejq. New- York: Baker and Ckane. 

Here is a new work touching^ the Knickerbockers, which we are especially bound 
to notice ; and this we do with the more satisfaction, that we can heartily commend it to 
the notice of our readers, or what is the same thing-, to * the public at large.' We per- 
ceive by a few pages of the work which have been laid before us, that this is an enlarge- 
ment of a former edition, favorably known to the readitig public, entitled ' Historic Jhies 
of Olilen Time concern ivg New-\ork? It now notices the rise and progress of the inland 
country and towns, relates much concerning the pioneer settlers, and details the hostili- 
ties and ravages of their Indian neighbors. It is in fact a complete histo/y of a buried 
age ; and brings up to the imagination, for its contempkition and entertainment, a picture 
of ' things as they were in the days of rustic simplicity, so wholly unlike the present 
display of fashion, pomp, and splendor/ It is easy to perceive that Mr. Watsom gathers 
facts and writes con amore; not for profit, in this l>ook-making age, but because he feels 
and sees our wonderfully rapid advancement from small things to great ' I have writ- 
ten,' he says, * for New- York and State ; not for money, but for patriotism. I felt it due 
to the country, to tell its tale of wonder; and due to God, for Ills gracious and signal 
providence, in so settling and prospering our Anglo-Saxon race, in this new field of His 
exercise.' To quote the warm language of one of our contemporaries : ' This is in truth 
a work without example for its imitation ; and with equal truth, it is in execution a work 
9ui generis. It is a museum that will never cease to attract. Its annals and statistics 
will have snatched from oblivion valuable remmiscences of the early youth of our 
country ; and will furnish the historian, biographer, and the patriotic orator with matter 
to adorn and beautify their productions. He deserves the gratitude of his country, and 
the patronage of the reading community. Wherefore, no American that can read and 
can afibrd to purchase, should be without a copy of this valuable contribution to the 
memoirs of early American history.' We venture to predict that the aged will be delighted 
to be thus reminded of things which tliey have heard of, or perhaps witnessed ; and the 
young will be surprised to find such a lively picture of the doings oi their forefathers. 
Among the many subjects considered, are the first settlements and primitive incident* 
connected with New- York, Albany, Schenectady, Rochester, Brooklyn, etc. ; notices of 
the early Dutch tunes ; manners and customs ; dress, furniture, and equipage ; local 
changes ; ancient memorials, and curious facts. Much is said of the Indians ; o{ the 
local incidents connected with the revolutionary war; of ancient edifices and buildings ; 
in short, of every thing calculated to bring back scenes and occurrences of by-gone 
times. These matters too are related in a style peculiar to the author ; they are matters 
moreover only to have been perceived and scanned by a mind so constituted as his own. 
The work is undertaken by MeMrs. Baker and CbanEi a young and enterprising meU»- 
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politati house, and will be completed in one octavo volume of about five hundred pa^es ; 
illustrated with thirty new pictorial embellishments ; and furnished to subscribers at the 
low rate o( two dollars per copy, payable on delivery. Among the engravings, which 
are to be executed in tlie best manner on wood, will be two views of New- York City ; 
one of New- Amsterdam in 1G50, one of New- Orange in 1673 ; a map of the city, as it 
appeared in 1729 ; pictures of the old Federal Hall, in 1789 ; the Walton and Provost 
Houses ; Trinity church, now numbered in the catalogue of things that have been ; the 
Merchants' Exchange, destroyed by the * great fire ' of ^35 ; beside numerous other edi- 
fices, of interest to the antiquary ; and also views of Hudson's arrival at Sandy- Hook; 
the Erie Canal, Niagara Falls, the Conflagration of Schenectady, etc., etc. ; and * last, 
though not least,' a fac simile of the head and signature of the good old governor, 
renowned in Knickerbocker's annals as 'Peter the Headstrong,' or ' Hard-Koppiso 
PiET.' * Finally, brethren,' let every Knickerbocker who feels an aflectionate attach- 
ment to the home of his fathers, or veneration for the memory of their fathers, secure tt 
once for himself a knowledge of all manner of curious things inseparable from our his- 
tory, from one who has been called ' the Homer of his class, and in archeology, peer- 
less.' Subscription-lists are open at the office of the Knickerbocker, at the store of 
the publishers, number 15& Pearl-street, and at the rooms of the Mercantile Library 
Association. 



Letters from New- York. By L Maria Child, Author of ' The Mother's own Book,' * The 
GirPs Book,' etc. In one volume, pp. 27d. New- York: C. S. Francis ako Coxpaxt. 
Boslou: James MoNBOE AND Company. 

Ln the dedication of this volume, the writer alludes to its being 'deeply^ tinged with 
romance and mysticism ; ' but to our conception, its pages exhibit a far greater amoant 
of tnUhf undeniable, and of deep import to society at large, and to our own metropolitaii 
community especially. Here is a woman who knows ' how to observe ; ' and we cannot 
do a better service to thousands in our city, who walk its streets and thoroughfares, and 
visit the hundred-and-one places of resort in its vicinity, without appreciating or enjoy- 
ing the objects of interest or instruction by which they are surrounded, than to call their 
attention to the records of the volume under notice. And having done this, we shaU 
proceed to illustrate the reason for the faith that is in us that they will thank us for this 
recommendation, by presenting a few desultory extracts. Let us commence them with 
a remarkable case of instinctive knowledge in birds, related by the writer*s grand&ther, 
who saw the fact with his own eyes : 

' He was attracted to the door, one summer day, by a troubled twittering, indicating distreu 
and terror. A bird, who had built her nest in a tree near the door, was flyinir back and forth with 
the utmo«t speed, uttering wailing cries as she went. He was at first at a loss to account for her 
strange movements ; but they were soon explained by the sig:hi of a snake slowly winding ap the 
tree. Animal magnetism was then unheard of; and whosoever had dared to meniion it, woald 
doubtless have been hung on Witch's HilU without benefit of clergy. Nevertheless, manrelloos 
and altofifether unaccountable stories had been told of the snake*s power to charm birds. The 
popular belief wa.4, that the serpent charmed the bird by looking steadily at it ; and that such a $^- 
pcUhv loas thereby e.itab'ished , that if th* snakf were struck^ the bird felt the Moir, and tcritked tmderU. 

* These traditions excited my grandfather's curiosity to watch the progress of things ; but, being 
a humane man, he resolved to kill the snake before he had a chance to despoil the nest. The 
distressed mother meanwhile continued her rapid movements and troubled cries ; and he sooa 
discovered that she went and came continually, with sumuthing in her bill, from one particular 
tree — a while nsh. The snake wound his way up ; but the instant his heaa came nenr the nest, 
his folds relaxed, and he fell to the grround, rigid and apparently hfelcss. My grandfather made 
sure of his death by cutting off his head, and then mounted the tree to examine into the rayi^terr. 
The snug liitle nest was filled with eg^^, and covered with leavo* of the white-ash I That little 
bird knew, if my readers do not, that contact with the white-ash is deadly to a snake. This is no 
idle superstition, bui h veritable fact in natural histor)'. The Indians are aware of it, and twist 
garlands of white-ash leaves about their ankles, as a protection against rattlesnakes. Slates 
often take the same precaution when they travel through swamps and forests, guided by the nonk 
star ; or to the cabin of some poor white man, who teaches them to read and write by the light of 
pine splinters, and receives his pay in * mossa's ' com or tobacco. 

* I have never heard any explanation of the effect produced by the white-ash ; bat I know tkM 
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settlers in the wilderness like to have these trees round their log houses, bein^ convinced that no 
snake will voluntarily come near them. When touched with the boufhs, they are said to grow 
suddenly ri^id, with strung convulsions ; aAer a while they slowly recover, but seem sickly for 
•ume lime.' 

Here is a charming sketch of an actual occurrence, which goes far to confirm the 
writer's impression ' that instinct is founded on traditions handed down among animals 
from generation to generation, and is therefore a matter of education : ' 

* Two barn-swallows came into our wood-shed in the spring time. Their busy, earnest twitter- 
ings led me at once to suspect that they were looking out a building-spot; but as a carpenter's 
bench was under the window, and frequent hammering, sa wintr, and planing were going on, I had 
liitle hope that they would choose a location under our roof. To my surprise, however, they soon 
began to build in the crotch of a beam, over the open door- way. I was delighted, and spent more 
time watching them than ^ penny- wise ' people would have approved. It was, in fact, a beauti- 
ful little drama of domestic love. The mother-bird was so busy, and so important ; and her mate 
was .fo attentive ! Never did any newly-married couple take more satisfaction wiih their first 
nicely -arranged drower of baby-clothes, than these did in fashioning their little woven cradle. 
The father-bird scarcely ever left the side of the nest. There he was, all day longr, twittering in 
tones that were most obviously the outpourings of love. Sometimes he would bring in a straw^ 
or a hair, to be inwoven in the precious little fabric. One day my attention was arrested by a 
very unusual twittering, and 1 saw him circling round with a large dfowny feather in his bill. He 
bent over the unfinishcu nest, and ofTered it to his mate with the most graceful and loving air 
imaginable ; and when she put up her mouth to take it, he poured forth siuh a gush of gladsome 
sound ! It seemed as if pride and aD'ection had swelled bis heart, till it was almost too big tor his 
little bosom. The whole transaction was the prettiest piece of (ond coquetry, on both sides, that 
it was ever ray gomi luck to witness. 

*■ It was eviaent that the father-bird had formed correct opinions on * the woman question ;' for 
during the process of incubation he volunteered to perform his share of household duty. Three or 
four umes a day would he, with coaxing twiucrings, persuade his patient mate to fly abroad for 
food ; and the moment she left the eggs, he would take tne maternal station, and give a loud alarm 
whenever cat or dog came about the premises. He certainly performed the office with far less 
ease and grace than she did : it was something in the style of an old bachelor tendinis a babe ; but 
nevertheless it shoM'ed that nis heart was kind, and his principles correct, concerning division of 
labor. When the young ones came forth^ he pursued the same equalizing policy, and brought at 
least half the food for his greedy little family. But when they become old enough to fly, the veriest 
misanihrnpe would have laughed to watch their manoeuvres! Such chirping aiid twittering! 
Such diving down from the nest, and flying up again ! Such wheeling round in circles, talking 
to the young ones all the while ! Such clingmg to the sides of the shed with their sharp claws, to 
show the timid little fledgelings that there was no need of falling! 

' For three days all this was carried on with increasing activity. It was obviously an infant 
flying-school. But all their talking and fuss were of no avail. The little downy things looked 
down, and then looked up, and alarmed at the infinity of space, sunk back into the nest apiin. 
At length the parents grew impatient, and summoned their neighbors. As I was picking up chips 
one day, I found my bead encircled with a swarm of swallows. They flew up to the nest, and 
chatted away to the young ones : they clung to the walls, looking back to tell how the thing was 
done ; they dived, and wheeled, and balanced, and floated, in a manner perfectly beauuful to 
behold. 

* The pupils were evidently much excited. They jumped up on the edge of the nest, and twit- 
tered, and shook their feathers, and waved their wmgs ; and then hopped back again, saying, * It 's 

iirelty sport, but we can't do ii ! ' Three times the neighbors came in and repeated their graceful 
essons. Tne third time, two of the young birds gave a sudden plunge downward, and then flut- 
tered and hopped, till they alighted on a small upright log. And on ! such praises as were warbled 
by the whole troop! The air was filled with their joy I Some were flying round, swift as a ray 
of light: others were perched on the hoe-handle, and the teeth of the rake ; mulutudes clung to 
the wall, after the fashion of their pretty kind ; and two were swinging, in most graceful style, on 
a pendant hoop. Never, while memory lasts, shall I forget that swallow-party ! I have frolicked 
with blessed Nature much and often ; bui this, above all her gambols, spoke into my inmost heart, 
like the glad voices of little children. That beautiful family continued to be our playmates until 
the falling leaves gave token of approaching winter. For some time, the little ones came home regu- 
larly to their nest at night. I was ever on the watch to welcome them, and count that none were 
missing. A sculptor misrht have taken a lesson in his art from those little creatures, perched so 
gracefully on the edge of their clay-built cradle, fast asleep, with heads hidden under their folded 
wings. Their familiariiy was wonderful. If I hung my gown on a nail, I found a little swallow 

Crrc£ed on the sleeve. If I took a nap in the afternoon, my waking eyes were greeted by a swal- 
w on the bed-post; in the summer twilight they flew about the sitting-room in search of flics, 
and sometimes lighted on chairs and tables. I almost thought they knew now much I loved them. 
Bat at last they new away to more genial skies, with a whole troop of relations and neighbors. 
It was a deep pain to me, that I should never know them from other swallows, and that they 
would have no recollection of me.' 

Mrs. Child has a remarkable power oi adaptation in her style. Iler similes are often 
exceedingly forcible and felicitous. Observe the admirable comparison which closes the 
ensuing passage, descriptive of the services at the Synagogue of the Jevrs, on the Fes* 
tival of the New- Year : 

' Whili they were chanting an earnest prayer for the coining of the Promised One, who was to 
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restore the scattered tribes, I turned over the leaves, and by a singular coincidence ray eye rested 
on these words: ' Abraham said, See ye not the splended light now shining on Mount Moriab? 
And they answered, Nothing but caverns fio w( Sf.e.^ I thought of Jesus, and the whole paeeant 
became more spectral than ever ; so strangely vague and shadowy, that I felt as if under the influ- 
ence of magic. The significant sentence reminded me of a German friend, who shared his sleep- 
ing apartment with aiK>ther gentleman, and both were in the habit of waking very early iu the 
morning. One nif^ht, his compajtion rose much earlier than he intended ; and perccivmg his 
mistake, placed a lighted lamp in the chimney comer, that its glare might not disturb the sleeper, 
leaned his back against the fire-place, and began to read. Sometime after, the German rose, left 
him reading, and walked forth into the moniing twilight. When he returned, the sun was shining 
high up ill the heavens ; but his companion, unconscious of the change, was still reading by lamp- 
light in the chimney comer. And this the Jews are now doings as well as a very large proponioo 
of Christians/ 

And in this allusion to the tyranny of public opinion, there is an important truth very 
adroitly enforced by an apposite anecdote, timely remembered : 

' Few men ask concerning right and wrong of their oicn hearts. Few listen to the oracle leiMuii 
which can only be heard in the stillness. The merchant seeks his moral standard on *chanve— a 
fitting name for a thing so fluctuating; the sectary in the opinion of his small theological depart- 
ment; the politician m the tumultuous echo of his party; the worldling in the buiz of saloons. 
In a word, each man inquires of his public ; what wonder, then, that the answers are selfish as 
trading interest, blind us local nrejudicc, and various ns numan whim? A Gemian drawmr- 
mastcr once told me of a lad wtio wished to sketch landscapes from nature. The teacher told 
him that the first object was to choose some ^fix*d point of view. The sagacious pupil chose a cow 
grazing beneath the trees. Of course, his'/fx*^ point soon beoran to move hither and thither, as 
she was attracted by the sweetness of the pasturnpe ; and the linesof his drawing fell into strange 
confusion. This is a correct type of those who choose public opinion for their nigral fixed pnhit of 
view. It moves according to the provender before it, and they who trust to it have but a whirling 
and distorted landscape. ^Coleridge defines public opinion as Mhe average prejudices of the ci>m- 
raunity.' Wo unto those who have no safer guide of principle and practice than this * average of 
prejudices ! ' ' 

Doubtless a vast number of persons as fervently desire the time when ' vrars shall 
cease from under the v«rhole heaven,* as our author. Like herself, thousands feel that 

* Too long at clash of arms amid her bowers. 
And pools of blood, the earth has stood aghast^. ' 

but she will find few who will carry the prejudice which a hatred of war has created in 
her bosom so far as she has done. On visiting w^hat was once the grave of A?(DRE, she 
is shown by the guide the head- quarters of General Washington : * I turned my hack 
suddenly uiwn it. The last place on earth where I would wish to think of Washimg- 
TON is at the grave of Andre.' And she adds, that she never could look upon Andre's 
execution 'as other tlian a cool^ deliberate murder! ' The stem necessity which impelled 
the Father of his Country to this act, at which his great heart, throbbing with the cares 
of an infant empire, melted in pity, is termed ' a selfish jealousy, dignified with the name 
of patriotism ! ' All this, however, is creditable to the woman^s-hccurt of our author ; as b 
her wish, and the 'strong faith ' of which it is the father, that the time is not distant 
when ' all prisons will cease from the face of the earth.' Human nature, howbeit, must 
undergo an important change before such an event can take place ; and a long time 
must elapse l>efore Washington's memory can receive any injur)' from attacks upon it 
like the one above cited. We are gelling, however, to the end of our tether, in the * short 
commons ' left for us in this deparlraent ; but after the written and ' ilhistrated ' praise 
which we have awarded to the volume before us, wc are comi>elled. in candor, to add a 
word or two of censure. Now and then, it must be admitted, our author is slightly \'ague 
and bizarre^ as if to make good the declaration in her dedication ; and she can be, more- 
over, on occasion, a little mawkish ; as in the instance where, after the sentiment has 
been satisfied, she pumps up a feeling, and ' drags in by ear and horn ' a struggling sen- 
tence touching two doves in the room that once was Andre's; their ' mated human 
hearts,' and so forth. These and one or two kindred simulations, or ultra-sentimentalities, 
are not inteUectttaUy feminine, and must be set down as defects in the generally natunl 
and fresh style of our gifted author, whose clever volume we are glad of an opportunity 
warmly to commend to public acceptance. Some readers may find in it matters to con- 
demn, perhaps, but all will encounter much that is deserving of cordial praise. 
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DxATH : OB Medobus' Dream. By the Author of ' Ahasuerus.' In one volume, pp.66. New- 
York : Habpeb and Brothebs. 

We deem it a substantial tribute to the merits of the poem before us, that it has elicited 
the cordial commendations of two daily journals of authority in our midst ; the antipodal 
editors of which, (one of them the first of American poets,) in awarding their meed of 
praise, candidly confessed that the production was more likely to be judged by a polit • 
cal standard at the scat of government, than by any critical measure, based upon an 
impartial consideration of its literary qualities. For ourselves, we must say that we 
have perused the poem with a pleasure not a little enhanced by the reflection, that the 
author has been enabled to finJ leisure, amidst engagements which, if one may believe 
the partizan journals, must needs be numerous and pressing, to pay that attention to 
Iiterar)' pursuits, which by so many politicians, and utilitarians oi another class, are con- 
sidered * useless, if not belittling, to a man of mental calibre sufficient for any thing more 
manly than verse- making.' Indeed, this position we remember somewhere to have seen 
assumed and defended, in the words we have quoted. The opening of ' Medorus* 
Dream,' the fine lines on * Death,' have already appeared in the Knickerbocker, fro n 
the manuscript ol the author. They will be remembered not only by the readers of this 
Magazine, but also by those of very many journals throughout the Union, into wli i-h 
they were copied, with expressions of warm admiration. In selecting, therefore, a few 
extracts, in corroboration of the justice oi our encomiums, we shall plunge at once in 
medias res into the volume before us ; leaving our readers to judge whether the writer 
does not exhibit a hearty love and keen observation of Nature, in her various phases ; a 
strong sense of the beautiful and the true ; and an ease and smoothness of versifica o ^ 
which go far to controvert the theory that, for certain reasons, (among which * a restless 
ambition ' has been cited as the chief,) ' there can be little poetry in high places.' Take, 
for example, the annexed brief but comprehensive glance at the four seasons : 



SraiNO laujerhincr comes to bless the verdant land. 
Sweet breezcA kiss the friuwing curls that lie 
Up<»n her bl«K>miiip cheek ; a lambent fire 
Plays from her radiani eyes ; 'neath her light step 
Daisies and cowslips grow. Upon the bud 
She breathes, and quick the rose unfolds 
Its tinted leaves, and, trembling with keen bliss, 
Sips the pure morninjr dews, and soA exhales 
A gentle odor through the garden's walks, 
More sweet than beauty's Ijrealh. Hack to those, 

sounds ! 
The warbling notes that rise upon the gale 
Steal o-er the soul like voices of pure prayer, 
Or dream of Eden's joys. O'er all the earth 
Warm sunshine streams, whose fructitying rays 
Strike through the fibrous soil, and quicken there 
A thousand lovely forms ; these straightway start 
From that deep sleep which heaven so kindly 

sends 
Through winter's rugged hour, while soon they 

join 
The happy circle of all beauteous things, 
That 6J1 the world with perfume and with song, 
Haihng their bounteous mistress, virgin Spring ! 

Mark Summer, sittinir 'neath yon spreading palm, 
Her shady throne. With matron dignity 
She gazes round, and smiles in quiet pride 
While counting o'er the glorious wealth that fills 
Her wide domain. Now wave the growing fields 
Beneath the rip'ning winds and the warm sun; 
Now the soA pulp of the dintendin^ fruits 
Imbibes rich nectar from the glowing benms 
Of the calm, golden day. .Now Hope sits laughing 
In a world oi light, and Promise near 
Weaves the bright numbers of a joyous lay, 
With Plenty still the burden of his theme. 



Next ArTUMN comes, the sweet industrious maid, 
Who gamers up the treasures of past days. 
Brown nuts, and yellow grain, and ripen'd stores 
Of mellow'a fruits ; yet still a pensive smile. 
As soH as moonlight on some slumb'ring stream, 
Throws o'er her face a melancholy shade 
Of sober thought, as though her heart was sad 
That the large harvests which her sickle wins 
Should leave the earth so bare. And then she sings 
A plaintive strain that echoes through the land, 
Like the wild cooings of some soA-toned dove, 
A note of resignation and of peace. 
Though still a sound of sadness from the soul. 

Lo ! WiNTKR rushes from the land of storms : 
From the cold Arctic regions, where he sat 
'Along clouds and darkness, and vast misshaped 

forms, 
He comes, with frosts, and howling winds, and 

hail, 
And the dark terrors of a sunless sky. 
Unshorn his ragged beard, and his fierce eyes, 
Relentless as the murderer's stony heart. 
Condemns the victim, while his icy breath, 
More deadly than the lightning's fiery gleam. 
Sweeps lite mto oblivion. Spirit, no ; 
Man's finite faculties alone may see 
Such evil in God's goodness : we behold 
A crowning mercy of beneficence 
hi Winter's coldest blast. Could earth exist 
Without that change in maUer and in form 
By which her strength recuperates, and lends 
An impulse unto Nature's fostering will ? 
The pulpy fruit would perish where it falls 
But tor the bitter kernel ; flowers would fade. 
No more mid sweet ambrosial dews to bloom. 
But for the winter's torpid touch, that crusts 



376 



Literary Notices, 



[October, 



The Icalhery seed with its rough ooalinp o'er, 
Frccz»'.s its ardent current!i« ere they spring 
Into ephemeral being, and thus yields 



Unto a small and leaden speck, a power 
Of life perpetual, and from dull clay 
Mainiains a breattiing world.' 



♦ A ducal to a befrg^arly denier ' that we saw the same ocean, glowing under the same 
glorious summer-evening light, as is described in the lines which ensue. We have 
never compared notes with our author ; but it seems impossible that the kindred scene 
in which we revelled on a memorable occasion at the Telegraph station, by the Narrows, 
should not have extended to Fire-L«land; the /oca/«, we cannot help inferring, of this 
picture : 



Oft hath the man who lovcth Nature's ways, 
MusinfT, zone, forth alone by Ocean's tide, 
And, gazin); on that amaranthine plain^ 
Hath mark'd the rich beams of dc*cendmg day 
Shoot BlantnipoVr the lijjhl and feathery waves, 
Until the sea, by bumijig passion moved, 
Through all its depths, turns into liquid gold, 



[I'he pearl, and flame, and amethyst, and gold, 
,The shadowjr vermeil flush, the purple light, 
I The amber-tinted streak, and banner'd rloucu. 
Like incense streaming up from Eveniug-s 

shrine, 
Wat\ed by gentle gales along the sky, 
The beauty, brighlnesR, majesty, and pomp, 



And heaves and thrills beneath those ardent rays, The gorgeous splendor of the imperial West, 
AVith love loo strong for mortal minds to know, Burst on his raptured sight ! He, happy then. 
With love too deep for mortal hearts lo feel. While Fancy's spirit-form smiles o*er nis head, 

Then, from that glorious main, his soul-lit eye Deems it the lovely sky thai canopies 
Haih wandcr'd strait to heaven, and in one view The land of Paradise. 

Here is a wider reach o( more varied scenery, yet not less forcible than the more ' thin 
compositions,' to use the painter's phrase : 

.First, as they look'd, there rose upon the sight The Desert's thirsty plains gemm'd with their 

IfOiijr, waving chains of happy-smiling hills, I green 

Upn!<nig gently Irom the sloping vales, And cool oases, bright mid barren sands ; 

As if to' woo the rustling noontide winds : Rivers wh(»se pearly tides siretch'd far away 

Next, wide-expansive, music-making seas, Throuffh fertile lands to Ocean's emerald brink; 

Across whose placid, sofi-suspiring tides And lakes that seem'd, in their transparent depths, 

The playful breezes fly, on lireless wings. The cr>*sial eyes of Flarth. Here mountains, hills. 
Then, -ncalh their wond'ring eyes at once dis- And winding dales, fair seas, and shininsr lakes, 

play'd, And silvery streams, gay-blo<:>ming bouglis, and 
Behold," in one far-sweeping, lovely view, flowery inrt'. 

The bri»ad green vesture ot the quickening sod Conspire, in all their loveliest power, to make 

Trembling with heat, and glowing into life iThe warm, the fresh, the pure, andbeauieousibnn 

Under the wann sun's vivifying beams : | Of this enamell'd world.' 



Lovers of flowers ; gentle maidens, scarcely less fragile and fair ; and ye of the 
' sterner sex,' who arc not ashamed to praise heaven and earth ; we ask you if the ensu- 
ing lines are not 'beautiful exceedingly : ' 



The red Rose, blushing in its virgin pride, 
Hantrs lightly on its green and briery stalk. 
And kisses I'rom its pale-chcck'd sister's brow. 
With trembling lip, the pearly tear away. 

Here Violets, that spring by stealth at night. 
Of rarer scents and sweeter shapes than those 
Pluck'd by the village maiden in the vale, 



Ere yet the sun hath touch'd their dewy leaves. 
Mingle their balmiest odors and their hues 

With the sofl-neciar'd sighs 
Of wind-flowers, pansics, hyacinths, oxlips, 

And sun-striped tulips tall. 
Until the freighted airs themselves grow f^nt, 
And on their weary way sink down to sleep 
Among the silent wild-flowers watching there. 



We have purpo.««ely abstained from a detailed review or analysis of the poem under 
notice ; preferring that the reader should derive his impression o( the performance from 
such portions of it, taken almost at random, as we could command space to present ; 
leaving him to seek in the volume itself that gratification of which we are sure our 
extracts will ^ye him a foretaste. It was our intention to have animadverted upon the 
use of certain words and compounds which struck us as being infelicitous ; but we can 
only transcribe a few of them, without comment, from our pencilled copy : * Jehovah's 
fadelesiK arms ; ' * frost-en mirror'd ; ' ' sun-bedazzled ; ' ' onutmentless curves ; ' rich-rubied 
rays,' etc. ' To conclude : ' we consider the present poem a manifest improvement upon 
* Ahasucrus,' which was noticed at length in these pages. The autlior is now * well in 
harness,' and moves on without incumbrance. Once more we welcome him to the quiet 
walks of literature, which he treads so pleasantly ; and again we greet him with ^MadU 
virtutg ! * 
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Exercises of the Ai.umnje op the Albany Female Academy, on iheir Second Anniver«ary, 
July 20, 1843. Albany : C. Vau Bentuuyseiv aj«d Company. 

Ah ! young ladies ! we wish you could * realize ' how greatly gratified we are to find 
you so much improved I AVe say ' improved,' because it can scarcely be possible that 
you could have written such charming compositions, before you had experienced the 
benefits of the system of instruction pursued at the institution upon which you reflect so 
much honor. We say this in no vain spirit of compliment, but in all candor. The 
address of the President, Miss M. Robinson, oi lhi.s city, is not only excellent in its 
inculcations and tendency, but is written with great perspicuity and freedom. The prize 
poem by Mias Eliza Whitney of Philadelphia, has many of the elements of true 
poetry, while its trifling defects are merely mechanical. The committee who awarded 
the prize, one of whom we observe was Mrs. Sigoukney, seem to have hesitated in 
their choice between this and three or four other poems of kindred excellence. ' Mary 
Grafton ' need not have siheltered herself under a psrttdonymt. Her essay on ' What 
should be the intellectual education of Woman, to fit her for the duties of life,' is 
worthy of a strong and disciplined mind and a practised pen. The honor of the best 
essay in French was assigned to Miss M'Cormick of Oswego, in this Stale ; yet the 
committee selected it in preference to three others, only ' because they were forced to 
choose ; ' a fact which precludes the idea oi ' rejection.' The capital tale entitled 
* Home Education,' by Miss >L\ry E. Field, of Iladdam, (Conn.,) must cert ;inly have 
deserved the honor which it won among its rivals. We have rarely seen a story, the 
I^sons of which were so valuable, in a national point of view, kept up with so much 
spirit, and eliciting so much interest, in the narrative. On the whole, so favorably are 
we impressed with these 'exercises ' of the alumnnc of the Albany Female Academy, 
that we begin to peer into the * onward distance,' and to see our own little people win- 
ning honors in that popular institution. ' So mote it be ! ' 



The Crowning Hour, and other Poems. By Charles James Cannon, Author of ' The 
Poei'i* Quest.' etc. With a Portrait of the Autlior. In one volume, pp. 132. New-York : 
Edward Dunigan. 

Thus is entitled a neat little volume which we find on our table. Without being a 
* great gun ' in literature, or destined to make much noise in the world, Mr. Cannon is yet 
a clever versifier, and occasionally * goes ofli*' with good thoughts very agreeably ; while 
' the habit of wishing to discover the good and the beautiful in all that meets and sur- 
rounds him ' is quite apparent in his compositions. The * crowning hour' is the period 
when CoLTJMBUs first discovers land from the quarter deck of his vessel. Certain inci- 
dents of the voyage, and the emotions of the * world-seeking Genoese,' form the staple 
of the main poem ; but the prose of Irving is far better poetry than the verse which 
here records them. The remainder of the volume is devoted to the republication of 
several minor efl\isions from certain periodicals of these times, and from a previous 
volume of the author. The ' Dogberryotype ' portrait of Mr. Cannon, in the opening 
of his book, strikes us as being in bad taste. We are loath to interfere with such an 
exhibition of harmless vanity; but the picture being what is negatively termed *no 
beauty,' we must adopt the advice of Holmes to the plain gentleman whose portrait 
graced the Athenneum exhibition : ' Do n't let it be there any longer! Take it home, and 
hush the matter up I ' It is but justice to add, however, that the portrait which fronts 
the volume under notice does not do justice to the features of its author. Engravings 
from Daguerreotype miniatures have never impressed us favorably, either as faithfiil 
likenesses, or specimens of pictorial art. 
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*The Mvsteries of Paris.' — A 'friend and fellow-citizen' of ours has translated, 
so far as published, a serial novel, just now makings a sjeal noise in the literar\' circles of 
the French capital, entitled ' Les Mysteries de PanSs by Eigene Sue. Premising that 
our readers will soon have an opportunity of perusing in an Flni^'lisli translation some of 
the most striking of the very remarkable sketches of this Dickens of Fcance, we shall 
content ourselves for ilie present with a single extract, embodying a simple, but as it 
strikes us, a very touching and impressive scene. The Rodolphe of the passage 
below is a German prince, who has come to Paris, and who goes forth in disguise to 
seek out worthy objects of benevolence. He encounters in ' In Cite,' a quarter of the 
town occupied by the most abandoned classes, a girl of a beautiful, melancholy counte- 
nance, called in the peculiar language of the inhabitants, ' Ija Goualetise.^ or ' Flevr-d^ 
Marie^ who turns out, in the subsequent progress of the story, to be a child of bis own, 
whom he supposed to be dead, but who had in fact been left in the streets by her nurses. 
He proposes to take her into the country' with him ; and the effect which niral object* 
produce upon her mind is very beautifully described in the little episode of * The Rose- 
bush,' which will be found in the opening of the story. The whole tale forcibly illus- 
trates what a French metropolitan contemporary terms the ' in^puisaUe imagination ' of 
ErGENE Sue: 

* I BKMEVE yon, and I thank yon ; but answer me frankly : is it equally agreeable what part of 
the country we go lo ? ' 

' Oh, il is all the same to me. Monsieur Rodolphe, as long as ii is the country ; it is so pleasant; 
the pure air is so good to breathe ! Do you know that for five mouths I have been no farther than 
the flower market, and if the ogresse ever allowed me to go out of the Cil^, it was because she had 
confidence in me ? ' 

* And when you came to this market, was it to buy flowers ? > 

' Oh, no : I had no money ; I only came to see them ; to inhale their rich perfume. For the half 
hour that the ogresse allowed me to pass on the quai during market-days, I was so happy that 
I forgot all.' 

* And when you returned to the ogresse — to those horrid streets ? ' 

* I came back more sorrowful than when I set out. I choked do^%ii my tears, that I might not 
receive a beating. I tell you what it was at the market which made me envious, oh ! rrr jr envi- 
ous ; it was to see the liule ' ouvriirts^^ so neatly clad, going ofl* so gaily with a fine pot of fluweis 
in their arms ! ' 

' I am sure if you had only had some flowers in your window, they would have been com- 
panions for you.' 

* It is very true what you say, Monsieur Rodolphe. Imagine : one day the ogresse at her f^e, 
knowing my love for flowers, gave me a little rose-bush. If you could only know how happy I 
was! I was no longer lonesome ! I could not keep from looking at my rose-bush. 1 amused 
myself in counting iis leaves, its flowers. • • • But the air is so bad in La Citi that at the ead 
of two days it began to fade. • • • Bat yon '11 laugh ai me, Monsieur Rodolphe ? > 

* No, no ! Go on ! go on ! * 
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*■ Well then, I asked permission from the ogresse to take my bosh out for an airing ; yes, as I 
would have taken out a child. I lirought it to the quai : I thought to myself, that being in com- 
pany with other flowers, in this fine and balmy air, would do it good. I moistened its poor with- 
ered leaves with the pure water of the fountain, and then I warmed it awhile in the sun. Dear 
little rose-tree ! it never saw the sun in La CitA for in our street it comes no lower than the roof. 
At length I returned ; and I assure you, Monsieur Rodolphe, that my rose-bush lived perhaps ten 
days longer than it would have dune without the airings.' 

* I believe it; but when it died ! — that must have been a great loss for yon.* 

* I wept for it ; I was very sorry. • • • Beside, Monsieur Rodolphe, since you understand how 
one can love flowers, I can tell it to you. Well, I felt grateful to it. Ah ! now this time you are 
laughing at me ! ' 

' No, no ! I love, I adore flowers ; and thns I can comprehend all the foolish things they cause 
one to commit, or which they inspire.' 

* ' Eh bien ! ' I felt grateful lo this poor rose-bush, for having flowered so prettily for me — such 
a one as me ! ' The goualeuse held down her head and became purple with shame. 

* Poor child ! with this consciousness of your horribin position, you must have uAen • • •' 

^ Had a wish to pnt an end to it? Is it not so, Monsieur Rodolphe ? ' said la Goualeuse, inter- 
rupting her companion. *■ Ob ! yes ; more than once I have looked at the Seine from the parapet. 
But then I turned to the flowers, the sun, and I said to myself, ' The river will always be 
there • • • I am only sixteen • • • who knows ? ' 

* When you said, ' Who knows ? ' you had a hope ? ' 

* Yes.' 

* And what did you hope for? ' 

' I do not know. I hoped — yes, I hoped, ' nudgri moiJ At those moments, it seemed to me that 
my fiite was not merited ; that there was some good leA in me. I said to myself, * I have been 
very much troubled, but at least, I have never harmed any one • • • if I had only had some one 
to counsel me, I should not be where I am. That dissipated my sorrow a little. After all, I 
must confess that these thoughts occurred oAener aAer the loss of my rose-bush,' added la Goua- 
leuse, in a solemn manner, which made Rodolphe smile. 

* This great grief always . • . ' 

* Yes ; look here ! ' — and la Goualeuse drew (h>m her pocket a little packet, carefully tied with 
a pink favor. 

* You have preserved it ?» 

* I think so ! It is oil I possess in the worid.' 

* How ! have you nothing you can call your own ? * 

* Nothing.' 

* But this coral necklace ? ' 
' It belongs to the ogresse.' 

* How I do you not own a rag ? — a hat, a handkerchief? * 

* No, nothing ; nothing but the dry leaves of my withered rose-bush ; it is on this account I prize 
it so much.' 

' At each word the astonishment of Rodolphe was redoubled. He could not comprehend this 
frightful slavery, this horrible sale of soul and body for a wretched shelter, a few tattered clothes, 
and impure nourishment. 

* They arrived at the ' Queti avx Flntrs.^ A carrioge was in waiting. Rodolphe assisted his com- 
panion to get in, and aAer placing himself at her side, said to the coachman : 

* To 8aiui-])enis ; I will tell you directly which road to take.' 

' The horses started ; the sun was radiant ; the sky without a cloud ; but the cold was a littlo 
sharp, and the air circulated briskly through the open wuidows of the carriage. 

*■ At this moment they drew near to Saint-Ouen, at the jimcture of the road to Saini-Dcnis and 
the Chemin de la Revoltc. 

' Notwithstanding the monotonous appearance of the conntry, FIcur-dc-Marie was so delighted 
at iineing the fields, that forgetting the thoughts which sad rrcx)] lections had awakened in her 
mind, her charrtiing face brighieiiud up ; she leaned out of the window, and cried . 

* .Monsieur Rodolphe. ! what delight ! • • • Fields ! and thickets ! If you would only let me 
alight ! The weather in so fine ! I would like so much to run in the meadows ! ' 

*■ We will take a run, my child. Coachman, stop ! ' 

* How ! fou also, Mousif'ur Rodolphe ? ' 

VOL. ZXIL 49 



380 Editor's Table. [October, 



* I also ! 760, we will make it a holiday.' 

* What happiness ! Monsieur Rodolphe ! ' 

' And Rodolphe and Fleur-de-Morie, hand in hand, ran over the new-mown field until thej were 
out of breath. 

' To attempt to describe the little gambols, the joyous shouts, the fresh delight of Flenr-de- 
Marie would be impossible. Poor gazelle ! for so long time a prisoner, she breathed the pore 
air with intoxication. She came, she went, she ran, she stopped, always with new iransporu. 
At the sight of several tufts of dairies, and some marigolds, spread by the first frosts of approach- 
ing winter, she could not refrain from fresh exclamations of delight. She did not leare a single 
flower, but gleaned the whole meadow. After having thus ran over the fields — soon tired, being 
unaccustomed to so much exercise — the young girl, pausing to take breath, seated herself on the 
trunk of a tree, which lay prostrate near a deep ditch. The fair and transparent complexion of 
Flcur-de-Marie, ordinarily too pale, was now shaded with the most lively color. Her large Woe 
eyes shone sweetly ; her rosy mouth, half open, disclosed her pearl-like teeth ; and her hesrt 
throbbing under the little orange shawl, she kept one hand on her bosom as if to compress its pul- 
sations, while with the other she extended to Rodolphe the flowers she had gathered. Nothing 
could be more charming than the innocent, joyous expression which shone in that lovely face. 

' As soon as she could speak, she said to Rodolphe, with touching naivtU : 

*■ How kind is the Boic Dieu for having given us such a fine day ! ' 

* A tear came to the eyes of Rodolphe, as he heard this poor abandoned, despised, lost creature, 
without home, without bread, offering thus a cry of joy and thanks to the Cbxatok, for the enjoy- 
ment of a ray of sunshine and the sight of a meadow ! ' 

Hdw do you like that, reader? ' Ith n't it thweet? » Excuse the levity ; but we are 
tr>'ing to divert away two or three persevering drops of salt-water. * You shall sec mors 
anon : H is a knavish piece of work.' 



Rev. John Nkwland Maffitt: a Letter from the * Literary Emporium.'— A 
friend of tried taste in matters literary, and a good judge of styUf both in matter and 
manner, whether out of the pulpit or in it, has sent us the following letter, written some 
months since to a correspondent in Gotham. The sketch which it gives of the pecaliir 
eloquence of Rev. John Newland Maffitt will be found to partake lai^Iy of the 
qualities of that remarkable declaimer's pulpit eflbrls. We have heard Mr. Maffitt for 
five minutes perhaps at a time, when he was tnJi/ eloquent ; when his action was natu- 
ral, his language pure, and his illustrations striking and heatitiful. Bui a sustained flight 
seemed beyond his powers. As was forcibly observed by a countrj* auditor of his on one 
occasion in our hearing : * He is like a cow that gives a half-pail of the riche^nt kind o' 
milk, and then up 's with her foot and kicks it all over ! ' But we are keeping the reader 
from otir friend's epistle : 

^ Boston^ Strnday Sis^kt. 

* Deab : A quiet day has closed at last, with an excitement so great as to fatigue even njr 

temperament ; and being still too feverish for sleep, I will write you, as it lulls away, the hisiory 
of the mauer. Fahrenheit has been rounding the hundred to-day. and this has added not a litile 
to the proverbial quiet of an Eastern Sabbath. After the oftenuxjn scr\'icc, Boston seemed to be 
taking a profound sleep. The few feeble news-hoys at the old State-House had disappeared ; the 
idlers it the New Exchange had done wondering ; and L"ni(- Wharf wa* too blistering ht>t I'or 
any one to attempt a sail. It would n't do to venture into those cool, shady streets, that Icod 
nowhere, without an object ; to be seen to lum and walk back would be wrung, in Boston. On 
reachnig my Tr>om I sank into an cosy-chair, and thi ueht of ihc prayer for rain and coolinir wind*, 
and whether the hot south wind was mode here or at the s<MUh side of Cuba. A l>o>'8 whiAtle, 
some half a mile over the hill, nt Bowdoin-Squarc, wn5 the only evidence of life ; and it was not 
a little provoking, having nothing else to do, to be ob'igfft to follow the little rascal, as he wound 
through the 'Cracovienne,' with occasional snatches from 'Old Hundred * and * Dundee,' and worry 
at the intricate manner in which he combined those rather diflcrent harmonies. Perhaps the Isd 
was executing a rcfiued torture upon some sober old citizen, trying to sleep after his long nap just 
taken at cbuf ch, and * not quite prepared to say,' with his ear, (very puzzling to him,) that that boj 



1843.] 



Editor's Table. 381 



was ^ doing a theatrical ; ' and of conne it would n^ do to take him up for whistling psalm-tunet. 
* Not at all ; certainly not ; that was quite proper and praise-worthy. Let the boy whistle.' I 
Taried my own performances by occasionally leaning from the coolest window, to see if any body 
VHU any where ; and deciding in the negative, in a perfectly clear and distinct manner, waited for 
the next roluniary from the whistling boy. A spruce young man, whom I had never seen before, 
and who talked of AsuBuarox as his bosom crony, had called in the morning, offering a seat at 

church, and an invitation to dinner with Mrs. , of the sunny land, on the Hill. Well, was 

there ever such a fool as I, in lazily declining those invitations, thinking I could do better! That 
was in the morning, with the glory of a whole day before me ; but now with only that boy, and 
all the papers read to the last accident ! So kind in her, too. She had heard I was in town, and 
thought I might be happy to see her. Wouldn't I? I have half a mind now, to send around and 
say I will be there to breakfast ! 

* I smoked out my regret with a cigar that almost crumpled with the heat ; and at last, the tea* 
clatter at the Tremont roused me to the mental effort of declaring a Boston Sunday dull, decidedly 
doll. About dark I ventured into the street, and all Boston was astir again ; indeed, quite bust- 
ling for the sober city ; and every body so clean, so happy, so almost gay, if it were not Sunday, 
and so exactly at the louching-otf point, that I fancied they had all been rollmg in the surf on the 
shady side of Nahant, durinic the hot hours that I had been ' listlessly lounging life away.' Whew ! 
I could n't hear it ! I affected a little smartness, and mingled with the current, trying to be pleased 
with, I could n't say what ; but privately in rather a hopeless humor, till I heard one man say 
hurriedly, ' You can "t get in ; ' and another, ' I 'II try ; ' and off he went like a shot. Thinking I 
had got hold of something at last, I followed ; and as he had drab-breeches, kept an eye on him, 
squeezing along up street and down street, by lane and by alley, till we came to a great stream 
going one way, and directly fetched up square upon some thousand people, filling the whole 
street, before a church ; from which, alx)ve the hum of the crowd, came now and then the peal of 
an organ, and a chorus of voices in hallelujahs. Looking up upon the sea of heads, I plunged in 
as otherit plunged out, and found myself carried to the iimer d<x)r of the church. The aisles were 
so full that half way up men were too tight together to get their hats off; and the whole crowd, 
inside and out, was dotted with women and girls, their bonnets Jammed up tight, so that they 
could only look the way they happened to (kce when slopping, whether desirable or not. All 
sons of speeches and odd remarks were bandied about in a subdued tone ; and several fat men, 
dripping, were let out to get dry ; whereupon a man in a Roman nose slipped off his coat in a 
twinkling, and looked around with immense satisfaction. The abstraction of the fat men had left 
him, for the moment, just room to do it. 

' Presently, from the far end of the church, the clear voice of Mavvitt came down upon the ear 
like a silver bell, and the mass was still. He began at once, like a man who knew his calling, 
and had mastered it. His voice was clear, full, and intelligible to the farthest ear it reached. He 
commenced calmly, but with nerve and strength which took the whole mass with him at the onset ; 
and after getting fairly tmder way, he cast about for argument and illustration. Here began the 
man's inspiration. His thoughts, bathed in sun-light, came rushing one upon another, gem upon 
gem and crowd upon crowd ; each full and bold as the stars of heaven ; moving on like them, 
separate, but together; falling into the ranks from all manner of places ; throwing light upon each 
other, like the spears of an host, and all speeding onward and upward to their destination. Paus- 
ing with his forces in mid-heaven, he calls out again and again for tribute, and they glance in, 
like sunbeams, from the land and the deep, from earth, and heaven, and the farthest star ; till pleased 
with his grouping, he sweeps the picture into a higher light, and shadows forth the Throne of the 
Almioutt ! This, with all variety of intonation, from clarion to trumpet ; every nerve and muscle 
in gesticulation ; and no wandering, no pausing, but to the pointy like a thunder-bolt ! My 
dear , where are you ? If any where within hearing, I beg leave to say 'Good night I ' I 'm 



tired, and presume you are.' < yours 



. » 



Poems bt Percival. — Mr. Percival has recently put forth an exceedingly beautiful volume, 
of some two hundred and fifty pages, entitled ' The Dream of a Day, and other Poems.' Tiia 
book is composed fur the most part of a series of shorter pieces, part of which have been pub- 
lished in a fugitive form, at different intervals since the publication of his last volume, in l^ii7^ 
while part have until now remained in manuscript. The longer piece, and one of the latest, 
wbidi opens and gives the title to the volume, takes its name partly (torn its sabject ai}d partly 
from the time in which it was written. More than one hundred and fifty different forms or modift* 
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cations of fttanza are introduced in the course of the volume, much of which ia borrowed from 
the verse of other languages, particularly of the German. The imitations of different classic 
measures, as well as the songs fur national airs, are particularly explained in the introdoctioa to 
each. We remark numerous gems in this collection which were written by Mr. Psbcital for 
the KxicKKRBocKEK i a fact which we cannot doubt will secure the patronage of our readers for 
the ta.<«teful and most matter-full volume before us. We are not advised by whom the wt»rk is for 
sale ill New- York, but Mr. 8. Babcock, New-Haven, is the publisher; and it is but just to add, 
that it redeets great credit upon his liberality and good taste. 



* The Attache : ' by Sam Slick. — The clock-maker has lost none of his shrewd- 
ness, his acute observation, nor bis sparkling humor. To be sure, many of his so-called 
Yankeeisnu are only specimens of cockney dialect; yet he has more genuine wit than is 
to be found in all the ' down-easl ' letters which have been inflicted upon the public ad 
fiatiifram any time these three years. ' Sumtotalize* these tiresome epistles, as Mr. 
Slick would say, and see what nine in ten of them amount to. Bad spelling, devoid of 
the ludicrous ellipses which characterize the orthographical errors of Mr. Yellowflush, 
constitutes the principal attraction of their style; while their «to/i20 is derived from the 
worn-out jokes of Hackett's 'Solomon Swop' or 'Joe Bunker.* Bui to 'The 
Attache ; ' to portions of which, with but slight comment, we propose to introduce the 
reader. Mr. Slick's originality is the originality o( thought^ less than of manner. He 
is no copyist ; and while he equals Lacon in saying ' many things in a few words,' be 
never sacrifices truth to the mere external form of sententiousness. In his descriptions 
he is never striking at the expense of verisimilitude ; nor does he permit his observation 
of character to be diverted from its naturalness by over-cumulalive features in his picture, 
which destroy so many otherwise clever liinnings. Not inappropriate to this illustratioa, 
by the by, is this brief but graphic description of one of a great ntunber of okl fiunily 
pictures which the ' Attache ' encounters in the baronial hall of a purse-proud John 
Bull ' o{ family,' in one of the shires of England : ' Here now is an old aunty that a 
forteu come from. She looks like a bale o' cotton, fust screwed as tight as possible, and 
then corded hard. Lord ! if they had only a given her a pinch of snufl* when she was 
full dressed and trussed, and sot her a snecziii', she 'd a blowed up, and the forten would 
have come twenty years sooner ! Yes, it 's a family pictur ; indeed, they 're all fiunily 
picturs. They are all fine animals, but over-fed and under- worked.' Observe the 
wisdom of the ensuing sentence, illustrating that sort of brain-picking which some pe^ 
sons resort to, while themselves are mum as oysters, upon subjects on which noncom- 
mitalism is desirable : ' If I can see both eends of a rope, and only one man has hokl of 
one ccnd, and me of the t'other, why I know what 1 am about ; but if I can only see ray 
own cend, I do n't kiK>w who I am a pullin' agin." 

One of the most amusing sketches in Mr. Slick's volume is an account of a ' pioos 
crecter,' a deacon, who exchanged an old worn-out and vicious horse for one which he 
' considered worth six of it,' and which he thought gave him ' the best of the bargain, and 
no mistake.' It turns out quite the other way, however, the good deacon's boasting to 
the contrary notwithstanding : 

* Tnis is as smart a little boss,"* says he, ' as ever I see. I know where I csji put him off to a 
great advania^re. I shall make a good day's work of this. It is almut as good a hoss-trade as I 
ever made. The French do n't know nothiu' alK>at bosses : they are a simple people ^ their priesu 
keep 'era in i^rnorance on purpose, and they do n\ know nothin'.' * He cracked and bragged con- 
siderable, aitd as we progr«i«sed we came to M uitngon Bridge. The moment pony sot fool on it, 
he slopped short, pricked up the Inttor ecnd* o( his ears, snonvd, squealed, aud refused to bodge 
an inch. The elder got mad. He first coaxed and patted, and solt-sawdered him, and then 
whipped, and spurred, and thrashed liim like anytliing. P<iny cot mad too, for bosses has tempen 
as well as elders ; so he turned lo, and kicked risrht straiffht up on eend, like Old ikrratrh, and kepi 
on without stoppiif till he .leiit the elder right slap over his head slaiUendiculariy, on the broad of 
bis back into the river, and he floated down throuflrh tlie bridge aud scrambled out o t'other side. 

'Creatioa! kow he loc^dJ He was wo mad, he was ready lo bile over; and as It was, be 
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smoked in the san like a tea-kettle. His clothes stuck close down to hira^ as a cat's fur does to 
her skin when she 's out in the rain ; and every step he took his boots went squish, squash, like on 
old woman chumin' butter ; and his wet trousers chafed with a noise like a wet<llappin' sail. He 
was a show ; and when he got up to his boss, and held on to his mane, and first lined up one ler, 
and then the other, to let the water run out of his boots, I could n't hold in no longer, but laid back, 
and larfed till I thought, on my sunt, I 'd fall off into the river too.' 

Tlie elder is decidedly taken in. His new steed is as blind as a bat, and a meraber 
of the ^opposition party.' Af\er a series of provoking annoyances, the new owner of the 
beast finally succeeds in getting him on board a steam-boat ; but on nearing the shore 
the perverse animal jumps overboard : 

' The captain bavin' his boat histed, and thinkin' the hoss would swim ashore of himself, kept 
rifht strait on ; and the hoss swam this way, and that wa\', and every way but the right road, jist 
as the eddies took him. At last he got into the ripps off Johnston's Pint, and they wheeled him 
rigiit round and round like a whip-top. Poor pon^ ! he got his match at last. He struggled, and 
jumpt, and plunged, and fort, like a man, for dear life. Fust went up his knowin' little iiead, that 
had no ears: and ne tried to jump up, and rear out of it, as he used to did out of a mire-hole 
ashore ; but tnere was no bottom there ; nothin' for his hind foot to spring from ; so down he went 
agin, ever 90 deep ; and then he tried t'other eend, and up went his broad rump, that had no tail ; 
but, there was nothin' for the fore feet to rest on notherj so he made a summerset, and as he went 
over he gave out a great, long, eend wise kick, to the full stretch of his hind legs. Poor feller! it 
was the last kick he ever gave in this world ; he sent his heels straight up on eend. like a pair of 
kitchen tongs, and the last I see of him was a bright dazzle, as the sun shiiied on Jus iron shoes, 
afore the water closed over him forever.' 

Take in all the accessories of the above picture, reader, and you cannot fail to laugh as 
heartily at the discomfiture of the pious but ' cunning' elder, as we ourselves did on its 
first perusal. There is a fiue touch of natural description, and not a little philosophy, in 
the following sketch of a dinner at an English gentleman's cotmtry residence : 

' Folks are up to the notch here when dinner is in question, that's a fact ; fat. gouty, broken- 
winded, and foundered ns they be. It's rap! rap! rap! for twenty minutes at toe door; and in 
they come, one arter the other, as fast as the sarvants can carry up their names. Cuss them sar- 
Tonts ! it takes seven or eight of 'em to carry a man's name up stairs, they are so awful lazy, and 
so shockin' full of porter. Well, you go in along with your name^ walk up to old aunty, and 
make a scrape, and the same to old uncle, and then fall back. This is done as solenm as if a fel- 
ler's name was called out to take his place in a funeral ; that and the mistakes is the fun of 
it. • • • Company are all come, and now they have to be marshalled two and two. lock and lock, 
and go into the diniu'-room to feed. When I first came I was dreadful proud or that title, *■ the 
Attach^ ; ' now I am glad it 's nothin' but ' only an Attach^,' and I '11 tell you why. The g^vat guns 
and big bugs have to take in each other's ladies, so these old ones have to herd together. Well, 
the nobodies go together too, and sit together ; and I 've observed that these noDodies are the 
pleasantest people at table, and they have the pleasantest places, because they sit down with each 
other, and are jisi like yourself, plaguy glad to get some one to talk to. Somebody can only visit 
•omebody, but nobody can go any where ; and therefore nobody sees and knows twice as much 
as somebody does. SomcUidies roust be axed, if they are as stupid as a pump ; but nobodies 
need n't, and never are, unless they are spicy sort o' folks ; so you are sure of them, and they have 
all the fun and wit of the table at their eend, and no mistake. I would n*t take a title if they would 
give it to me, for if I had one, I should have a fat old parblind dowager detailed on to me to take 
m to dijiner ; and what tlie plague is her jewels and laces, and silks and satins, and wigs to me ? 
As it IS, I have a chance to have a gal to take in that 's a jewel herself; one Uiat don't want no 
■ettiii' off, and carries her diamonds in her eyes, ond so on. I 've told our minister not to introduce 
me as an Attache no more, but as Mr. Nobody, from the state of Nothin', in America.' 

Mr. Slick's ideas of what is facetiously termed ' music' is quite coincident with our 
own. No ' difficult execution ' and ' intricate passages ' for him : 

* What 's that ? It 's music. Well, that 's artificial too ; it 's scientific, they say ; it 's done by 
rule. Jist look at that gul to the piany : first comes a little Garmaii thunder. Good airth and seas, 
what a crash! It seems as if she 'd banj^ the instrument all to a thousand pieces. I guess she '• 
vexed at some body and is a-peggin' it into the piony out of spite. Now comes the singin' ; see 
what faces she makes ; how she stretches her mouth open, like a barn*door, and turns up the 
white of her eyes, like a duck in a thunder-storm. She is in a musical ecstasy ; she feels good 
alt over ; her soul is a-goin' out along with that 'ere music. Oh, it 's divine ; and she is an angel, 
ain't she? Yes, I guess she is ; and when I 'm an angel. I will fall in love with her: but as I'm 
a man, at least what 's left of me, I 'd jist as soon fall in love with one that was a leetle more of a 
woman, and a leetle less of an angel. But hello ! what onder the sun is she about! Why, her 
voice is goin' down her own throat, to gain strength, and here it comes out ag'in as deep-toned as 
aman^s; while that dandy feller alongside of her is a-singin' what they call falsetter. They've 
actilly changed voices! The gal sines like a man, and that screamer like a woman! This is 
science : this is taste : this is fashion : out hang me if it 's natur*. I 'm tired to death of it ; but one 
good thing is, you need n't listen without you like, for every body is talking as loud as ever.' 
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We are comi^elled to close our extracts with the subjoined capital hit at the. naked 
meeting-houses which ' obtain ' in so many quarters of our goodly land, and the still 
more naked * doctrines' that constitute the weekly attractions which many o( them 
present to church-goers : 

* Thk meeiin^-houses our side of the water, no matter where, but away up in the back conntrr, 
how teetotally different they be from 'em this side ! A great biif handsome wooden house, chock 
full of winders, painted so white as to put your eyes out, and so full of Uffht within that inside 
seems all out-doors, and no tree nor bush, nor notnin' near it but the road fence, with a man to 

§ reach in it that is so strict and straii^ht-laced he will do oity thing of a week day, and nocAin' oft 
lunday. • • • Preacher there donU preach morals, because that's churchy, and he don-t like 
neither the Church nor it's morals ; but he preaches doctrine, which doctrine is, there 's no Chris- 
tians but themselves. Well, the fences outside of the meetin'-house, for a quarter of a mile or so, 
«ach side of the house, and each side of the road, ain't to be seen for bosses and wafons, and eifs 
hitched there ; poor devils of bosses that have ploughed, or hauled, or harrowed, or logged, or 
anaked. or somethin' or nother all the week, and rest on a Sunday by alterin* their gait, as a man 
rests or a journey by alterin' of his sturup a hole higher or a hole lower.* 

This episode is concluded with some remarks upon the ' clerical twang ' which distin- 
guishes some of the divines of our country : 'Good men always speak through the noM. 
It 's what comes out of the mouth that defiles a man ; but there is no mistake in the nose ; 
it 's the porch of the temple ! ' We are pleased to learn that another volume of * The 
Attach^ ' will ere long be given to the public. We await its publication with impatient 
interest 



Gossip with Rxabkrs and Corrkspondxnts. — < What is the man driving at' who sends <u 
the following? Does he intend a satire upon the peculiar style of Mr. Willis, who * skims the 
superfices ' of society with more ease and grace than any magazine-writerof this era? Or is oar 
correspondent in love, and desirous of walking under a cloud while he reveals his passion? Let 
him answer: * The top of the morning to you, my dear Editor ; and as your san goes up the 
meridian, may your shadow be longer ! I can wish you nothing more improbable ; but in wishes 
not to be granted, I will have the satisfaction of wishing to the outside of my desire. Cominf 
home last evening, I called on a pretty woman, for a half-hour's oblivion of matter-of-fact. A 
few weeks since she had seen Willis and a very charming damsel at Saratoga Springs, and 
had noticed them occasionally at a delightful spot in the neighborhood, which I shall not indicate ; 
a retreat such as a poet would choose in parting with his best thoughts, and far holier than the 
parting of mere lips would need ; for I take it, this good-by, this farewell to the peu of the heart ; 
this sense of lost identity gone to the public ; thb loosing of the dove that may no where find a spot 
to rest amid the waters ; the spring of the falcon that wiU away ; I say, Mr. EniTOR, these things 
are sometimes very solemn and affecting. Well, upon that spot was found a crumpled paper, 
•crawled over with the goose- tracks of genius, and signed * N. P. Willis, Junior.' T^e product 
of Willis by his match should be something brilliajit, to be sure ; but the Junior is evidently still 
young ia years. His opening phrase, (more applicable in these times to a bank-note than any 
other mistress,) and several other naYve spots, indicate the come-over-ativeneas and allowable 
tenderness of a first passion. It is written in a kind of halting verse, that might easily be done 
into blank^ I should say. It is crowned with stars, signifying I suppose that this world has nothing 
left worlh looking at, and this beautiful motto, fipom Keats : 

•A T H I U O OF BEAUTY IB A JOT FOREVER.' 



BT M. T. ■vnij.im. jcx. 



' I>SAji«»T I I thank the«. blew thee, pray the highest Ood to blen thee evennore, thon cbaim of the world 
tome! And now how beautiful the world «sain ! The glorioui lanlight. the waving trees, and fkcM of 
familiar friend*, before *o common-place — all now how beautiful ' fur moo haat tmiled on thexn ! A ruab 
of joy ia alt my heart a^^sin. a» if my pulite at each throb ran ki»*oa from thy lipa. Ah ' could I take thy brtath 
in one lonv kia*. and Kive thee Heaven, which were happier T — tbou with the atari above, or I with nun* 
and thy dear heart forever T How faiit the time goen on * The world that lagged but yeaterday. and aecxcei 
•bout to atop for very dullneaa, aeema an ezpreM. an though the stars were nearing oa. azKl Ood were cosiag 
Sown, snd we were battening io the «mbnice of Seaven. Eow my apirita mount a^aiD t I look int? tba 
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haaTexw. fhee to face, axul angels bending down, are whiiiperlng that I may yet be happy. Poor, poor fool f 

Happy for another hour, perhaps another day, and then Why, then the ran will ri»e again, and all tba 

world be glad, but I shall not know it : and every tone tbat to the eonunon world ia aweetast xnosic. and every 
look and smile that are unlike thee : the song not thine ; the book not read by thee : and every beautUlil and 
lovely thing, that hath not caught aome parted grace cf thine, shall be to me a half formed thing, lacking tha 
tint that 'a lovellast. the form that 's deareat to my heart : a thing unfinished, as Heaven were interrupted in 
the m a k in g , or lost the trick, not havinci thee to copy 1 Sut now. the daahing of my heart ia like the seas that 
clap thair hands in gladness. My God. I thank Thee for that * Joy forever ! ' Those worda have mingled with 
my spirit, quickening it to lightning ; and if I get a home above, and have a power in Heaven. I '11 build a 
world whoae sky shall light it with those buiniug words ! Ah. how the time goes on t I miss it not. for I 
am happy, and it brings no change. The sun has set. and night has come with coontleas stars, aa glowing, 
beautiful, and briaht. as each one were a separate Joy of mine ; a heaven all full, as is my brlmnxing heart. 
Well : you will laugh at all this rhapsody, and chide me for a foolish boy. I only say, ' My wart is talking 
to you. not my aBao.' • * • But we must part : and then, if angels, strayed from home, may note that scene, 
touched by the love of one ao beautiful, it will be written down in Heaven, that two aouls xnade to match, 
have gone apart forever. Farewell ! I only ask of you, that when a warm thought Cutters at your heart. 
Juvt fancy ('t will be true) that I have come to nestle there, and give it welcome. And when the night conxea* 
and you rest alone with your own beauty and the sentinel stars, oh, clasp the little raacal to your heart. 
and think of your dream in the morning '. * 

Our impression is — 'we may be wronjcr, hut that is our opinion ' — that the young gentleman^ 
who penned the foregoing rhapsody is hankering af\er some young woman. Ah ! well ; thongh 
his style is not over-pellucid, there is much truih in his sentences. There is a communion between 
the heart of Nature and the hearts of lovers ; and with gentle affections and pure thoughts, her 
face is always beautiful. With the same mail which brought us the ' Thing of Beauty ' aforesaid, 
came the following, copied in the neatest of all crow-quill chirography, bearing the Saratoga 
post-mark, and a French-gray seal, with two loving doves. It struck us, on a first perusal, that 
possibly it might proceed from some young lady in love with some young gentleman I ' It has that 
look:' 

•WHAT IS LO VE?' 

• It ia to dwell within 
A world of the young heart's creation, bri^^ht 
And brilliaut as 'tis faloe and fleeting, where 
All seems a beauteous fury -land : to mark 
No varied season and no flight of time. 
Save in the weary absence of the loved one ; 
To live but in the atm^^phere be breathea. 
To gaze upon hi4 eyes as on the light 
That beacons us tn bliss, the onlv'sun 
Of nur unrtrsl world : in the sad uours 
Of absence to be filled .witb thousand thoughts 
Of t-fndeme^s, thatt.t repeat we deem 
Wil I m%k« the hnurs of meetiacr more delicioua: 
Yet when that tirite is comf. bi feel they are 
UcuttHmble ; then ti c^-iuLitthe inum«-Dts. 
And watch his coraiug as the early dawn 
Of au uutned exi«t-.-nc»> ; Uh unt love , 

A n'-w «»Ti«.t«.'nnf ') y^-t 'wh«»n he is c-rce. 
T<' f-*<'! thut '{^•^p. ipprowlvir s«";ise vt blLss 
Wrih-hiUi-; up Li tlio h^art. tV»i»t we Cfuld wish 
To llLiJ tjiir j ;y i»,-M p»;rfi;Ct 'I his is love ! ' 

No sneers, if you please, gentlemen bachelors of the incorrigible class ; no * pshaws ! ' ye 
' paired but not matched * people, nt encountering here these tender tributes of the heart ; for the 
lover, where is he not? * Wherever parents look round upon their children, there he has been ; 
wherever children are at play together, there he soon will be ; wherever there are rools under 
which men dwell, wherever there is an atmosphere vibrating with human voices, there is the 
lover, and there is his luAy worship going on True love continues and will continue to send up 
its homage amidst the meditations of every eventide, and the busy hum of noon, and ' the song of 
the muming star^.' • • • Ir the unhappy young mun who has recently filled the journals of the 
metropolis with the details of his folly and crime could, before yielding to temptation, have looked 
in upon the state-pri^toners at Sing-Sing, as we did the other day, surely he would have shrunk 
back from the voricx before hira. Poor wretches, in their best estate ! How narrow their cells ; 
how ceaseless their toil ; what a negation of comfort their whole condition ! It was a sweltering 
August day, breathless and oppressive ; but there was no rest fur the eight hundred unhappy 
convicts who plied their never-ending tasks within those walls. Stealthy glances from half- 
raised eyes ; pale countenances, stamped with mock submission, or gleaming with powerless 
hate or impotent malignity ; and ' hard labor ' in the fullest sense, were the main features of tlie 
still-life scene, as we passed through the several work-shops. But what a picture was presented 
as their occupants came swarming into the open court-yard at sound of the bell, to proceed to 
their celU with their dinner ! From the thick otmoaphere of the carpet and rog-thops , leaving the 
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clack of shuttles, the dull thump of the ' weaver's beam,' and the long, confused perspedire of 
cords, and pnllies, and patterns, and multitudinous * harness,' they poured forth ; from maricy 
smithys, streamed the imps of Vulcan, grim as the dark recesses from which they emerged ; from 
doors which open upon interminable rows of close-sct benches burst forth the knights of the a«i 
and hammer ; the rub-a-dub of the cooper's mallet, the creak of his shaving-knife, were still ; the 
•tone-hammer was sileut ; and the court-yard was full of that striped crew ! Goo of compassioo ! 
what a sight it was, to see that motley multitude take up, in gangs, their humiliating march •' 
Huge negroes, weltering in the heat, were interj4per«ed among ' the lines ; ' hands crimson with 
murder rested upon the shoulders of beings young alike in years and crime ; the victiol of bes- 
tiality pressed against the heart-broken tool of the scathless villain ; and all were blended in one 
revolting mass of trained soldiers of guilt ; their thousand legs moving as the leg of one man : all 
in silence, save the peculiar sound of the sliding tread, grating not less upon the ear than the 
ground. One by one, they took their wooden pails of dingy and amphibious-looking * grub,' and 
passed on, winding up the stairs of the different stories, and streaming along the narrow corri- 
dors to their solitary cells. It was too much for the tender heart of poor E., this long procession 
of the gangs. As they passed on in slow succession, her lip began to quiver ; and one aAer 
another drops of pity rolled down her check. ' All these,' said she to the keeper, ' had t 
mother, who looked upon their childhood, and blessed their innocence ! Ah ! how many infant 
feet, soAer than velvet to the touch, have been pressed to maternal lips, that now shuflBe along 
these prison-isles ! ' There spoke ^ the mother ; ' and with her * gentle words of pity ' we take 
our leave of the Statc's-prison and its unhappy inmates. • • • Tuk love of literature is a bene* 
ficial and noble propensity of soul. * It cannot be doubted,' writes the accomplished Mart Ciji- 
VKRs, * that every accession of intellectual light carries with it an increase of happiness ; happi- 
ness which depends not in any great degree npon the course of public cvent<», and not, beyond a 
certain limited extent, upon the smiles of fortune. Those debasing and embittering prejudices 
which must ever wait upon ignorance, melt away in the rays of mental illumination, and every 
departed prejudice leaves open a new inlet for happiness. I may be considered an entlm^iast, but 
it is ray deliberate conviction tlial next to religion — heart-felt, operative religion — a true love of 
reading is the best soAener of the asperities of life, the best consoler under its inevitable ill».' 
Hood, writing recently ' from his bed ' to the Secretary of a provincial Athenicum, of which he 
had been elected a ' patron,' deposes to the comfoYt and ' blessing that literature can prove in sea- 
sons of sickness and sorrow ; huw generous mental food can atone for a meagre diet ; *■ rich fare 
on paper, for short commons on the cloth.' Although ill, and condemned to lenten fare, animal 
food being strictly interdicted, yet the ' feast of reason and the flow of soul ' were still his. ' De- 
nied beef, I had Bul-vrcT and Cofr-per ; forbidden mutton, there was Lamb; and in lieu of pork, 
Bacon or HoggJ* Eschewing wine, he had still his Butler; and in the absence of liquor, all the 
dunce spiritSy from Tom Brown to Tom Moore. Confined physically to water, he had yet not 
only the best of ' home-made ' but the champaigue of Molibrs, the hock of Schillkr, and the 
sherry of Cervantes : 

•DsrKFBS^D bodily by tbi" Cold that d.\mp« every thlii^, I cot intellectually ele'^^ated •with Miitok. « littl* 
merry witb Swjft, or ratb»!T Jolly witb Rabsla'ii. wU'^m Piiutn-ru»l, by tbe -wftv, is q-iitj equil t- the b«J>t 
gruel With rum in it. So far can literature r>alli.)tQ or comjjensate fr fa-itronomlcal rrivati .-n"!. But th'^re 
are other eviln, great and amall, in thi* world, wbicb try the Btimacb It-m tb<an the head, and th». t«-EQ',^r. 
and ill windi* that blow with tbe pertinacity of monsoon. Of these. Providence b<w allotted me a full icve; 
but ntill. paradoxical an It may Bound, my burthen ban been greatly lisLteued by a load o/ bov-k*. Many, 
snany a dreary, weary hour hive I gotovpr ; many a mental or bo-iily annoyance f >rt-U"n. by h-ilf i-f the 
tragedii**! and comedieit of nur dramatiNtn and novelinta ' Mtuiy a trouble ha« bf^an scotTied by the fctill sroall 
voice of the nnral phlloH'ii.her ; many a drai;ou-like care charmeii to sleep by tbe *weet souir uf ther-*f. 
For all vthich I cry inces^s'ict'iy, nv^t aloud, but in my heart, ' ThaoJn and honor to th« gloricus x&Mtun ot 
the pen. and the great inveatom of the preao ! ' 

Is n't Laur a very curious thing, take it altogcihcr? An adept in it must needs know all the 
precedents, all the legal discussions and liiigations ; must read innumerable volumes, filled with 
innumerable subtleties and cohesiuns, and written in an unintelligible jargon ; must study rules 
by which a certain class of future events shall be judged, when those events can only be par- 
tially and imperfectly foreseen ; a rule which never varies, while the cases never agree ; a law 
which is general wlule the cases arc individual ; a law where the penalty is uniform, while the 
ju!»lice or inju.Htiee of the ease is continually difiVrcnl. Who ' in view of these things ' can won- 
der that the worse is ofien made to appear the better reason ? Doe.-? nt»l a lawyer triumph m'>*t, 
and nrquire most fame, when he can gain a cause in the vcrj- teeth of the law he professes to sap- 
port and revere ? AVho is ilie greaiest lawyer ? Not he who can most enlighten, but he who can 
most perplex and confound the unduristnnding and embroil and mislead the intellect of judge and 
jury. We have before us a striking illustration of these remarks, in an unaettled case in tbe 
Court of Errors, on an appeal from a decree of the chancellor. A wife and mother, well stricken 
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in years, leaves the bed and board of her husband, in conseqaence of long-continued ill treat- 
ment, and by 'her next friend' sues for alimony. Her husband, it appears in evidence, is an 

* unclean beast ' personally ; moreover, he throws his tea-cup at her at the table ; will not permit 
her to have a fire in the room in which she is ill, though it is in the depth of winter, but opens 
doors and windows to freeze her out ; orders all the beds taken down, that she may not sleep ; 
goes himself about the house at times in puris naturalibus: threatens to throw his wife into the 
well ; when she is seated on a chair, pushes her out of it, and when she takes another, pushes her 
out of that also, and so forth. Now reader, it would amuse you to look over the ' Points on the 
part of the Apellaiit ' in this case. By his ' next friend,' the attorney, he complains that vice- 
chancellors are exceeding their credentials in assuming to be 'Chesterfieldian censors of the les- 
ser morals.' He admits indeed that the husband was ' uncourteousy in rudely throwing his tea-cup 
instead of handing it respectfully to the lady-in-waiting,' meaning the wife aforesaid ; that he waa 
guilty of * impoliteness, m capriciously commandijig a change of chairs ; ' that he certainly did use 

* an ineoTUtiderate expression concerning the well ; ' .but that in driving his w^ife out of her sick room, 
by opening all the doors and windows on a cold winter-day, he was only ' enforcing wholesome 
exercise as a substitute for prejudicial inaction ! ' All these examples, let us add, are of the lesser 
abuses and grievances which the unhappy woman suffered, year after year ; yet the ' deeds without 
a name ' are soAened or defended with equal plausibility and ingenuity. The counsellor the appel- 
lant objects to the interference ot the law-officers with such matters. * Courts of chancery,' says 
he, with true Johnsonian grandiloquence, ' cannot, like ecclesiastical tribunals or inquisitions, 
regulate, by means of auricular confession and domiciliary visitation, connubial rights and duties ! 
The chancellor's doctrine would perpetuate wordy wars and family feuds, and impart to conjugal 
caterwauling more than feline vitality ! ' Buf hold ; we are ' interfering between man and wife,' 
an injudicious act, as 'i is said. • • • ' D. G.'s * Height of Impudence ' (it is not ' new ') reminds 
1XS of an incident which occurred in the bearing of a friend at one of our cheap metropolitan eat- 
ing-houses last winter. A tall, raw boned Hibernian called f^r a dish of pork-and-benns. ' Let 
it be 'most all pork, and plenty of beans,' said he ; and a liberal supply was placed smoking 
before him. Before he had gorged his fill, he called for more bread ; it was given him, and soon 
disappeared, with the remainder of his dish. He then called for another slice, and was piling the 
batter in pyramids upon small pieces of the same, when the waiter, who had been eyeing him 
closely, and who thoughl the repast ' rather too much for a shilling,' addressed him with : * Mister, 
that butter cost two shillings and sixpence a pound.' The huge feeder said nothing, but pro- 
ceeded to pile aI>out a quarter of a pound of it on a small crust of bread, placed it in his mouth, 
rolled it for a time ' as a sweet morsel under his tongue,' and then remarked : ' Well, I should say 
*t was well wor-r-th it! ' His main anxiety appeared to be, to convince the waiter that his princi- 
pal had not been ' taken in ' by the vender. • • • We promised that our readers should renew 
their acquaintance with ^Hugh Trevor;^ accordingly we condense a scene or two from that 
remarkable work. G >ing down St. James'-strect, J^indon, one evening, with a person who has 
treated him with much civility, our hero is run violently against by an accomplice of his compan- 
ion, knocked down, and robbed of all his money. His ' civil ' friend leaves him in the lurch, and 
he seeks his lodgings, there being no remedy for his loss. To divert his mind, he repairs to the 
theatre, and takes his stand among the crowd which surround the entrance. He observes that the 
people about him seem watchful of each other ; and presently the cry of ' Take care of your 
pockets ! ' renews his fears ; and putting his hand to his fob, he misses his watch ! Looking 
eageriy around, he fixes his eyes upon his quondam friend, who had aided in robbing him : 

'Tk« blood mant'ied in my fv:* 'Ton have st->l#sn my vatcb,' said T. He cnuld net imznediately 
McaF'«, Jind in».i« n'-i reply, but turned pale, Iccked at me a« if entreating nilence and commisfratioo. and put 
a watrh Into ray h.-ind. I felt a momentary compa-iJilon. and h«? presently made bis nrtreaL Hi« retiring did 
but iiicrea^e the pre<n» cf the crowd, so that it waw impouible for me so much an tj lift up my aim : I therefore 
contlnu'jd. an the ^af rut way. tT hold the watch in my hand. Soon afterward the door opened, and I bur- 
lied it into my wai^tcoAt r-ocket : for I was obliged to make the beet u«e of all my limba, that I mitht not be 
tlirown down and trodden untlT fort. At length, aft/* r vry uncommon struvglea. I made my way to the 
money door, p-iid, and entered the pit After taking breith and ga/ing around me, I sat down and inquired 
of my neli^hbors how soon the pUy would t>r:gin ? I wa« told in an hour. This new delay occasioned me to 
put mv hand in my pocket and tike out my wat^h. which an I supp'-sed had been returned by the thief. But. 
good feeavene ' whit was m? surprise when, m lieu of my own plain watch, in a green cha<nin-case, the 
one I was now poss(-ns*d of was si't round with diazaonds '. And. instead of ordinary steel and brass, its ap- 
pendages were a welshty gold chain and sesls \ My awt-Miishment waa great beyond expression ' I opened It 
«% examine the work^ and found it waa capped. I pressed upon the nut and it immediately struck the hour. 
It waa a repeater : ' 

It will not greatly puzzle the reader, we may presume, to conjecture what this adroit move- 
ment on the part of the pick-pocket ultimately led to-; nor will he fail to recognize in the following 
limning a portrait of more than one character of these times. Mr. Glibly is entertaining Mr. Tai- 
roft with a running commentary upon some of the prominent personages who enter the theatre : 

/ amid be pointing. ' is a Mr. Miokats : a fkmoue clerical character, and as stranse au original as any 
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forced into temporary notice. • • • * Sbevkd you right ! ' Carelessness like yoor's deserved jast 
such a result. You 'II not be guilty of a similar act of folly very soon, * 't an»t likely: ' 



I AK down in thr mouth, I am oat at tbe pocket* I 

Ab. nn« ' I 've no pockets at all ; 
And all I have loft, ia a braid and a locket : 

That 'a all > 

It waa rather volemn : qolte touching, alas I 

All qbe got on a Rtool to be hiccber, 
I act«d. no doubt, the entire jack-aas— 

Yes. entire ! 

Armn and lipe came together, and staid, aa I reckon, 

■With iu much as you pl«a«e of a linger. 
Till a fln^jer was seen at the window to beckon. | 

A finger I 

We 'd forgotten the shutters '. — the world was forgot. ' 

Till w* 8-iw tbat sign, from h«r father. 
Which was rather a poser, just then, was it not t I 

T was, rather • I 



He knew I was ruined — all gone to smash I 

And he was a man of that stamp. 
Would call you a scamp, if you had nt the cash-» 

Ay, a scamp I 

Hit bonds and InTestmenta ^ not in such brains 

As a poet raakes up into Tersf s : 
His remazks — upon never so beautlAil strains. 

Were cunes \ 

I called the ne^ day, but tbe stool was rsmoved. 

And the delicate foot, with a twirl, 
Walked offsomiewbere with the girl that I loved ^ 

The girl I 

Hanf her ! hang him ! hang tbe whole planet ! 

The «t\ra ' — they do bang — well, hang every body. 
And hang me, if I 'ainc a zu>ddy — d -^ n it I 

A noddy ! 



* Tns blank-verse halts for it ' in the lines entitled '^Moumful Mtmories.^ Beside, the tendency 
of the sentiment is not, we think, a useful one. Were all the dangers or ills of life to present 
thcmiielves to the imagination in a body, drawn up in battle array, the prospect would indeed be 
dreadful ; but coming individually, they are far less formidable, and successively as they occur 
are conquered. Foreboded, their aspect is terrific ; but seen in retrospect, they frequently excite 
present satisfaction and future fortitude. ' It is with human life as with the phases of nature, 
whose regular course is calm and orderly ; tempests and troubles being but lapses from the accus- 
tomed sobriety with which Providence works out the destined end of all things.' • • • Much is 
said of the ' freedom ' or ' licentiousness ' of our public press ; but we are far behind the press of 
London in this regard. Look for example at the comments in some of the London journals upon 
the recent marriage of the Hereditary Duke of Mecklenburg, a ' royal pensioner,' with the Prin- 
cess Augusta of Cambridge. The produce of his dukedom is described by the ^Charitari* as 
consisting of ' nothing in particular ; its revenue purely nominal.' The wedding is turned into 
the broadest ridicule. The Duke had an audience of himself in the morning in the glass of his 
dressing-case ; his * master of the wardrobe, who w^as also comptroller of the leather portmanteau 
and groom of the hat-box,' being the only person in attendance. ' He wore the white seam of the 
German order of princes, and was looking remarkably well — as all the annuitants of England 
contrive generally to look.' The ceremony was performed in the usual style of royalty. And 
when the prrlate who performed the office came to the words ' With all my worldly goods I thee 
endow,' the Duke of Cambridge, who always thinks out loud, kept up a running accompaniment: 
'Welt, that's capital! worldly g^ds, indeed! I should like to see some of 'em!* and other 
pleasant observations ; all which were taken to be a gush of fervent ejaculations from the father 
of the bride, invoking the happiness of the newly-married couple. The happy pair set out for 
Kew, to which place the Duke's Lord of the Luggage had already conveyed his carpet-bag! llie 
trousseau of the Princess had been laid out at Cambridge House for the inspection of the bride> 
friends ; ' but the illustrious bridegroom, with more modesty, laid out his trousseau on the bed in 
his private apartment, previous to peurking.' Various articles are enumerated ; among the rest, 
' a splendid uniform for state occasions, consisting o( the superb coat of an officer of the Blues, 
with Grenadier trowsers and a Lifeguards-man's helmet ; ' ' twelve false collars ; nine pairs of 
cotton socks ; two stocks, with long ends,' etc., etc. Such an invasion of aristocratic privacy may 
be termed ' licentiousness of the press ' with as much truth, we conceive, as any of the gossipry 
of the American newspapers. • • • Lf looking lately over the ' Sowtenirs jNTii/oriTuri ' of Napo- 
LKON and Maria Louisa, by the Baron Meneval, his 'ancient secretary,' we were forcibly 
impressed with a passage which depicts the love of the Great Captain for his infant son. The 
child was brought every morning to his apartment : 

' Tss : that cabinet, which saw tbe origin of so many mighty plans, so many vsst and generous schemes of 
adminintration, was also witness to the efiTut ions of a father s tenderness. How often have I seen the emperor 
keepm? his sou bv him. as if ht> were imjAtient to t<?ach him the art of governing ! Whether, sested by the 
chin^ney on his favorite sofa, he was engaged in readlug an important document, or whether he went to bis 
bureau to niBxx n d<?spatch. every word of which required to be weighed, his son, seated on his knees, or 
pibsned t^ his breast, was neTfrr amumeut away from him Sometimes, throwing aside the thoughts which 
?ccupi«:d his mind. h« would lie down on tbe Qoor beside his beloved boy, playing witb him like another 
chiM. attentive to every thing that could please or amuse him The emperor hai a sort cf apparatas for try- 
ing military manoeuvres: it consisted of pieces of wood faihinned to represent battalions, regiments, and 
diTisir>riS. When he wanted to try some new combinations of troops, or some new evolution, he used to 
arrange these pieces on the carpet. While he was seriously occupied with the disposition of these pieces, 
working out some skilful manoeuvre which might ensure the success of a battla, the child, lying at his side, 
would often overthrow his troops, and put imo confasion hla ordar of bAfetle. perhaps «t the moat cxitLoal 
momszit. Bat th« ampsror would r^coauoMnee amtngiLDg his man wUh ths otmost good humor.' 
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How different the scene with these mimic troops, from that presented by his human lemons! 
No long colunms of smoke streamed up from their line of march, indicating burning villages and 
fields trampled in the du8t ; no explosions of artillery ; no thundering of cavalry ; no steel clang- 
ing with steel in the desperate conflict of life for life ; no smoke, nor darkness, nor infernal din ; 
no groans of the dying ; no piercing shouts, revealing the last fierce efforts of human nature, 
wrought up to the infuriated recklessness of revenge and despair. None of these! Not greater 
was the diflcrence between that infant and his sire ! Yet it is a pleasant feature in the character 
of Napoleon, his love of children. ' He entered,' says Mifts Balcombe, who knew him so inti- 
mately at St. Helena, ' into all the feelings of young people, and when with them was a mere 
child, and a most amusing one. I think his love of children, and the delight he felt in their society ; 
and that too at the most calamitous period of his life, when a cold and unattachable nature woold 
have been abandoned to the indulgence of selfish misery ; in itself speaks volumes for his good* 
ness of heart/ • • • An ! yes ; we understand your insinuation, dear Sir, and ' possibly may wish 
that we had let you alone.' And yet, here is your letter before us, requesting ' an npmion of the 
merits of your piece, in the entertaining gossip of the Rditor^s Table!' How does that read? 
Our correspondent, if his ability were equal to his inclination, would doubtless make us feel the 
truth of this scrap of advice from one who was a judge of human nature : *■ Let no man despise 
the opinion of blockheads. In every society they form the majority, and are generally the most 
powerful and influential. Laugh not at their laborious disquisitions on the weather, and their 
wonderful discoveries of things wliich every one knows. If you oflend a fool, you turn the whole 
muddy port of his composition into rancid vinegar, and not all the efforts you can make will 
abate its sourness.' One word here to correspondents generally. We have no pleasure in reject- 
ing a communication, privately or publicly. Of\en have we sat, with a ' dubious ' paper in hand, 
hesitating for an hour whether to ' print or bum ; ' thinking of the fervent wishes of the writer, 
and the labor that he had bestowed upon his production. Every part, every period, had perhaps 
been considered and re-considered, with unremitting anxiety. He had revised, corrected, 
expunged, again produced and again erased, with endless iteration. Points and commas them- 
selves perhaps had been settled with repeated and jealous solicitude. All this may be, and yet 
one's article be indifferent, or unsuitcd to our pages. Give us credit for candor, gentlemen, as 
well as for plain-speaking. • • • Here are two clever epigrams ; the first from a contributor to 
whom the reader hns heretofore been indebted for several caustic tersities in its kind ; the second 
from a friend who does not ' confess the cape ' of authorship : 

• Wht H a belle, attired for public grar.e. 
Like tu a ship 7 She ' goe^ about ' in stays.' 

We can enlighten the ignorance of onr Port-Chester friend. Ladies in this meridian eschew 
* stays,' as he calls them. They are passie^ out of date, * things that were.' * Hence we view the 
gr-e-&t necessity there is ' of being aufait to the latest fashion. The ensuing purports to have been 
written on a ' Yankee Belle. '* 'Guess no/,' though ; 't is nH the way of Yankee belles : 

' 8n» 'b dremed «o neatly f->r tb« ball. 
In truth, she 'a acarcely dr««aed at ^1 ; 
A fact lo Yankees quite di»tremlng. 
It leaves so little room for gueasiog I ' 

*Oh ! go 'long, you p'ison critter, you ! What d' you mean ? ' . . • We should have published 
the lines entitled ' What is our Lift ? ' but for some/orty lines^ the thoughts of which are ' conveyed* 
entire from Carl-vlb. Looking down upon the wilderness of London, the thoughtful Teufels- 
DRcicKU exclaims: ' There in that old city was a live ember of culinary fire put down, say only 
two thousand years ago ; and there, burning more or less triumphantly, with such fuel as the 
region yielded, it has burnt, and still bums, and thou thyself seest the very smoke thereof. Ak! 
and the far more mysterious live ember of Vital Fire was then also put down there, and still miraeuiotulf 
hwms and spreads. ^ - • • The Drama is once more in the ascendant. The Pare Theatre, our 
*01d Drury,' is a personificalion of ' The Deformed Transformed.' Externally, it has assumed 
the aspect of a fine granite temple, in the Doric style of architecture, with a noble statue of Shaks- 
PEARE lording it over the pile ; while internally, from pit to ceiling ; boxes, walls, prosceniom, 
stage ; every thing, in short, is new and beautiful. Mr. Barrt deserves the highest praise for the 
good taste, the liberality, and the untiring industry which he has brought to bear upon our favorite 
place of theatrical resort. The house opened with Wallace ; W^allack, that ' love of a man,' 
who can never grow old, and who has lost no whit of his power to delight his auditors. He 
opened in his inimitable ' RoUa ' and ' Dashall,' to a house crowded from proscenium to dome with 
the 61ite of the metropolis ; and he has since gone throuj^ his round of characters, including thai 
most touching of modem plays, * The Rent-Dajfy* with undiminished popularity. Apropos of this 
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latter play : a good story is told of its first production in London. The celebrated FARSBir 
declined a part in it ; remarking, that if the piece ran beyond a single night, he would eat an old 
hat for every time it was played. The play rose to immediate and almost unprecedented popa« 
larity. On arriving at the theatre one evening, Mr. Fxsrb5 was informed by the call-boy that 
Mr. Wallack had left something on a eide*table for him, covered with a large while sheet. 

* Hum ! ' grunted Farren, ' what i« it ? ' The boy lifted the covering ; and behold, ranged in the 
most exact order, were thirty-six of the dirtiest, shabbiest, ' shocking bad hats ' in London ! Far^ 
RE2r started, and turned angrily to the lad. ' Please, Sir,* said the boy, ' Mr. Wallack says aa 
how you said, when you refu!»cd the part of Crumhs in ' The Rent-Day,' that if the piece ran 
beyond a single night, you would eat an old hat ; so as it has now been played thirty-seven times, 
he thinks it right to give you something to eat, afore the meal becomes too large for your digestion ! ' 
Farrrn said it ' was all right — and left.' • • • Well pleased are we to remark the opening of 
Messrs. Coudert and Porter's English and Classical Lyceum, at Number ninciy-five Eighth- 
street, near Tompkins's- Square. Tlie principals have no superiors ; their assistants are of their 
careful selection, and have their approval. On these points, therefore, *■ enough said.' The situa- 
tion is delightful, and the terms consistent with the times. Let these gentlemen be patronized. Ah I 
that is not the term ; but we have no good synonyme for it. We have always detested the word \ 
and especially since we encountered Dr. Johxson's comment upon it, in a letter to Lord Chbs- 
TXRFiSLD, soon after finishing his immortal Dictionary : ' I entertain, Sir, a very strong prejudice 
against relying on patrons. Seven years, my Lord, have now passed since I waited in your out- 
"ward rooms, or was repulsed from your door ; during which time I have been pushing on my 
work, through difficulties of which it is useless to complain, and have brought it at last to the 
verge of publication, without one act of assistance, one word of encouragement, or one smile of 
favor. Such treatment I did not expect, for I never had a patron before.' • • • Our friend who 
writes us from Florence (his excellent article is filed for our next) is quite right in his ideas of 
^Letters of Introduetion.^ There is much and exaggerated abuse of this courtesy, emanating from 
this country. His own case, we can assure him, is by no means a solitar>' one. We like the 
frank reply given by a distinguished American to a young, conceited whipster, who sought, 
through the claims of his fatlier's friendship, to obtain letters to persons of distinction abroad : ' I 
want,' said he, *to get letters to Scott, to Moore, to Southet, and to Jeffrey. Father would 
like to have me see them.' * So should /,' replied the expected donor, ' but I do n't wish them to 
see you. If that objection could be removed, perhaps your wish might be gratified.' It *■ was sta- 
ted at the time ' that our young gentleman ^ left the presence.' • • • We are struck with this 
remark of Count Rostoio'Cuix, in his sententious memoirs, in preceding pages : ' I had an invol> 
ontary veneration for the sun, and his setting always made me sad.' How often, with kindred 
emotion, have wc stood and gazed at sunset-clouds, with one who now sleeps in his early grave ! 
Saying little, but tliinking much, and feeling more ; and as the day-god sank below the horizon, 
reflecting upon the period when all the living world that saw him then, should roll in unconscious 
dust around him. Oh I the mystery of nature ! — the mystery of lifel • • • ' Tke Puritans vs. The 
QucJcers ' is at hand and on hand, and urill be for some lime, we caPlate. Could n't ' approve ' the 
sentiments of our Plymouth correspondent, ' any way 'at he can fix it.' Wc segregate a joke, 
however, which is worth pickling. * Why are the Quakers always well-to-do in the world ? ' asks 
a Friend of one of the ' world's people.' ' They are chargeable to no man, and yet are always 
thrifty.' ' 'Zactly ! ' was the rejoinder ; ' and I '11 tell you why. The Quakers are rich, that 's sar- 
tain ; and the way of it at first was this^ Wlien our Saviour was look up onto the top of an 
exceeding high mounting, the Old Gentlem ax oflered him all the riches of the world, if he 'd fall 
down and worship him. 'T would n^ do : the Saviour said * No ; ' but a Quaker who was stand- 
ing by, took the Old Knick up : ' Friend Beelzebub,' says he, ' I '11 take thy ofl'er ! ' He did so ; 
and there 's been no scursity of money among your folks sence that time !'...* Hoxors are 
easy' with sundry of our correspondents. We perceive that, among others, the ^Mail-Robber^ 
was elected a member of the Plii Beta Kappa Society of Cambridge University, at the late ' com- 
mencement ' of tliat institution. ' Served him right ; ' he deserved it. We have ' known things of 
him * that would have brought this visitation upon him before, had we chosen to mention them. 

* Justice, though slow, always overtakes,' etc. The proverb is something musty. • • • We must 
be permitted to doubt whether ' bally-ragging^^ as poor Power used to term scolding, is the *■ eftest 
way* for our New- Haven friend, to whose favor we recently alluded. * Many men of many 
minds.' A spoonful of molasses will catch more flies than a quart of vinegar ; and ' an inch of 
laugh is worth an ell of moan, in any state of the market.' * The vices of the times, the vices of 
society, the vices of literature, require rigid scrutiny and fearless censors.* Very likely ; there- 
fore * Pay away at them ! * say we ; bat exense m ftom monopolizmg our psfea with gloom, 



392 Editor's Table, [October, 

groutiness, and pnirablinp. • • • We have omitted to notice the snperb annual enjrravine for the 
sabscribcn of the ^ApoUo AsuKiation,^ recently put forth by that popular institution. The subject 
is Vanderlyx-8 celebrated picture of 'Caivs Marius on the ruins of Carthag-c.' The enf^raving 
is in line, by S. A. ScnoFF, a native artist, and forms one of the finciit specimens of art in its kind 
ever produced in this country. • • • Ma. Prentice, the well-known Louisville Journalist, is 
' down upon ' a * gentleman of some smartness who rejoices in the euphonious name of Pos," (t 
correspondent of ours spells it ' Poh ! ') for terming Carlyle, in one of his thousand-and-one 
Mac-Grawler critiques, * an ass.' The Kentucky poet and politician thus rejoins : * We hare 
no more doubt that Mr. Edoar A. Poe is a very good judge of an ass, than we have that he is a 
very poor judtre of such a man as Thomas Carltle. He has no sympathies with the great and 
wonderful operations of Carlyle's mind, and is therefore unable to appreciate him. A blind 
man can dcscnbc a rainbow as accurately as Mr. Poe can Carlyle^s mind. \Vhat Mr. Poi 
lacks in Carlyleism he makes upin jackassism. It is very likely that Mr. Carlyle's disciples 
are as poor judges of an ass as Mr. Poe is of Carlyle. Lot them not abuse each other, or slave 
to overcome obstacles which are utterly irremovable. That Mr. Poe has all the native tendencies 
necessary to qualify him to be a judge of asses, he has given repealed evidences to the public' 

* Nervous, but inelegant ! ' as Mr. Aspen remarks in * The Nervous Man.' • • • Can any native 
citizen of ' The Empire State ' peruse the forceful paper under this title, in preceding paires, without 
a feeling of natural and just pride ? For ourselves, born, bred, and educated upon the soil of 
New- York, we cannot read it without a thrill of gratification, that our * lines have been cast in 
pleasant places,' and that we have so * goodly an heritage.' • • • We do not know when vre 
have been more ' horrified* than on reading the following in a L-judon journal : ' Two natives of 
the cannibal islands of Marquesas have been earned to France. The story runs, that on the voy- 
age one of their fellow-passengers asked them which they liked best, the French or the English? 

* The English ! ' answered the man, smacking his lips ; * they are the fatteat.^ 'And a great deal 
more teniitr^ chimed in the woman, with a grin that exhibited two rows of pointed teeth as sharp 
as a crocodile's I ' • • • ' The Exile's Song^^ with the note which accompanied it, came too late for 
insertion in the present number. It will appear in our next. • • • The sioryof 'TAe 7b6(UT»- 
Qtfi</' is as old as the seven hilU. What a silly thing it is, to give new names and a new loeok to 
an '■ ancient .Miller,' and at the same time vouch for its entire authenticity and originality I *0 
git edut : ' • • • Reader, did you ever see a small puppy bark at an elephant in a menagerie, 
whereat the dignified beast did n't even deign to flap his leather-apron ears 7 Did you ever see a 
stump-tailed ape sporting a Roman toga? And have you seen the 'Annihilation of Daniel Web- 
ster' by Crazy Neal, in a recent newspaper piece of his? Mr. Neal thinks the great orator 
and statesman a Ai/7nAi/^.' He is a judge of the article. • • • If the ' iSVanzos ro 3fory ' are a * lit- 
tle after the style of Wordsworth,' we can only say that the Wordsworth school is not a 

grammar-school : 

— • Upon my br^w 
OlooxxM gatheis fast and tliick.' 

is not unlike 'Cats eats mice,' or 'Shads is come!' • • • Several communications, among 
them 'Chronicles of the Past,' Number Two ; ' Evening Hymn ; ' ' The Deity,' etc., will receive 
attention in our next. 



Thomson's* Abridgement of Day's Algebra for the use of Schools. — Day's Algebra 
has sustained a high reputation during a period of fourteen years ; a fact sufficiently evinced by 
the sale of more than forty large editions. In appropriateness of arrangement, i)erspicuity of 
expression, and adaptation to the purposes of instruction, whether public or private, it stands, we 
believe, unrivalled. Tlie highest praise which can be bestowed on a school-buok is, that ' it is its 
own teacher.' By commencing with points so simple that any child of ordinar>' ability can com- 
prehend them, and advancing step by step, removing every ob»tnclc when it first presents itself^ 
and conducting the student gradually into the more intricate parts of the science, the author makes 
him master of the subject while he is yet scarcely aware of its difficulties. The exactness of defini- 
tion and clearness of illustration which characterize Mr. Thomson's 'Abridgement' together with 
the exclusion of the answers to the problems, (a course indispensable to an independent scholar,) 
are especially commendable. The method also of completing the square by multiplytng the equa- 
tion by four times the coiffficient of the higher power of the unknown quantity, and adding to both 
members the square of the coiffficient of the lower power, avoids the ijuroduciion of fractional 
terms, and strikes us as an improvement. The most weighty objection to Day's Algebra has 
been its paucity of examples. Thia defect is remedied in the 'Abridgement,' the number of ezafli- 
ples being neariy twice aa great as in the original work. 
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*Pratbr« for tuk Use of Families.* — Here is a volume of some three hundred pages, con- 
taining upward of seventy pruycrs, designed to meet all conditions of mankind, and all the wants 
of humanity. The author, Rev. William Jay, of England, has aimed to be very plain and sim- 
ple in his diction, suice prayer admits of no brilliance, and rejects studied ornament. He has not 
substituted finery for elcgnncc, nor the atfectation of art for the eloquence of feeling ; but has 
wisely avoided a strained, inflated style, unintelligible to the ignorant, lamented by the pious, and 
contemned by the wise. This is as it should be. It is remarkable that in the Bible no prayer is 
recorded, in which the figure employed is not as familiar as the literal expression. An appendix 
is added, containing a number of select and original prayers for particular occasions ; short 
addresses, applicable to cenain events and circumstances, and which the render may insert in 
their pmper place in tlie main prayer, or use at the end of it. A work like this, from a competent 
pen, may supply with many families an important desideratum. The volume is published by Mr. 
M. W. DoDD, Brick Church Chapel, opposite the Park. 

* Thk Wvaxdotte, or the Hctted Kxoll,' is the title of Mr. Cooper's lost work, recently 
published by Messrs. Lea and Blancbaro, Philadelphia, in two well-executed volumes in the 
pamphlet-form. It emtnidies legends of the suflferings of isolated families during the troubled 
■ccnes of colonial warfare, which are distinctive in many of their leading facts, if not rigidly true 
in the details. We gather from the prefatory remarks of the author, that in these volumes he has 
* aimed at sketching several distinct varieties of the humun race, as true to the governing impulses 
of their educations, habim, modes of thinking, and natures.' How this aim has been accomplished, 
we are quite unobic to say. We trust however that the friend who transfiorted the work from our 
table into the country, will at letist repay us for the gratification of which he has deprived us, by 
returning it when he is through with it, that we may be ourselves enlightened, and enabled to 
enlighten our readers, concerning the character of the work. 

Thompson's History of Long-Islakd. — A second edition — revised and greatly enlarged, 
and included in two handsome volumes-^ has just appeared, of Mr. B. F. Thompson's history of 
I jontr- Island, from it* discovery and settlement to the present time. The work embodies many 
interesting and important matters, connected with the first settlement o{ our country and its colo- 
nial and revolutionory history; and includes notices of numerous individuals and families, and a 
particular occount of ditfcrcnt churches and ministers. In short, the indefatigable author has 
availed himself of every source of authentic and valuable information which could add to the 
interest or usefulness of his work ; which we should not omit to mention embraces two large and 
well-execnted maps, and is illustrated by numerous lithographic engravings of edifices and other 
objects of interest on the island : and including the author's ' counterfeit presentment.' Messrs. 
Gould, Banks and Company are the publishers. 

* The Karen Apostle.' — .Messrs. Gould, Kendall, and Lincoln, Boston, have issued in a 
handsome little volume, ' The Karen Apostle, or Memoir of Ko-Tuah-Byu, the first Karen con- 
vert; with Notices conrerning hi.< Nation. By Rev. Francis Mason, Missionary to the Karens.* 
The first American edition is revised by Prof. H. J. Ripley, of Newton (.Mass.) Theological 
Seminary. The work is ' sent forth in the hope that the interest which has been fell in behalf of 
the Karens may be deepened, and that the cause of missions to the heathen in general may be 
promoted by the striking proof of the power of the gospel exhibited in its pages.' The work is 
illustrated by maps, in port from manuscript, and by one or two well-executed engravings on 
wood. The specimens of Knrcn literature appended to the volume do not afford a very exalted 
idea of the writing* of that sect ; nevertheless, they possess a certain interest in the connection 
which they sustain in the volume. 

New Music. — We have before us, from the extensive and popular establishment of Messrs. 
James L. Hewitt and Tompant, Broadway, * Woodside Waltz,' by Miss Marion 8. .McGas- 
oor; 'Grand Ausierliiz Man-h and Quickstep, arranged as a Duet, for the Piano-forte,' by 
George W. Hewitt ; ' The Alpine Horn, a Tyrollean,' by John H. Hewitt ; and ' Robin Buff, 
a Ballad,' t'.ie m (vie by Mr. Henry Russkll. 
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* WiiKX Tiior Wert True.' — This is a very cliamiiugSoni;; Ihe words by F. W. Thoxai, 
EUq., the munic by John II. Hkwitt, inscribed to Mrs. Robkrt Tyler, and just published by 
Jamki» L. Hewitt and Compaxt, Broadway. If the uoblc-looking^ portrait ui>ou the tiile-ps)^ 
rcpn.>Arni4 Mrs. Tti.er, she is justly entitled to the praises with which the journals ha\e teemed, 
kiuching Ihe gvic^ aud beauty of her person. The following art- the words : 

X. 

Wh^n thou wert tru*. wben tbou ^eit tiue. 

My henrt diitLy imprcMlnu tak-». 
Ah di^ th" rt«rtb« wh*re •kie^ arc Mu*. 

Of aoia*? wiiyl fc'irtaii'i qmet Ifik"., 
The imi6« of the m'>f>:i th.it .-iv< 
The calmzi«ss ixx wbovo li.-;Lt lUt- livci. 

iz 

But when (loubtN cam'*, my trouble! breast 

Wm like that IsUio wboii windJt <\■^ bIo« , 
Her lin.»-»j th^rt-. tb-.'U.-L '»til; im\ ri-^^e*!, 

B'-Him brf.k»iily In fbb and d' w 
TTritil the fttnzi •••bucur'ji* b^r liwht, 
Aiid rcti^n* tb« ebon vivt^ifj Ni^bt. 

III. 

AciiD tbat rbau>'iu^ nio>u nh.V.I Abin''. 

When ^t-TJisare f'er within tb" \Kk» 
Which, llkr that way wari heart of tlou'.-. 

Can auy ot(i*-r :isa^e take 
Mi:i", (fravcu iik<3 mKm.'rial-Bt/fDe, 
Im qow a memory aloue. 

•Alhalla, OR THE Lord OK Taladeoa : a Tale of the Curek War.' — Tlius is entitled 
a narrative poem by Hkxrt Rowk Colcraft, better known as Henry R. Schoolcraft, E«q., 
mn old correspondent of ihis Magmzinc. The story turns upon the conie^ts of the Muscogertf, their 
exertions, their di:«comfiturcs, and their final fall. It opens at a distant northern puint, within a 
short period aAer the close of the Creek war, and occupies two days and nigh(>t in its action. lu 
style is a union of the dramatic with the narrative and descriptive ; a conjunction well adapted tn 
the chararter of the dtory and the nature of its personages. There arc appended to the main poem 
a few selecied midcellanic.'i, among which we recognize three or four clever elTu^ionSf originally 
given to the public in these pages. Messrs. Wiley axd Pi'txam are the publishers. 

* The New Pi'-icnASE.' — Our task for these departments of the Knickerbocker was com* 
pleted, when we received fnnn Mes.-«rs. Appleton and Compaxt, a native novel, in two volumes, 
entitled ' The New Purchase ; or Seven and a half Years in the Fat West.' By Robert Carl- 
ton, E-tq. Wc hnve not found leisure to read one of its pages ; but if we may judge of its merits 
from the encomium-* of two or three of our contemporaries oi the daily press, it should prove t 
work of the m<>i«t sterling attraction. To say that ' .Mary Clavers ' must ^ look to her laurels,' 
there being an equally giAed laborer in a kindred field, strikes us as ver>' high praise. We Iv^, 
but doubt, to find tJuU precaution in any degree necessary. 

' Usury : the Kvil and the Remedy.* — The pages ofthis department of the Kxickxrbocker 
were mainly in the hands of the printers, when we received the newspaper folio entitled as above. 
We are lef\ but space therefore barely to state, that this essay on usury differs entirely fnnn the 
usual mode of treating that subject, in that it docs not rely on the penaUits for the repression of the 
evil, but proposes ti> root out its existence by a practical, beneficent mode of removing the temp- 
tations to, and occasions for, usury. It is for sale at Buroess axd Strinoer's, coruer of Ann- 
street and Broadway.^ 

New Works from the American Press. — We have before us several excellent publica- 
tions, which came t<Ki late for noticf in the present number. Among them, we may mention three 
entertaining volumes from the press of Messrs. Lea and Blanchard, Philadelphia, *2V Ctmt 
of England y" from 1&-8 to George the Third ; ^NtUure and Revrkuion^" or the Second Advent; 
the iN-autiful ' lUustmttd Pmyer-Book^ serials of Mr. Hewet; and Plabody's DartmoioM CvlUgt 
AddrtM. These publications, with others which we lack space even to mention, will be adverted 
to in our November number. 
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• Iw finme arfl found 
8ucb t^achnM^ and apprchcnslvo r-art<i. 
That m<ui> attrtinnnriti iu hii own concftTW, 
Matrh'Tfl vritb tbn nxp^rtnens of tlie bnitfs iu their'*. 
Are ofttlmes yanqui^hed and thrown fir behind.' CowFsn. 



OF THE REASON OR JUDGMENT OF THE PRINCIPLE CALLED INSTINCT. 

A SURGEON of Leeds, (Eng.,) says Buffon, found a little spaniel 
who had been lamed. He carried the poor animal home, bandaged 
lip his leg, and, after two or three days, turned him out. The dog 
retiumed to the surgeon's house every morning, till the leg was per- 
fectly well. At the end of several months, the spaniel again pre- 
sented himself, in company with another dog, who had ^so been 
latned ; and he intimated, as well as piteous and intelligent looks 
could intimate, that he desired the same kind assistance to be ren- 
dered to his friend as had been bestowed up6n himself A similar 
circumstance is stated to have occurred to Morant, a celebrated 
French surgeon. 

A fox, adds the same writer, having entered a hen-house through 
a small aperture, wliich was the only opening, succeeded without 
disturbing the family in destroying all the fowls, and in satiating his 
appetite with part of them ; but his voracity so enlarged his dimen- 
sions as to prevent his egress. In the morning the farmer discov- 
ered the havoc of the night, and the perpetrator himself sprawled 
out on the floor of the coop, apparently dead from surfeit. He 
entered, and taking the creature by the heels, carried him out and 
cast him beside the house. This was no sooner done than the fox 
sprang up and bounded away with the speed of a racer. This was 
communicated by the person. 

A spaniel, Ob send informs us, having discovered a mouse in a 
shock of corn, jumped with his fore feet against it to frighten him 
out ; and then running quickly to the back side, succeeded in taking 
the mouse as he attempted to escape. 

VOL. XXII. 05 
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BuFFON says : 'A number of beavers are employed together at 
the foot of the tree in gnawing it down ; and when this part of the 
labor is accomplished, it becomes the business of others to sever the 
branches, while a third party are engaged along the borders of the 
river in cutting other trees, which though smaller than the first tree, 
are yet as thick as the leg, if not the thigh, of a common-sized man. 
These they carry with them by land to the brink of the river, and 
then by water to the place allotted for their building ; where sharp- 
ening them at one end, and forming them into stakes, they fix them 
in the groimd. at a small distance from each other, and fill up the 
vacant spaces with pliant branches. While some arc thus employed 
in fixing the stakes, others go in quest of clay, which they prepare 
for their purpose with their tails and their feet At the top of their 
dyke, or mole, they form two or three openings. These they occa- 
sionally enlarge or contract, as the river rises or falls. Note. — Should 
the current be very gentle, the dam is carried nearly straight across ; 
but when the stream is swiftly flowing, it is uniformly made with a 
considerable curve, having the convex part opposed to the current 

' Ac veluti infrentem formicoe farris acervnm 
Cum populant, hyemis memores, tecioque rcponnnt : 
It nigrum campis agmen, prsedamque per herba« 
Conycctant calle auguoto : pars grandta tnidunt 
Obnixof frumciita humcri« : pars agmina oogunt, 
Cafliigant que morad : opere omnis semiia fervct.' £mbxs. tt., ax. 

* In formicik non modo scnsus sed etiara mens, ratio, memoria.' — Cic. 

* Si quia compnret onera corporibus earum (formicarum) fateatnr nullis portione. Yms etwe 
majores. Oerunt ea raorsu ; majora aversac postreraio pcdibus moliuntur, humeris obnixip. E«t 
lis Reip ratio memoria cura. Srmina arrosa cundunt vie rursus in fruges ezeani h terra. Biajoni 
ad iniroitum (cavemce) dividunt Madefacta imbrc profenint atqne siccaut*— Plijit : lib. xi., cap. 30. 

Many birds and other animals, Buffon informs us, station a watch, 
while they are feeding in the fields. Whenever marmots venture 
abroad, one is placed as a sentinel, sitting on an elevated rock, while 
the others amuse themselves in the fields below, or are engaged in 
cutting grass and making it into hay for their future convenience ; 
and no sooner does their trusty sentinel perceive a man, an eagle, a 
dog, or any other enemy approaching, than he gives notice to the 
rest by a kind of whistle, and is himself the last that takes refuge 
in the cell. It is asserted that when their hay is made, one of them 
lies upon its back, permits the hay to be heaped between its paws, 
keeping them upright to make greater room, and in this manner 
remaining still upon its back, is dragged by the tail, hay and all, to 
their common retreat. 

These instances could be multiplied indefinitely ; but more than 
sufiicient have been cited. They prove in the firat place, without 
need of argument, that animals have a language by which they 
apprehend each other. Concert of action and division of labor 
would be impossible without it. They also exhibit the exercise of 
memory and abstraction ; and it now remains to ascertain whether 
their conduct was the result of reason. 

If a person should take a friend whose arm had been fractured 
to a skilful surgeon who had before cured him of a similar wound. 
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we should infer the following course of reasoning : First, a compari- 
son of facts, to discover whether the injury in question was like the 
one he had received ; the ability of this surgeon over others in such 
cases ; and the presumption that the same skill and remedies will 
again produce the same effects. These are the most obvious points. 
The dog, in the cited case, had once been healed of a broken limb 
by a surgeon ; and having found a mate in a like situation, took him 
also to the same surgeon. It is evident that his conduct was as 
wise as the man's. The facts and actions in the two cases are 
parallel ; and having seen that animals obtain a perception of objects 
by the same agencies that man does, it only remains to ascertain 
whether the intermediate reasoning process between perception and 
action were essentially the same. Now, we cannot prove directly 
that the mind of another passes through any process whatever; 
because the proof of any process of our own mind is consciousness, 
which cannot go beyond us; but we can infer the train of reasoning 
in a given case with great correctness, taking self-knowledge as a 
basis ; and the similarity of conduct in another, in view of premises, 
with what our own would have been. This is the chief criterion 
by which much of our daily conduct is regulated, and is the most 
substantial proof that can be reached. Hence, we can infer with 
just as much certainty that the instinct of the dog passed through 
the process mentioned, as that the mind of the man did in the case 
supposed. We can also infer it with as much truth as that instinct 
is susceptible of the process of memory, since the proof in both 
cases is drawn from facts, and on the same principles. 

Again : The beaver's dam is constructed at the very place a skil- 
ful engineer would have selected for a similar purpose. This 
choice of one place before another is necessarily founded on com- 
parison, which is a deliberative reasoning process. It is therefore 
inconsistent with an impulse, which seems to be the action sug- 
gested, by instantaneous perception and reasoning ; a single, inflex- 
ible propulsion in one direction; without a careful choice, and 
without deliberation : hence the term impulsive cannot be applied 
to a large proportion of the actions of animals ; and having no rea- 
son for supposing the impulses of animals supernatural, or unlike 
human impulses, the term itself should be abandoned as vague and 
unmeaning. Gnawing the large tree upon the inner side, that it 
might fall directly across the stream, also rises above the utmost that 
we can understand by an inward persuasion ; for it is the incipient 
step, and has full relation to the subsequent work of erecting a pier. 
We have seen that while part are cutting down the tree, another 
part go up the stream, cut smaller trees for stakes, and draw them 
to the water's edge ; while still a third division go in quest of clay 
to prepare as a mortar. This completeness of plan, and combina- 
tion of means to execute it, is wholly inconsistent with the common 
explanation of instinctive operations. Such exhibitions, as we have 
already remarked, are simply the workings of a certain principle 
they possess ; performing for them the same office that mind does 
for man ; and the true direction of inquiry is to the nature of its 
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qualities. The actions themselves exhibit comparison, a knowledge 
of the adaptation of means to an end, the combination of these 
means in regular detail to effect the end, and the still higher intelli- 
gence of future cause and effect, as evinced by the enlargement of 
the water passage with the rise of the stream. These actions, then, 
being ascertained to be uniformly the same in a great variety of 
cases, and manifesting the operation of an intelligent principle in 
every act ; and being such as in man would have been in pursuance 
of the processes of reason mentioned ; we are clearly directed to 
the inference (indeed no other rational one can be made) that they 
compared the advantages of different places, to enable them to 
select the best, having reference to the construction of a dam ; that 
they reasoned out the plan of this dam and the adaptation of certain 
materials to its erection ; that they reflected upon the need of its 
convexity, the better to resist the pressure of the stream, should it 
be rapid ; that they considered the advantages of a division of labor to 
expedite the work ; that they understood from experience, or arrived 
at the conclusion by reason, that it was safer to discharge the sur- 
plus water at one opening well guarded, than over the continuous 
edge of the dam ; and finally they had in view the uses and pur- 
pose of this dam from the beginning ; and the reasoning preparatory 
to each successive step was as exact and efiicient, with reference 
to the end designed and the means to be employed, as man's could 
have been ; and was conducted in much, if not exactly, the same 
manner; because we can conceive of but one way in which an 
intelligent principle thinks. 

To learn, we must derive an impression of the object or event by 
the senses; and then interpret its meaning by a process of the 
understanding. The domestic animals may be taught a variety of 
performances, which if done by man we should not hesitate to pro- 
nounce the result of reasoning. Ravens have been taught to sing 
a regulfiu* piece, involving to a certain extent the same kind of appre- 
hension, as in instructing a child in music* The parrot may be 
taught to speak. Falcons have been learned to hunt, under the 
influence of motives ; a favorite dish being the reward of skilful 
services. The elephant, the camel, and the horse, in adapting 
themselves to the wants of man as beasts of burden, give constant 
proofs of intelligence and deliberation. Some of the most stupid 
animals apparently, have been taught a variety of feats under the 
stimulus of rewards, which raise our astonishment at their shrewd- 
ness and ingenuity. Imitation, if carefully considered, will be found 
impossible without the aid of a thinking principle. We know, 



* Some aniraaU are self-tanght. The mocking-bird whistles for the doer ; Ceesar starts up and 
runs to meet his master, lie saueak^ out like a hurt chicken, and the hen hurries about with 
hnnsrin]^ wings and bristling feathers, clucking to protect her injured brood. The baiicing of the 
dog, the mewing of the cat, the creaking of the passing wheel-barrow, follow with great truth and 
rapidity. lie repents the tune taught him by his master, though of considerable length, fully and 
ftLithfully. He runs over the quiverings o( the Canary and the clear whistlings of the Virginia 
nightingale, or red-bird, with such superior execution and effect, that the mortified songsters feci 
Jheir own inferiority, and become silent, while he seems to triumph in their defeat by redoubling 
his exertions. — Wilson. 
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indeed, very little of any species but our own. Their language is 
as vague to us as the guttural tongue of the Indian ; their move- 
ments are usually unmeaning, and all but their general necessities, 
unknown ; we are profoundly ignorant of every thing but the most 
general manifestations of animal life ; and at the same time it must 
be admitted that they exhibit more intelligence in adapting them- 
selves to, and imderstanding us, than we do in suiting our conduct 
to their apprehension. 

Many animals provide magazines, on which to subsist during the 
winter. This appears to be the result of a long process of reason- 
ing ; of which the impossibility of obtaining supplies during such 
period, the amount necessary, the manner of bestowing it, and the 
kind of provision which is not perishable, may be the most obvious. 
If all these points were not heeded, the consequence would be fatal. 
To satisfy present hunger, a simple impulse might be sufficient ; but 
to anticipate distant wants, the exercise of an intelligent principle 
is requisite. The ant, the bee, the squirrel, the rat, and the beaver, 
are distinguished instances of this forethought. 

If the argument of Paley is sound, that contrivance fonns design, 
and from design we infer intelligence, it appUes with emphasis to 
all constmcted animal habitations. The nests of birds, the cells of 
the bee, the spider's web, the mound of the ant, and the hills of the 
termites, may be cited. Contrivance and construction seem to be 
impossible without the constant exercise of a reflecting principle ; 
while economy of labor and time indicates the correctness with 
which this principle directs the conduct. 

Again : If the sentinel of a small party should discover an enemy 
approaching, he would know, should they reach the encampment, 
that his companions would be captured ; but if he apprized them of 
the peril, they might escape. This is simply ascertaining the rela- 
tion of cause and effect ; on such conclusions he alarms his mates, 
and they retreat. We know that many animals not only act the 
same in view of similar premises, but deliberately prepare for the 
emergency, like a garrison, by placing sentinels on the watch : now, 
since their actions are uniformly the same in a great variety of cases, 
and exactly analogous to the actions of men under similar motives, 
the same inference results ; that such actions in both cases were 
caused by a reflecting or reasoning principle ; and that this principle 
must perform its functions in nearly if not exactly the same manner, 
in men and in different animals, to produce such similar conduct 
As instances, parrots, jays, crows, ants, meurmots, and the chamois, 
may be referred to. 

The ancients attributed intelligence, in its purest sense, to many 
animals, especially to the elephant and the horse. In one of the 
passages quoted, Pliny, the naturalist, after describing the ingenious 
m Ahod of the ants, in ' shoving with their shoulders ' the larger bits 
of grain, says : * There is in them in very deed, reason, memory, 
and care ; ' the expression breaks out from him like an irresistible 
conviction. Virgil also observes that they are 'mindful of the 
approaching winter ; * and he refers to their order, and division of 
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labor. If inquiry should be directed to that industry which accu- 
mulates not only beyond present, but even future necessities, it 
could be accounted for on no other supposition, than as a conse- 
quence of reasoning upon the necessity of preparing for the day of 
need. 

Let us turn for a moment to the fables of iEsop. It is remarka- 
ble that these first attempts at moral philosophy should have come 
down to us with such freshness as to be almost without the marks 
of antiquity ; and yet one of their most interesting features is the 
correctness, so far as we know, with which animals have been 
invested with their natural characteristics. We still ask 

'Astuta ingenuum vulpes imltata leonem?* 

and are yet inclined to charge the raven with vanity for being 
cheated of her meat, as represented in the fable, by the flattery of 
the fox. We also admire the closing reproof: £'/f*s xo^a; anuria^ 
vov; de ye XeiTiei. The artifice of the creature, from his well-known 
habits, sits upon him with peculiar fitness ; and there is nothing 
very incongruous in allowing him to speak it out. This incites an 
inquiry into the nature of cunning and artifice, by w^hich animals 
evade their enemies or take their prey. The fox, for example, 
obtains a knowledge of external things by the same agencies that 
man does ; and makes a ready and skilful use of such perceptions 
to obtain some end. When pursued, he frequently runs in the bed 
of some shallow creek, to conceal every trace of his scent and foot- 
steps ; or runs back upon his own track for some distance, and then 
branches off, to puzzle his pursuers. He evidently knows the 
means by which he is followed, namely, his scent or foot-prints, and 
he devises a plan to render them both useless. Much might be said 
of the artifices of different animals, to decoy and ensnare their prey. 
Without the aid of reason it would be utterly impossible to form 
such plans ; and beside, from these very stratagems we infer intelli- 
gence, and intelligence is of course an intellectual emanation. 

Much also might be said of the elephant : indeed, his history 
alone would furnish sufficient facts to elucidate the whole subject; 
but the unexpected length of this article prevents the insertion of 
only a few notices. It is said that if he has been ensnared and 
escapes, he is afterward very cautious while in the woods, and 
breaking a large branch from a tree with his trunk, he sounds the 
ground before he treads upon it, to discover if there are any pits in 
his passage.* He exhibits the same kind of deliberation while 
passing a bridge. The Indians make use of him to carry artillery 
over mountains. When the oxen, yoked two and two, endeavor to 
draw up the moimtain the piece of artillery, the elephant pushes 
the breech of the gun with his forehead ; and at every eflbrt that 
he makes he supports the carriage with his knee, which he places 
near the wheel.t An analysis of these operations would result in 
the same inference, that such actions were in consequence of reason. 

• Bvfw. II., 189. t Ibid, ii., 185. 
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An anecdote of a bird appeared a few months since, bearing the 
larks of authenticity. She had built her nest by a stone quarry, 
nd during incubation was frequently alarmed by the blasting. She 
oon learned that the ringing of a bell preceded an explosion, and 
ke the laborers, at this signed she retreated to a place of security. 
.Tils feat having been discovered, some spectators succeeded in 
ecciving her a number of times by false alarms. The imposition 
owever was soon detected ; and she did not afterward fly af the 
ound of the bell, unless the workmen also retired. If this incident 
e true, (and there is nothing improbable in it,) reasoning, and that 
30 of no obtuse character, is as legibly stamped upon this conduct, 
s if the brain had been uncovered, and we had seen, were it pos- 
ible, with our own eyes its secret work. 

Let us proceed with this inquiry to another point It is a well- 
stablished principle of philosophy, that all pain and pleasure are 
a the mind, including of course the emotions and passions. We 
:now that animals experience not only physical pleasures and pains, 
•at passions both pleasant and painful; as attachment, courage, 
idelity; anger, cowardice, and jealousy. Their manifestation of 
iiese pleasant and painful feelings is analogous to the manifesta- 
ion of the same feelings by the human species ; and it proves that 
liey are endowed with a principle corresponding to mind, which wo 
lave seen is susceptible, like mind, of such feelings. 

Some of the endowments of animals are delicate, even beyond 
ur comprehension. The bee, for instance, is never caught in a 
hower; but by what agencies it arrives at the knowledge of an 
pproaching storm, we are unable to determine ; and therefore we 
all it pure instinct, leaving the subject as blind as we found it 
The solution, however, of this question, will probably be found in 
he superior acuteness of its senses. We are generally sensible 
urselves of a coming rain, by a change in the atmosphere ; then, 
n the supposition that the bee has the sense of touch to a very 
elicate degree, the apparent enigma will be unravelled. We know 
Iso that our own senses convey to us imperfect knowledge, and 
hiat our minds serve to correct and supply their deficiencies : on the 
ther hand, animals having reasoning powers of an inferior degree, 
. superior delicacy of the senses supplies to some extent the difler- 
nce. They undoubtedly possess a knowledge of lesser things 
•eyond the utmost reach of human intellect; while man possesses 
nowledge of a higher character, and as far above their comprehen- 
ion ; leaving degrees of intelligence above us, and below them, 
qually remote from each ; for there are yet as many subjects of 
nowledge in the infinitely small as in the infinitely great Nature 
stains her perfection, whether we descend to the atom or ascend 
> the universe ; and the analogies of nature go to prove that the 
nimalcule whose dimensions are below the power of the micro- 
cope, has as perfect an organization, and lives as completely, as 
lan. 

Animals seem to be as amply endowed with capacities by the 
Creator, for their sphere of existence, as man appears to be for his ; 
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and the Deity as evidently designed their happiness, as man's. He 
has framed them after the same great outline, and with no greater 
diflerence in this respect than is consistent with difierence of species. 
He has endued them with senses, and a principle to take knowledge 
of the impressions they were designed to convey; and He has 
placed the means of happiness within their reach, as well as given 
the power to reach them. This much is self-evident As to the 
proof that the principle commonly known as instinct manifests 
memory and reason, the arguments employed may be obsciue ; hut 
the facts themselves, on reflection, carry conviction to the mind- 
To account for these manifestations on any other hypothesis, would 
be impossible ; and to draw any other inference from the facts would 
be equally impossible ; and to pronounce all these phenomena the 
workings of instinct, a name without a tangible meaning ; a desig- 
nation that prohibits inquiry, because it pretends to furnish an expla- 
nation of itself; would be to rest for ever in profound ignorance of 
the whole subject, when truth might be reached by investigation. 

All the intellectual manifestations of mind are treated under four 
general divisions. One of them is memory ; and all we know of it 
is, simply that there is a principle within us that remembers. Ani- 
mals hkewise have a principle that remembers. If then this prin- 
ciple is a unit in man, and (by parity of reason) in animals, why 
does not the proof of this one quality carry the whole subject ? Can 
it be asserted that any other principle remembers than the one that 
reasons ? Can any distinction be taken between the dog*s remem- 
brance of his master on his return, and the remembrance of the 
wife ? One is as absolute as the other. It is no matter how feeble 
the endowments of a man may be, he still possesses mind; its 
memory may be weak, and its reasoning power be confined to the 
most simple processes ; but yet the principle is within him, and as 
no radical distinction can be made between the memory of the fee- 
ble and the powerful intellect, so none can be made between the 
memory of an animal and of a man. 

That principle which remembers, abstracts, imagines, and reasons, 
is Mind. 

The principle called Instinct remembers, abstracts, imagines, and 
reasons. Therefore, this principle is Mind. 

The general deduction follows, that the sarile thinking intellec- 
tual principle pervades all animated existences; created by the 
Deity, and bestowed in such measures upon the different species 
as appeared in His wisdom requisite for the destiny and happiness 
of each ; thus establishing a scale from man to the lowest orders of 
animalculfB ; and the successive steps downward from the^man of 
the highest intellectual range to the man of the lowest, are no far- 
ther than from the latter to the most intelligent animal ; and from 
him successively to the lowest in the scale of intelligence. All 
endued with that wonderful principle, which in man, rising above 
the oflice of providinsj for physical wants, expends its powers on the 
highest subjects of knowledge, though the liual cause of this know- 
ledge is the benefit of himself or his species, while in animals, being 
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more limited in its range, but perhaps more delicate in some of its 
powers, it may be employed, for aught we know, on important sub- 
jects of knowledge, tending to promote their own happiness, of a 
character so minute and intricate as to be beyond the utmost appre- 
ciation of the human mind ; but yet as essential to their welfare as 
the most common principles of philosophy are essential to ours. 

There is nothing unnatural in this theory ; so far from it, it appears 
to be suggested by nature itself We all have a living existence, 
and that existence to sustain and enjoy. The history of animals 
and men exhibits so many characteristics in common, and those more 
powerful characteristics which we have discovered only in men, 
merely serving to establish endowments stronger in degree, without 
warranting a fundamental distinction, a scale of intelligence from 
man to the most mferior animal, appears to result as naturally as a 
scale of intelligence among men, founded on their different charac- 
teristics. It may be said, perhaps, that some of these facts and 
arguments can be employed as well to prove a moral as an intellec- 
tual nature. Admitting this for a moment, it is by no means certain 
that they have not to some extent a moral sense; although our 
inquiry has no reference to this branch of the subject. Their 
endowments, like those of the tribes of Africa, neither improve nor 
degenerate materially ; and who is prepared to say that a Gk)th or a 
Hun exhibited a nicer sense of right and wrong than a tiger or an 
elephant does ? We know nothing concerning their secret relations. 
The order and harmony of the bee -hive, the ant-hill, the families of 
beavers, and flocks of birds ; the apparent recognition by some ani- 
mals of the right of property; will perhaps eve? remain an enigma. 
Animals, on the other hand, of the same species, oppress each other 
no more than man does his fellow-man ; and those of different spe- 
cies cannot act with greater ferocity toward each other, than they 
can find an example for in human conduct. W'e tread upon them 
without concern, and hunt them down for mere amusement. We 
prepare them for slaughter with a degree of indifl[erence to their 
suflferings and death that is shocking in the last extreme. Let us 
not boast too much of our moral qualities, although the Deity did 
design that we should subsist in part upon flesh ; although we have 
the marks of this design upon us, the same as the bear and the 
wolf, and have the sanction of the Scriptures ; for although the 
final cause of this is wise, it is no excuse for cruelty ; and probably 
an enlightened moral sense would teach us to abstain entirely from 
animal food, if we can live without it. We can no more say that 
animals were made for our convenience exclusively, than that the 
hare was made for the lion, or that the Deity would wish man 
should uproot every other species, than that the tiger should. The 
simple truth is, we are all alike creatures of the Deity, and subjects 
of His will. He designed all existence ; He bestowed it ; and His 
beneficent protection is extended alike over all His works ; from 
man, the noblest of His creation, to the young ravens, whose cry He 
has admonished us He deigns to hear. A«iD4n.o*. 

October^ 1843. 
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BYZANTIUM. 

Roll on thou Bosphorus, in wrath or play, 
Housed by the 8torm, or gilded by the ray ; 
With thy blue billows to the boundless sea 
Roll on, like Time unto Eternity. 
Thy empire nought shall change ; upon thy breast 
Guilt hath no record, tyranny no rest ; 
Roll on : the rock-built city shall decay, 
IVIan sleep in death, and kingdoms {lass away, 
But thou, unbowed, slialt steal like music by, 
Or liA thy Titan strength, and dare the sky. 

Alas for proud Byzantium ! on her head 
The fire may smoulder and the ioe may tread, 
Yet with heroic look and lovely form 
She mocks the deep, unconscious of the storm ; 
Her footstool is the shore, which hears the moan 
Of dying waves ; the mountain is her throne ; 
Her princely minarets, whose spires on high 
Gleam with their crescents in the cloudless sky ; 
Her temples, bathed in all the pomp of day ; 
Her domes, that backward flasn the living ray ; 
Her cool kiosks, round which, from granite white, 
High sparkling fountains catch a rainbow light ; 
And the dark cypress, sombre and o ercast. 
Which hints cold sleep, the longest and the last ; 
Each scene around this haughty city throws 
A mingled charm of action and repose ; 
Each feature speaks of glory wrapt in gloom. 
The fea:st, the shroud, the palace, and the tomb. 



Yes, thou art fair ; but still my soul surveys 

A vision of delight, and still I gaze, 

Proud city, on the past ; when first the beam 

Slept on thy temples in its mid-day dream, 

Mcthinks tlie genius of thy father-land 

Raised his gray head and clenched his withered hand. 

Exulting, in a parent's pride, to see 

Old Rome, irithmu her gods^ revived in thee. 

Beautiful Queen ! unlike thy high compeers, 

Thou wast not cradled in the Lap of vears ; 

But, like celestial Pallas, hymned ot old, 

Thy sovereign form, inviolate and bold, 

S[)rung to the perfect zenith of its prime. 

And took no favor fjrom the hands of Time. 

There every glorious gift of every zone 

Was flung before thee on thy virgin throne : 

No breeze could bk>w but unto thee some slave, 

Some handmaid ship, came riding o'er the wave ; 

The costly treasures of thy marble isle. 

The spice of Ind, the riches of the Nile, 

The stores of earth, like streams that seek the sea, 

Poured out the tribute of their wealth for thee. 

Oh ! proud was thy dominion ; states and kings 

Stent 'neath the shadow of thine outstretched wings ; 

Ana to the moral eye, how more than fair 

Were thv peculiar charms, which boasted there 

No proud pantheon flaming in the sun, 

To claim for many ^rods that due to One ; 

No scene of tranquil grove and babbling stream. 

Of vain philosophy to boast and dream. 

Till Reason shows a maze without a clue, 

And Truth seems false, and Falsehood's self seems true. 
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Oh, no! upon thy temples, gladly bright, 

The truth revealed r»hed down it8 living light ; 

Thine wa^ no champion-badge of pagan suame, 

But that best gift, the Cross of Him who came 

To lift the guilty spirit from the sod, 

To point from ^ulii to heaven, from man to God. 

Alas ! that peace so gentle, hope so fair, 

Should wake but strife, should herald but despair ; 

Oh, thine, Byzantium, thine were bitter tears, 

A couch of fever and a throne of fears ; 

When pa.ssion drugged the bowl and cnrasped the steel, 

When murder followed in the track of zeal ; 

When that religion, bom to guide and bless, 

It»elf became perverse and merciless : 

While factions of the circus and the shrine, 

And lords like slaves and slaves like lords, were thine. 

What boots the well-known tale so oAen told ? 

The feuds that found them frantic leA them cold ; 

The crimes that made them wicked made them weak, 

And bloodless might the Arab spread, and wreak 

His wasting vengeance ; while the soldier slept 

The spoiler plundered and the province wept : 

Thus did thine empire sink in slow decay, 

Thus were its lordly branches lopt away ; 

And thou, exposed and stript, wast left mstead 

To bear the lightning on thy naked head. 

Yet wert thou noble still ; in vain, in vain 
The Vandal strove — he could not break his chain ; 
The bold Bulgarian cursed thee as he bled, 
The Persian trembled, and the pirate iled ; 
Twice did the baffled Arab onward press 
To drink thy tears of danger and distress ; 
Twice did tne fierj* Frank usurp thy halls. 
And twice the Grecian drove him from thy walls : 
And when at last up sprung thy Tartar foe. 
With fire and sword more dread than Dandolo, 
Vain was the task ; the triumph was not won 
Till fraud achieved what treason had begun ; 
Till blood made red thy ramparts and thy waves. 
And one man*s glory left ten thousand graves. 

But in that fierce distress, and at thy cry. 

Did none defend thee, and did none reply? 

No ! kings were deaf, and pontiffs, in their pride, 

Like Levites gazed, and litce them turned aside ; 

While infidels within Sophia's shrine 

Pro&ned the cup that held the sacred wine ; 

And, worse than the idolaters of old, 

Proclaimed that prophet chief, whose books unfold 

The deadliest faith tnat ever framed a spell 

To make of heaven an earth, of earth a hell. 

Yet stood there one erect in might and mind, 

Before him groaned Despair, and Death behind ; 

Oh thou last Cfesar, greater midst thy tears 

Than all thy laureled and renowned compeers, 

I see thee yet, I see thee kneeling where 

The patriarch lifts the cup and breathes the prayer ; 

Now in the tempest of the battle's strife, 

Where tnimpets drown the shrieks of parting life. 

Now with a thousand wounds upon thy breast 

I see thee pillow thy calm head in rest ; 

And, like a glory-circled martyr, claim 

The wings of death to speed thy soul from shame. 

But thou, lair city ! to the Turk bowed down, 

Didst lose the brightest jewels of thy crown : 
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They could not spoil thee of thy skies, thy sea. 

Thy mountain bells of strength and majesty ; 

But the bright cross, the volumes rescued long, 

Sunk 'nealh the feet of that barbarian throng ; 

While rose the gorgeous Haram in its sin, 

So fair without, so deadly foul within : 

That sepulchre in all except repose, 

Where woman strikes the lute and plucks the rose, 

Strives to be gay but feels, despite the will, 

The heart, the heart is true to nature still. 

Yet, for a season, did the Moslem's hand 

Win for thy state an aspect of command ; 

Let Syria, JEgvpt tell, let Persia's shame, 

Let haughty tiarbarossa's deathless name, 

Let Budti speak, let Rhodes, whose knighted brave 

Were weak to serve her, impotent to save : 

Zeal in the rear and valor in the van 

Spread far the fiats of thy sage divan, 

T\\\ stretched the sceptre of thy sway, awhile 

Victorious, from the Dnieper to the Nile. 

Brief, transitory glory, foul the day. 

Foul thy dishonor, when in Corinth's bay, 

'Neath the rich sun triumphant Venice spread 

Her lion banner as the Moslem fled ; 

When proud Vienna*s sallving troops were seen, 

When Zeuta's laurels decked the brave Eugene ; 

When the great shepherd led the Persian van. 

And Cyrus lived again in Kouli Khan ; 

And last and worst, when Freedom spumed the yoke, 

And tyrants trembled as the Greek awoke ! 

Now joy to Greece ! the genius of her clime 
Shall cast its gauntlet at tne tyrant Time. 
And wake again the vajor ana the fire 
Which rears the trophy or attunes the lyre. 
Oh known how early, and beloved how long, 
The sea-girt shrines of battle and of song. 
The clustering isles that by the Ocean prest, 
In sunshine slumber on his dark blue breast : 
Land of the brave, athwart whose ghastly night 
Streams the bright dawn, red harbinger of light, 
May GIor>' now efiTace each blot of shame, 
May Fre^om's torch yet light the path to fame ; 
May Christian truth in this, thy second birth, 
Add strength to empire, give to wisdom worth. 
And with the rich-fraught hopes of coming years 
Inspire thy triumphs while it dries thy tears ! 

Yes, joy to Greece ! but even a brighter star 
On Hope^s horizon sheds its h'ght a&r : 
Oh Stamboul ! thou who once didst clasp the sign, 
What if again Sophia's holy shrine 
« Should, deaf to creeds of sensual joy and strife. 

Reecho to the words whose giCi is life ; 
If down those isles the billowy music's swell 
Should pour the song oC Judan, and should tell 
Of sinners met in penitence to kneel, 
And bless the comfort they have learned to feel ; 
Then though thy fortune or thy fame decline. 
Then oh ! now more than victory were thine ! 

Ah ! dear Religion, bom of Hm who smiled 
And prayed for pardon when the Jew reviled, 
No rose-bound Houris with a song of glee 
Strew the rich couch, no tyrant strikes for thee ; 
Thy holier altar feeds its silent fire 
With k>ye, not bate — with reason, not desire ; 
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Welcome in weal or woe, ihy sovereign might 
Can temper sorrow or enrich delight ; 
Prepared to gild with hope our darkest hours, 
Or crown the brimming cup of joy with flowers ; 
Thine is the peace-branch, thine the pure command 
Which joins mankind like brothers hand in hand ; 
And oh ! H is thine to purge each worldly stain, 
Wrench the loose links which bind this mortal chain, 
Whisper of realms uutravelled, paths untrod, 
And lead, like Jacob's ladder, up to God ! 



William C. S. ExJk.iii. 



NEMAH AND NUMAN. 
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In the time of the Sovereigns of the Beni Ommieh, there resided 
in the city of Cufah a very wealthy merchant named Rebi bin 
Jabir; a man possessed of great good feelings and kindness of 
disposition. This merchant had a son of equally good qualities, in 
wjiom, as the close of his life drew near, all his hopes became cen- 
tered. He named this his only child Numan ; paid great attention 
to his education ; taught him to read and write ; and, in fine, 
instructed him in all the accompHshments of that period. 

Rebi bin Jabir purchased a young white female slave, of angelic 
beauty, named Nemah binti Tevfik, whom he had elevated in a 
manner which should render her worthy to become his son's com- 
panion. This Riski Hoor, or object of the jealousy of the Houries 
of Paradise, was a sweet, tender maiden, such as the eye of the 
world had never seen, nor of whom the ear of the son of Adam 
ever heard. They grew up and were instructed together ; and ere 
they had reached the age of puberty, these two young creatures, 
like the sun and moon for pure brilliancy and light, were unique for 
their knowledge and accomplishments ; particularly the talent of 
music and song. In the garden of Beauty they were like two 
cypresses. 

Their wealthy parent had erected for them a dwelling like those 
of the garden of Paradise, which he had beautifully painted and 
furnished, and where his son and the cypress-formed Nemah were 
wont to spend their evenings in pleasure and enjoymeftt. One 
night when he was disposed to make merry with his mistress, 
Nemah took an Oad, or Lute in her hand, and with a countenance 
blooming with youthful freshness and innocent modesty, sang a 
harmonious air. 

While thus engaged, by chance, the governor of the city of 
Cufah, the cause of much sorrow, Hedjadj ez Zalim, or The Cruel, 
passed beneath their dwelling, and hearing the melodious sound of 
Nemah's voice, involuntarily sighed ; and after listening for some- 
time, turned to his attendants and praised the talent of the singer. 
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* If/ said he, * this slave's face and form are equal to the delicacy of 
her voice, I will give any price for her — for a jewel of such great 
value, (jo, learn to whom she belongs ; for I desire to send her as 
a present to the caliph/ So, calling the chief officer of his pohce, 
he confided the afiair to that master of intrigue, recommending him 
to be dihgent and expeditious. 

This man, early on the following morning, called to his aid a 
cunning old woman, and said to her : * Help, oh I mother of praise- 
worthy conduct I Hedjadj ez Zalim has need of your services. 
You must inform me to whom a girl in such a dwelling belongs ; 
how I shall be able to get possession of her ; and what arrange- 
ments I must make to bring it about/ 

The infamous old woman replied : * On my head and eyes be it, 
if the object of your desires be among the Pleiads, on the surface, 
or under the earth, be it my duty to find her I So consider her as 
already in your possession.' 

The officer conducted the old wretch to Hedjadj the Cruel, and 
on introducing her, Hedjadj said : ' Go to the house of Numan, son 
of Rebich, and if you find that his slave is worthy of presentation 
to the caliph, obtain her in whatever manner you may like best, 
only render yourself worthy of my generosity/ 

Now the old woman attired herself in the dress of a sofee, or 
rehgious devotee, of an hundred years old ; and taking an ebony 
rod in her hand, wrapped a shawl around her head, and, bent almost 
double, set out on her way, crying out aloud as she passed along : 

* There is no God but Allah I oh I these inattentive people ! ' 
Deceived by her appearance, the simple-minded who met her on 
the way, embraced her hands and feet, and implored her blessing 
and prayers. 

At noon, precisely, she reached Numan's dwelling; and on 
wishing to pass its gate was prevented by the door-keepers. The 
old hypocrite said to them : * I am a servant of Gon, who, having 
deserted the world, have no other desire than to acquire knowledge, 
and offijr up prayers of devotion ; why do you prevent my passage ?' 

While they were yet engaged discussing her entrance, a servant 
from within made his appearance, and the old woman, addressing 
him, said : ' Wherever I bend my steps they bring good fortune ; and, 
as every one profits by my prayers, these door-keepers are very 
foolish to prevent my entrance.' 

The simple-minded servant directed the door-keepers not to pre- 
vent her; and taking the old wretch by the hand, led her to 
Nemah, and asked her blessing. Nemah also was soon deceived 
by her appearance, and beside offisring her every mark of respect, 
invited her to be seated by her side. 

Scarcely were they seated, when she exclaimed : * Let prayer- 
time be not forgotten ; show me a retired spot where I may offer 
my devotions.' Nemah, like a waving cypress, hastened to serve 
her; spread her a carpet with her own hands, and ordered her 
attendants not to disturb her. The old hypocrite prolonged her 
prayers froril noon to akendee, (three o'clock,) and the three o'clock 
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prayer to that of night- fall, without ever rising from her carpet ; and 
by her false piety gained not only Nemah's heart, but those of all 
her maidens ; so that they all knelt around her feet, and besought 
her blessing. Every night she would tell Nemah's maidens stories 
about pious people, and of the efficacy of their prayers. 

Early one morning she arose, and asked permission to depart; 
and when Numah inquired where she purposed going, she replied, 
that it was her desire to visit some holy persons who resided in that 
neighborhood. In fine, she so praised them, that Nemah begged 
her not to refuse her the privilege of accompanying her, to beg also 
the blessing of the good people. The old woman answered : * If 
the recompense of your visit is written on your brow (predes- 
tined), it will be easy to obtain. Inshallah ! if God wills, we will 
obtain the object of your desires.' 

The unfortunate girl put faith in her words ; and after adjusting 
her dress, they set out on their way. Soon they reached a door- 
way, that of the palace of Hedjadj ez Zalim, which they entered ; 
and putting Nemah in a vestibule, * Stay here,' said she, * while I go 
to see if the holy man is alone.' So going into the palace, she 
hastened to give Hedjadj news of her success; and then the 
accursed creature departed by another door. Hedjadj soon came to 
the vestibule, and for the first time beholding the beautiful creature, 
saw a fair maiden resplendent as the moon in her fourteenth night, 
and illuminating the whole universe with her splendor : 

A maiden unequalled for beauty. 

The MTorld a slave to her ringlet. 

A fresh rose from the garden of fidelity, 

And a thousand Philomels are her lovers. 

Forthwith he ordered one of his officers to take a sufficient number 
of men for a guard, and convey the maiden to the residence of the 
caliph. The officer immediately got ready a litter, and compelling 
the wretched maiden to enter it, set out for Damascus. Poor 
Nemah now knew something of the cruel misfortune to which she 
had become a prey; her suffering and wounded heart (liver) 
became roasted, and her eyes wept tears of blood, on being thus 
separated from her lover, country, and home. 

In thirty or forty days, they reached Damascus, and entering the 
palace of the caliph, the officer delivered the letter and maiden from 
Hedjadj, governor of Cufah. When Abdul Malek (the reigning 
caliph) saw the lovely, heart-ravishing maiden, he acknowledged 
her to be a perfect beauty, whom the painter of creation had drawn 
on the page of existence ; such as the eye of observation had never 
seen, nor of which the ear of the imagination had never heard : 

Well made, graceful, delicate, and fresh. 
Every memlier full of grace and splendor. 
Her lips more translucent than limpid water. 
The stars envious of her pearly teeth : 
Her moles are most beauteous to the eye ; 
Rose-buds open when she smiles, and 
Jewels are scattered when she speaks. 
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Involuntarily the caliph became lost in love with the beautiful 
creature ; passion reached even the centre of his heart ; and the 
thread of power over himself escaped from his hands. Calling his 
chief eunuch, he ordered him to prepare apartments for her worthy 
of her beauty ; to treat her with kindness, and to be attentive to all 
her wants. 

The caliph Abdul Malek had a sister named Abbassah, a lady of 
very superior beauty, whom, in his mirth, he addressed, saying : 
* Hedjadj has done us a service, which, had he sent me news that 
he had conquered a province for me, would not have given me 
greater pleasure. His present is truly worthy of my acceptance.* 
Abbassah answered her brother : * May you pleasure be everlast- 
ing I Pray what kind of a present has he sent you ? * The caliph 
handed her Hedjadj 's letter, wherein she learned that he had pur- 
chased for twelve thousand pieces of gold a maiden of exquisite 
beauty, and offered her for her brother's acceptance. Abbassah 
asked permission to go and see the maiden, and gain her good-will 
and friendship ; and, on beholding Nemah> she exclaimed that she 
was indeed an angel in a human form : 

With so much beauty , are you a moon from the skies, 

A new species of unknown humanity ? 

Truly, you merit the gift of hearts. 

One look alone at your fair face 

Is worth twelve thousand pieces of gold ; 

And oh ! how great is my orother's good foriane ! 

Now Abbassah's beauty was celebrated all over Syria, but when 
she became companion to the mirror of Nemah's beauty, the moon 
appeared eclipsed. This lady of ladies inquired for her health, and 
complimented her on this great good fortune, which had brought her 
to be the companion of so grand a sovereign as her brother. But 
poor Nemah only returned her kindness with a sigh, and addressing 
her, asked : 

* Oh, fair of front I whose sweet words touch my heart, and whose 
ringlets adorn an angel's face, pray tell me, your hand-maiden, who 
sold me, for whom I was taken, to whom does this mansion belong, 
and what is the cause of my affliction ? ' 

Abbassah was greatly astonished at these inquiries, and asked 
what they meant. * Do you not know who sold you ? — that it was 
Hedjadj ez Zalim, governor of Cufah, who bought you for twelve 
thousand pieces of gold, and presented you to the caliph? — that 
this is the palace of the caliph ? — and that I am his sister ? ' 

When poor Nemah heard this, she burst into tears, and wept so 
profusely as to wound the soul and liver of Abbassah : 

The fountain of her tears overflowed ; 
Her liver was like unto tulips, 
And her tears fell like mommg dew. 

Abbassah now perceived there must be some secret connected with 
Nemah ; so, after endeavoring to console her, she arose and went to 
the caliph, and addressed him, saying : 

* Oh ! Emir of the Faithful I give the newly-arrived maiden a 
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few days* repose, and allow her time to become acquainted with her 
new home and companions. She is unhappy, and requires to be left 
to herself awhile.* 

The sensible heart of the caliph was touched by the words of his 
sister, and he requested her to have a physician sought for, and 
consulted on the maiden's health. To this Abbassah replied : ' On 
my head and eyes be it ; * and while she searches for a physician, 
let us return to the unhappy Numan. 

Now when Numan had the misfortune to be separated from his 
mistress, and his beloved companion no more returned to his dwell- 
ing, his heart burnt and his eyes wept, and he bewailed her 
absence. His father also was much aggrieved at the loss of his 
son's idol. Soon the rose- cheeks of poor Numan faded like autumn 
leaves, and the alarmed parent sought advice of a physician. If 
divine wisdom guides the humble servant, the desire of the afflicted 
will be effected, and the object of his hopes be attained. 

While the afflicted father, Rebi bin Jaber, was seated in his 
dwelling, overwhelmed with sorrow, suddenly a voice reached his 
ear, saying : 

' Let him who needs an expert physician, and an able astrologer, 
one versed in the science of geomancy and the other hidden knowl- 
edges, appear.* 

This was a man who, according to the custom of the country, 
proclaimed his calling in the pubUc way. Rebi at once ordered his 
servants to bring the man in, and after showing him every atten- 
tion, he requested of him a remedy for his son. When the learned 
man had felt Numan*s pulse, he knew that no remedy was needed, 
and informed the parent that his son had not one atom of disease; 
but, added he, * I perceive he is feverish from the passion of Love.* 

Rebi now related to him the whole circumstance of his son's 
affliction, adding : * Tell me, is his mistress dead or alive ? — on this 
earth, or in heaven? — what is her condition? — to whose border 
has she become a prisoner ? — and is there any means of freeing 
her?* 

Now the physician was a perfect master of the science of geo- 
mancy; so taking his sand in his hand, he scattered and divided it; 
then observed its meaning ; twice bent his head, and finally was 
confident that Nemah was in Damascus. * Good news I * exclaimed 
the old man to Rebi ; * the end of this trial is lucky, though indeed 
the sand turns heavily. After your maiden left you, she did not 
pass the night in the city.* 

* Since you know that she is in Damascus, pray,* said Rebi, 
' throw the sand once more, so that we may know in whose house 
she is, and who holds her in confinement* 

The physician did as he was requested, threw another and yet 
another time his sand ; and on examining it, added, smiling : * Good 
news ! good news to you I your maiden has been sent by the gover- 
nor of this country to Damascus, where she now is in the palace of 
the cahph. With God*s permission we will yet unloose this knot' 

Rebi, now greatly rejoiced, gave the physician large and costly 
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presents ; and, in case of success, promised him all he possessed in 
the world. * Provide what is necessary for the voyage/ replied the 
physician, * and let us set out direct for Damascus, where we will 
see what God will show us.' 

Soon the essentials were got ready, and they departed ; and in 
the course of a few days reached that city, where in its very centre 
they opened a shop, stocking it with liquids and drugs in Keshan 
vases. For some days they treated all who visited Uiem for their 
complaints, and so successfully cured them, that their name soon 
became celebrated throughout the whole city. Poor Numan, in the 
hope of finding a remedy for his grief, sat all day long, opposite the 
physician, quiet and submissive as a burning night-candle. 

At length a female slave in the caliph's palace having heard of the 
cures performed by the physician, informed Abbassah that a person 
had arrived at Damascus from Irak, who had remedies for all man- 
ner of diseases. The caliph's sister was overjoyed at this news. 
* Let us send and represent to this physician poor Nemah's condi- 
tion ; perhaps he may benefit her also.' So one of the slaves of the 
Harem, named Kahermaneh, was sent to his shop, and addressing 
the physician, said : ' I am a servant of the Harem of the caUph, 
and have come to inform you that liis favorite maiden is ill ; if you 
are so fortunate as to find a remedy for her, great will be your 
recompense.' After questioning Kahermaneh, he remarked, that the 
maiden had no natural disease ; * tell me,' added he, ' her name.' 

* Strange ! ' replied Kahermaneh, * do you treat the sick, or pur- 
chase slaves, that you ask her name ? * 

* Pardon me,' he answered ; * I asked the sick person's name so 
as to count the letters which compose it, then write some appropri- 
ate holy names on her star, and see what kind of remedies are 
necessary.' 

On hearing this, the slave exclaimed: *May God bless you; 
your talent has been proven on every science ; * and so gave him 
the name of Nemah, adding, that her father was called Tevfik ; at 
which he said ' God's Tevfik (assistance) will aid us.' 

When poor Numan heard the name of the object of all his 
desires, bloody tears fell from his eyes, and he uttered an * Ah I ' full 
of plaintive sorrow. The physician told him in his own language, 

(^U (^L^ ijJ^ ^^ J ' Divulge not, but be silent ; rise, and hand 

me that vase of medicine ;' which Numan obeying, he wrapped up in 
paper a piece of majuu (electuary), and pouring a liquid from another 
vase into a bottle, told him to tic up its mouth with paper, and in 
his own usual style, to write on it that the patient should every 
morning mix some of the liquid with water and drink it This 
Numan having done, he delivered the medicines to Kahermaneh. 

Now when Nemah saw the hand-writing of her lover, she invol- 
untarily sprang from her seat, and hastily mixing some of the liquid, 
as directed, drank it oft', and said to Kahermaneh, * Your goodness 
has been recompensed ; my heart finds great relief from this medi- 
cine ; and if my complaint can be cured, it will be by this. What 
kind of a man is this physician ? ' 
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* He is from Cufah,' was the reply ; * is a man of extraordinary 
talents, and acquainted with every kind of science. He has in his 
employ/ added Kahermaneh, * a youth of great beauty and gentle- 
ness;* and as she described his person and dress Nemah's eyes 
filled with tears, for she understood it was Numan. 

While they were engaged in conversation, the caliph came to 
pay his maiden a visit, and Kahermaneh said to him : * Oh ! Prince 
of the Faithful ! an expert physician has visited our city, from whom 
I obtained medicines which have proven most beneficial to Nemah.' 
On learning this the caliph was greatly rejoiced, and putting five 
hundred pieces of silver in a purse gave it to the maiden, bidding 
her send a portion of it to the physician who had benefited her. 
* His labor is not lost,* added he ; ' let him be diligent and attentive/ 
Nemah took four hundred of the pieces and gave them to Kaher- 
maneh, and then putting the remainder into a purse, with a scrap of 
paper on which she had written with her own hand : * This from 
Nemah, who is separated from her beloved friend, her country, and 
home ; * then sealing it, she gave the purse to Kahermaneh, who 
carried it to the physician, saying : * Thanks and blessings to you, 
for your remedies have proven very beneficial to our sick one, who 
has regained her color and strength, and her heart is rejoiced/ 

The physician handed the purse over to Numan, who on behold- 
ing the hand-writing of his mistress, his senses left him, and his 
cypress form like a shadow strowed the ground. The physician 
threw rose-scented water in his face, and as his senses slowly 
returned, tears fell from his eyes. Kahermaneh seeing this, her 
liver burned within her ; she also wept, and in sympathizing grief, 
addressed Numan thus : * Unhappy youth, may they never smile 
who make you weep ; pray tell me the cause of your grief* 

Oh ! joy of the heart, and light of the eyes ! 
Perec's envv, and Hoore's jealousy : 
On the mind of your breast is the dutt of grief, 
And yours must be no common sorrow. 

Numan replied : * You are more piteous and tender even than my 
parents. I am that unhappy youth whose companion Hedjadj ez 
Zalim, governor of Cufah, by means of a deceitful old woman 
enticed out on a visit, and sent off as a present to the caliph. This 
is the grief which has separated me from my home and country, and 
sent me forth an exile in affliction.* 

* Ah I * replied Kahermaneh ; * and that beautiful creature is 
afflicted wholly from being separated from you/ 

Now the physician offered the purse to Kahermaneh, saying : 
' I have no need of money ; I beg you, for the sake of my gray 
head, be kind to our cause ; keep our secret, and if you do us a 
favor, until death we will not forget you in our prayers.* In fine, 
Kahermaneh promised to peril even her soul in their service, and to 
bring the lovers together. 

So, taking with her some more medicines, similarly put up and 
labelled, this kind woman returned to the palace of the caliph, and 
opening the conversation with Nemah, found that she verified all 
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Numan had told her. * Do you desire to see him again ? * asked 
she. Nemah replied : ' Can you ask the sick body if it wants 
health, or the dying man if he wishes for life ? If I can but see 
his beautiful face once more with mortal eyes, I would then wil- 
lingly expire.* 

Kahermaneh said : * Then give me a spare suit of female clothes*/ 
which having received, she proceeded forthwith to the physician's 
shop, and on putting the question to Numan whether he desired to 
see Nemah again, he answered, * Yes, even if I but look and die : ' 

To the ardent lover no deception is wrong ; 
Whatever the heart speaks mu«t be true. 
Boundless are the ardent impulses of love : 
To die is a small sacrifice for one's beloved. 

* Hasten, then,' said the good woman, * put on that female dress, and 
let us set out ; but the All-Just alone can fulfil your wishes.' They 
now took leave of the physician, and praying as they went, reached 
the entrance of the palace, where a eunuch asked who was Kaher- 
maneh's companion ? The reply was, that she was the sister of the 
cahph's favorite. When they had reached the inner gate of the 
Harem, Kahermaneh said : * I cannot pass beyond this, but will wait 
for you here. This passage leads by ten apartments; follow it, 
counting as you go, and remember that the ninth is Nemah's, while 
the tenth is that of the caliph's sister. Make no mistake, and afler 
seeing your mistress, return to this spot* 

Numan did as he was directed ; passing on, and counting the 
apartments as he went ; but from timidity and fear he miscounted, 
and entered the apartment of the caliph's sister, Abbassah, which was 
furnished with a throne-like sofa, and its walls covered with silk 
and brocade. It was empty, but poor Numan, half dead with fear, 
in momentary expectation of seeing his mistress enter, threw him- 
self on the sofa. 

Presently a stately and noble person, like the world-adomiDg 
PhoBbus, entered the apartment, who to her great surprise beheld a 
woman seated on her sofa, who from fear did not rise up to respect 
her. Abbassah, for it was her, exclaimed, * What foohsh woman 
are you, who without my permission dare to enter thus my apart- 
ment?' But suddenly, acting according to her Hashemite gen- 
erosity of chamcter, she added, in a milder tone : * Who are you ? 
Come, fear not, but tell me your story.' 

Poor Numan, speechless with fright, could only throw himself 
at Abbassah's feet, and humbly rub his face and eyes upon them. 
The noble-hearted woman was touched with pity, and said : * Be 
not afflicted ; you are in a place of safety.' Then exposing his 
face, she perceived he was a man ; and kindly added : * Unhappy 
man, what secret cause has reduced you to adopt this disguise ! 
what misfortune has befallen you ? Speak, and tell me the tnith, 

for •v-jJf ^i SLfiJt * safety is in sincerity.' Numan, with tears in 

his eyes, related all his story to Abbassah ; and it so touched the 
heart of the noble princess that she also wept, until her tears fell 
down on her angelic bosom, and she exclaimed : ' Oh ! Numan, be 
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no longer afflicted, for you are safe.' Clapping her hands until her 
maidens came in, * Prepare,* said she, * a seat for me, and then, 
giving my salams to sweet Nemah, invite her to come to see me.* 

Abbassah directed her maidens to make place ; and so soon as 
Nemah had made her appearance, she saw Numan, and these two 
faithful lovers rushing into each other's arms, fell senseless on the 
floor. She threw rose-scented water in their faces, and when they 
had regained their senses, they, offering prayers and thanks for her 
benevolence, threw themselves at her feet. Immediately joy was 
on every countenance, and the maidens attendant upon Abbassah 
were greatly rejoiced for their companion's sake. Each drank three 
goblets of wine, and each taking their appropriate instrument, 
played a lively air, accompanying it with their voices. Even Nemah, 
forgetful of her past sorrows, took a lute in her hand and played 
an air appropriate to the occasion of her reiinion with her lover. 

In the midst of this display of delight, lo ! the caliph came unex- 
pectedly to see his sister ; and on hearing the sound of music and 
song, approached her door in light step, saying, * Barik Allah I God 
be blessed I what sweet sounds are these ? * So soon as Abbassah 
became aware of his approach, she threw a shawl over Numan, 
and advancing to receive the caliph, prepared a seat for him. 
Turning to his sister, * Pray,* said he, * whatever your conversation 
may have been, continue it, and let us be a partaker of your mirth.* 
Abbassah forthwith handed him also three cups full of ruby liquid, 
which he drank ; and after it had exhilsurated him, she addressed 
him as follows : 

* Oh I Emir of the Faithful I know that once in past times there 
was an aged man who had a heart-binding son, brought up with 
great delicateness and care, for whom he had purchased a maiden, 
who for beauty and accomplishments was the admiration of the 
world. These two young persons were educated and grew up 
together, and loved each other with the strongest affection. Now 
it happened that one evening when this lover and his mistress were 
amusing themselves in their own dwelling, the governor of that city, 
an unjust and tyrannical man, passed under their house and heard 
the sweet voice of the maiden. So, on the day following, he, by 
means of a vile woman, deceives the maiden, gets her in his 
power, and sends her as a present to the sovereign of the age. The 
youthful lover becomes greatly distressed on being separated from 
his mistress, and devotes his life to find her. By one means or 
other he obtains admittance to the palace in which she is confined, 
and they meet In the midst of their rejoicings, and the mutual 
recital of the sufferings which they had experienced during their 
separation, lo I the sovereign of the country suddenly enters the 
apartment, and without a moment's delay, or making a single 
inquiry, draws his sword and puts them to death on the spot. This 
is all one can expect of an ignorant sovereign, who never inquires 
into the merits of an affair. But what do you think of it ? ' 

* Stupid ignorance ! * replied the caliph ; * the lovers were excusa- 
ble : he should have learned their story, aided the accomplishment 
of their desires, and prevented future injustice.' 
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Abbassah exclaimed : * Oh ! Prince of the Faithful ! generosity 
and benevolence is an inheritance of the tribe of Koraish:* tell me, 
by the souls of your noble forefathers, did such an act, or such a 
circumstance occur during your reign, and in your own empire, what 
would you do ? * 

* I swear that when I was convinced that their condition was as 
you describe,' replied the caliph, * I would bestow my favor upon 
them, and the deceitful governor, whose duty it was to protect true 
Mussulmans, I would punish for evil administration/ 

Abbassah now thanked her brother, kissed his hand, and as she 
exclaimed, * May your protecting shadow never pass over the heads 
of the innocent without rendering them justice ! ' drew the shawl 
from off Numan, and said : * Behold, oh. Prince I the subject of my 
tale. This is the unfortunate youth, and this the unhappy maiden, 
who so cruelly was separated from her lover I Hedjadj ez Zalem 
treated them as I have related ; and is it proper that he should 
endeavor to cause you, noble prince I to commit sin and injustice? 
Power to do good is in your own princely hands ; do whatever you 
may deem best.' 

While Abbassah was yet speaking, the two lovers threw them- 
selves at the caliph's feet; and when she had finished, Abdul 
Malek, with the generosity and justice which distinguished his 
reign, raised them up, and taking Nemah by the hand gave her to 
Numan, dressed him in a robe of honor, and placed him in the 
highest ranks of his officers. Soon after he dismissed Hedjadj 
from his office, and appointed the prince in his place. To Kaher- 
maneh he gave one thousand dinars: the sorrow which she had 
once felt for the lovers was turned to joy ; and under the shadow of 
the caliph's favor she never knew adversity. As to Hedjadj the 
Cruel, the loss of his office rendered him misemble, and he ever 
after lived in poverty. j p, g. 



SONNET 

TO L. AND M. D., THB BUDS OV TIIS SARANAC 

An aDjBrel breathed upon a budding flower, 

And on that breath the bud went up to lieaven, 
Yet left a fras^rance in the little l>ower, 

To which iu first warm blushes had been given ; 
And, by that fragrance nursed, another grew, 

And so they both had being in the last. 
And on this one distilled Heaven's choicest dew, 

And rays of glorious light were on it cast, 
Until the floweret claimed a higher birth, 

And would not open on a scene so drear. 
For it was more of paradise than earth, 

And strains from thence came ever floating near ; 
And so it passed, and long ere noontide's hour, 
The bud of earth had oped, a heaven-bom flower. 



* Tbs tribe firom which Mohammxd desceoded. 
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WINTER. 

Stern tyrant of the year ! 
The circliDic hours bring thine ascendant day, 
And hill anil plain, sky. sea, and stream obey 

Thy rule austere. 

The conqueror's march is thine ; 
Each step thou mark'st with trophies of decay. 
And with the fair earth's ruins thy proud way 

Dost thickly line. 

Deathful thy scowl of gloom ; 
And the sofl green from tree and shrub doth pass. 
And summer's delicate flowers and twinkling grass 

Are spoiled of bloom. 

Beneath thy chilling breath 
The sweet- voiced brooks, that bounded on their way 
Glecsome and frisk, as children at their play, 

Lie stiif in death. 

Thou spcak'st, and the blithe hum 
Of insect life, the choral measures sung 
By tuneful birds the greenwood boughs among, 

Are stricken dumb. 

Earth's sceptre thou dost bear ; 
And the white badge of servitude to thee 
Each crested mount, low valley, stream, and tree 

Submissive wear. 

Therefore, dread power! rejoice ; 
Bid the shrill winds pipe out thy triumph high. 
And ocean's glad, accordant waves reply 

With thunder-voice. 

Yet, deem not, potent One ! 
Though subject earth lie prostrate at thy feet, 
That, throned in universal empire's seat. 

Thou reign 'st alone. 

The nobler Spirit-world 
No trophies of thy prowess yields to thee ; 
No flaunting banner of thy sovereignty 

Is there unfurled. 

The gladsome stream of thought 
Glides fertilizmg on, untamed and free. 
And tracks its bright way toward Thought's central sea. 

Heeding thee nought 

The green growths of the soul 
Their fragrance breathe, despite thy stormy air, 
And not one delicate tint their blossoms wear 

Owns thy control. 

No winter blights and lours 
Where sojoumeth the faithful spirit clear. 
Fruitage and bloom for it the teeming year 

Conjointly showere. 
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Then hail, dread Poweri to thee ! 
Intently gazing in thy rug^ped face, 
E'en there, methinks, benignity I trace, 

True kindness sec. 

Thou bidst me turn within 
To what, untouched of time and change, doth live, 
That, which not outward things can ever give, 

Or from me win. 

One universal tomb 
May close on all earth's glorious, bright, and fair, 
But to itself still true, the Soul shall wear 



Unwithering bloom. 
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IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS. 
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Preliminary. — Sitting in the seat and looking on the scenes of 
youth ; calling back its feelings and thinking over its thoughts ; is, 
we may suppose, seldom pleasing to manhood. Fragments of plans ; 
wrong but captivating views of life ; dead hopes which once lived 
and bloomed ; vast schemes dwindled like dry leaves ; resolutions 
broken and re-broken ; all covered and lost sight of, under the stream 
of events that is perpetually flowing into the memory, will come 
up, bringing a smile and a pang ; and the youth of Twenty will 
stand in living colors before the man of Forty. 

Forty. Your face is full of joy, young man ; are you thinking 
of -me? 

Twenty. I am thinking of you, and therefore am I full of joy. 

Forty. I know nothing in me that should give you so much 
pleasure to contemplate. 

Twenty. Do you count, then, honor, wealth, benefactions, and 
th^ blessings of your country, as nothing ? Do I not see your head 
encircled with the garland of praise ? Are you not enriched with 
all knowledge and adorned with all graces? Is this a small thing? 
I would give away ten years of my life, if the space that intervenes 
between you and me — Now and Then — nught be annihilated 
this instant ! 

Forty. It is perhaps as well that that space cannot be annihila- 
ted or diminished. But could you spare ten years without feeling 
the loss ? Do you suppose yourself sufficiently armed and equipped 
already, for the campaign ? 

Twenty. On to the combat ! What armor would you have, but 
a quick eye, a steady hand, and a courageous heart? 

Forty. By *a courageous heart,' you probably mean animal 
spirits ; but they will flag in a little while. Have you thought of 
that? 
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Twenty. No, Sir, I do not mean animal spirits. I mean a bold, 
unshrinking heart., that goes forth to meet the world, and never 
faints; one which does not grow weary when it is encompassed 
with adversity, but looks, and hopes, and fights on, till it gains its 
high end. Is not that armor enough ? 

Forty. It is, no doubt; so hard that it can receive and not be 
pierced by the darts of the enemy ? 

Twenty. There is no need of its being hard. The encounter is 
not a battle ; it is a joust, a tournament, a passage of arms. And 
cannot brothers and friends tilt, and still be brothers and friends ? 

Forty. You regard, then, the business of life as the amusements 
of a gala-day ? 

Twenty. No, Sir ! no. Sir I These figures of speech only con- 
ceal and disguise its nature. It is neither a battle nor a play ; it is 
labor. By the sweat of his brow must man eat his bread. 

Forty. * Thorns also, and thistles shall spring up to him.' 

Twenty. I say, by labor must men gain the prize. See I I am 
standing at this moment on an eminence, from which I overlook the 
whole plain of life. On whatever side I turn my eyes, the land- 
scape smiles, and the thickly-scattered objects of human desire 
arrest my attention, and invite my pursuit. All are fair and enti- 
cing ; but my thoughts are fixed on that fairest and most enticing 
of all ; that verdant hill-top before me. On it are the power of 
wealth and the respect of men ; the consciousness of great actions 
done, of worth, or nobility ; domestic affections throw their warm 
colors upon it; the power of making loved ones happy; the calm, 
quiet, fresh, dewy summer evening of my earthly pilgrimage ; all 
that makes existence a blessing is there. Between it and me there 
may be much hard journeying, and many obstacles difficult to sur- 
mount. I cannot see them all from here, and do not care. But 
with my eye steadfastly fixed on that point, I descend to the plain, 
and set out on the way. What though it be toilsome ? What 
though I stumble, or am tlirust from the path, or fogs envelope me, 
and clouds overwhelm me ? Can any thing turn me aside from the 
straight course ? Can any mists be so dense as to shut out that 
golden spot from my view ? And so I struggle on, through dark- 
ness and opposition, always keeping within me a brave heart and a 
well-braced spirit, and never relaxing my nerves, till I reach that 
predestined place of repose. 

Forty. Disjecta membra of a boy's dream ! 

Twenty. But is it not so ? Are you not now there ? 

Forty. My dear young friend, there is a slight optical illusion in 
the case. That promised land of yours lies beyond the boundaries 
of life : the Styx rolls between. 

Twenty. I do not understand you. Beyond ? Have you not 
reached it? 

Forty. Do I look like one that takes his rest ? or these hands, 
as though I had left off' working ? 

Twenty. But you cannot now be far from it ? 

Forty. To say the truth, I have no such place of happiness and 
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repose in view as you have mentioned. I lost sight of it soon after 
setting out. The darkness came down on me so thick that I could 
scarcely sec three paces before me, and the road was so rough that 
I was forced to be content to pick my steps one by one, and had no 
lime to think of the distant future. 

Twenty. I cannot believe it. There is many a lesser prize, 
many lower heights, in your path, to be gained, which should ser\'e 
as encouragements and way-marks. I cannot believe that you have 
lost sight of the ultimate object of your life. 

Forty. You have odd views of things I The fact was, when 
with much exertion and difficulty I had gained one of those lesser 
prizes, a little social distinction, for example, I was so fatigued that 
I was glad to sit down a moment, and enjoy my acquisition. Find- 
ing it, however, not in every respect suited to my desire, I pushed 
on, and attained the next of those luminous points, which to you are 
only way-marks to a higher one beyond. From these I took a sur- 
vey of the path before me ; and seeing that its length rather increased 
than diminished as I obtained clearer views of the intervening coun- 
try, and feeling at the same time my strength diminishing, and that 
'courageous heart' of yours, (the hope and spirits of inexperienced 
youth,) growing fainter in its pulsations, I gave up the chase, and 
suffered myself to settle down into, and become one of, the miUion. 

Twenty. Oh I weak of faith and cowardly I 

Forty. Oh ! ignorant and presumptuous I 

Twenty. Well ; it does not become us to bandy names. So 
you are content to live for nothing ? 

Forty. I live for something ; for my daily bread, and for the 
pleasures that to-morrow, or at the farthest the next day, may bring 
forth. 

Twenty. And is not that living for nought ? You have become 
an ant, whose thoughts are confined within its cell, and whose cares 
are centered on its single little kernel of com. You are a fixture, 
a vegetable, a sensitive plant, a shell-fish. These are lying words 
of yours; I will not believe them. 

Forty. If you do not credit my report, you can go forward as 
you have proposed, and satisfy yourself by experience. 

Twenty. That will 1 1 Go forth on wings, undeterred by timo- 
rous and hesitating counsels. I knoic it is not so. Can I not see 
with my own eyes ? 

Forty. I fancy you see stars that are not in the heavens, and 
siglits that are not on the earth. 

Twenty. I am not so pusilanimous and easily contented as you 
appear to be. My beHef in the omnipotence of will and labor is 
firm. Yonder object have I set my eye on ; and breaking through 
all obstructions, and deaf to all way-side seductions, I will force 
myself straight on, till I attain it 

Forty. Valiantly resolved ! Gallant Sir Knight I Will you 
take the world by storm ? 

Twenty. I have told you already that it is not a battle. No 
passion or strife shall mingle with my motives. Good will to all 
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men, and success to my compeers, even though they triumph in my 
disappointment, shall be the feeling of my heart. 

Forty. As I said before, a very good resolution. 

Twenty. Nor is it necessary to spend the intervening years in 
monotonous, cheerless toil. There are a thousand social affections 
which spring up spontaneously in the human heart, but which wither 
unless fostered, cherished, and cultivated ; there are social duties to 
be performed ; and the whole man is to be polished into the form of 
grace and nobility. At the same time, from books and men, by the 
midnight lamp and in the crowded market-place, will I draw trea- 
sures of knowledge and skill; from history, poetry, philosophy, 
human nature ; till I can instruct the judge on his bench, and the 
artisan in his shop ; till I make myself such as men have in all ages 
delighted to honor, and been compelled to esteem. I will fashion 
my mind by the model of strength and beauty, and will enlarge the 
capacities of my heart, and fill it with love. In all this, my labors 
are ordered with principal reference to that ultimate point of which 
I never lose sight an instant. Men are forced to acknowledge 
excellence ; much more will they acknowledge it when they see 
that it is amiable, and love it. 

Forty. It is with difficulty that I can refrain from laughter ^ 
You have such strange notions I 

Twenty. Do you call the notion of excellence strange ? You 
will next say that virtue itself is an * Idola ! * But I tell you, there 
is a reality in both ; I know it, for I can feel it. Nobility, virtue, 
respect, and happiness, are not empty names. The last, I am con- 
scious of this moment ; and if the others did not exist, I should 
never have had given to me this desire for them. 

Forty. Ignorance and happiness I 

Twenty. Knowledge and happiness I Why should they not go 
together ? Will the innumerable gifts of nature ever be withdrawn ? 
Or will the capability of receiving pleasure from them ever be 
taken away? Happiness does not necessarily accompany igno- 
rance, but it does knowledge. And throughout the world, every 
man has within him a well-toned harp, whose strings nature and 
society and he himself strike together, making harmonious ^mu sic. 
They are sometimes broken ; but mine shall be well guarded, and 
will never produce discord. 

Forty. Foolish and vain ! 

Twenty. And have you then become wise ? 

Forty. I have become wise enough to know that you are foolish 
and your thoughts vain ; I have become a full grown man. 

Twenty. You have, indeed, attained a full growth in the wis- 
dom of those of sordid views and narrow foreheads I But can it be 
really so ? Are you what you seem to be ? I have felt, more than 
once, a suspicion creeping into my mind, that I might be, after all, 
mistaken. It must be so ; and * how art thou cast down, O my 
soul ! ' 

Forty. Be not disconsolate, my young friend ; your soul is not 
so much cast down, as turned aside into another channel of thought 
and mode of existence. 
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Twenty. Do you mock me, with your *be not disconsolate?* 
If you speak the truth, there is nothing in hfe to Uve for. liad I 
not calculated well? Had I not found the means to be used in 
order to arrive at a certain position? I thought means and the 
result were connected ; but you have undeceived me. Or else, I 
am too weak and cowardly to follow out my plans : in either case, I 
am of no worth in the world, and had better quit it at the outset. 

Forty. To quit the field, you think less disgraceful than to 
suffer defeat in a fair and manful fight ? 

Twenty. The world's opinion is nothing to me, and I don't 
know the meaning of disgrace. Fame, you say, is an empty breath, 
happiness delusion, and knowledge vanity ; these are the chief 
things that fiJl the minds of men, and they are false appearances. 
Why, then, should I value them? 

Forty. You cannot say that all life is not a dream. 

Twenty. Oh, I know it is ; and therefore I will have nothing to 
do with it. 

Forty. You are a wild colt as yet, and kick against your traces. 
But the whip, the rein, and work, will soon break down that proud 
spirit of yours, and you will trot along obediently and patiently. 

Twenty. That shall never be ; sooner will I leave the world 
altogether. To suffer this, you call courage I And to be a humble, 
docile, broken brivte, you call becoming wise I 

Forty. You use names without discretion. 

Twenty. Oh, ydu would give it a softer-sounding designation ; 
but the fact, though you may disguise it to yourself, cannot be con- 
cealed. Do you labor or hope for any thing but the present, or 
beyond the next hour ? Do you not live with your eyes fixed on 
the ground? Do you not thread your devious and obscure way 
through the world, content to be unknown, and never casting a 
glance on the millions that surround you ? What is that wisdom of 
which you boast, but to know that every man is a robber, and to 
bar your door against him ; that friendship is an empty profession, 
and friends venial, therefore to tnist no one ; that all love is a 
youthful folly, unbecoming the ' full grown man ;' therefore to guard 
against its approaches ? "This, I should say, is to Uve and think like 
the beast that perishes, and to die as the fool dies. 

Forty. You were inflated with that exhilarating gas, self- 
esteem ; it is not very pleasant to have it escape, but you will soon 
be reduced to your own proportions. 

Twenty. And you would really have me think that there is no 
beauty or loveliness in the world ? nothing worth hoping or striving 
for ? Because I believed there was, and was tilled with enthusiasm 
in viewing it,, you say I was inflated with self-esteem. If I thought 
as you do, I should contemn myself, and deserve to be despised by 
every body like myself You have lost sight of your high destiny, 
and defiled your soul, which was in the similitude of its ^Llker, by 
frequent contact with the earth. 

Forty. I was not conscious of that. 

Twenty. Tell me, if you please, what was man made for? 
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Forty. I have told you already; to eat of the fruit of his 
labors in sorrow, to write his name on the sea-sands, and to leave 
his place to his successor after him. 

Twenty. Think you that you do not defile your soul by such 
thoughts? To confine his aspirations to the snail-shell in which 
chance has cast liim ; to find all his delight therein ; to call the 
three or four inches which his horizon bounds, the world ; is this the 
chief end of man ? I know not how it may be with others, but as 
for me, I was made for sometliing better. I hope, I expect, to have 
a higher destiny I 

Forty. The chase is after shadows. 

Twenty. My chase is after real, tangible substances. I see 
them, and hope revives, strong and living, within me. Away I 
cold Doubt ! I must have knowledge, respect, and happiness. No 
obstacles shall hinder me, and no allurements shall entice me, from 
my way. My name shall not be written on the sands : I will link 
it with lessons of wisdom, and grave them on the eternal rock. 

Forty. Glorious dreams, young man I glorious dreams I 

Twenty. They are sober, waking realities. 

Forty. But since you will not be aroused, I would have no one 
attempt to break them. Sleep on now, for the day cometh ; the 
clear light of morning will beam on your eyes, dispersing the mists, 
and then you will see your duties and capabilities tlirough a less 
distorting medium. 

Twenty. Call it a distorting medium if you like ; but if it is the 
mists that make the world appear so much brighter to me than it 
does to you, they shall always remain before my eyes. 

Forty. Sweet dreams ; but alas I they cannot last ! This con- 
versation with you has filled me, even me, with strange desires and 
indefinite longings. But they are all vain. It is my lot to see and 
deal with the world as it is, and I must be contented with my little 
routine of daily toil. And to remain so contented, I must hold no 
more communion with you. 

Twenty. You are a phantom, as of one in troubled slumber — a 
lying spirit ; and I will never again admit you to my thoughts. 

Forty, You shall be dead to me, and I will bury you out of my 
sight ! 



thoughts at TRENTON FALLS. 

Art thou still the same, 
Or have the lapsing ag^s stolen away 
Thy primal beautVi or but added more ? 
Beautiful stream f did thy clear waters fall 
With the same sound jas now, in times remote, 
When first the sunlight, shimmered on thy wave, 
Or ere the warbling of a, forest bird 
I lad echoed through these shades ; or did'st thou run 
In level quietness, till thy smooth bed 
Was broken up by the strong hand t>f Change ? 
Or did the sinking Deluge leave thcte liere, 
To fill this broken gorge r s. a. o. 
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TUE MIDNIGUT D.REAM. 



BT ima. K. a. micbolb. 



I HAD a vision, love, last eve. 

That thrills my very heart with fear ; 
I could not wish to see thee grieve, 

Or vtrring from manhood s eye a tear : 
But in this dream, I saw thee weep 

As never man had weut before : 
I would not dream the like, if sleep 

My wearied eyes ne^cr shadowed o'er ! 



Methought I saw thee, bending low 

Above a pale and shrouded form ; 
A wreath of cold Decembers snow 

Flung out upon the freezing storm 
Hath more of oeauty, warmth, and life, 

Than this white piece of marbled earth ! 
' How,' thought I, ' nave the war and strife 

Of passion in Us heart had birth ? * 



I saw thee raise the snowy shroud 

That veiled the features from my view ; 
I heard thee strangely weep aloud, 

Then slowly recognition crew 
Within my soul ; my body lay 

All still and wan before me there, 
Robed for the tomb, while slow decay 

Was painted on the forehead bare ! 



I saw thee press the icy brow, 

Whilst I revolted at the scene ; 
That lifeless clay I hated now, 

But longed against thy heart to lean. 
But wo unto that gentle heart ! 

Had it but deemed my spirit near, 
I felt that agony would start 

The cold and deadly drops of fear. 



I thought if spirits thus were freed 

From dust which weighed their pinions down, 
Their destiny were bright indeed. 

If joy unminglcd e'er was known. 
But I was chained unto thy side. 

While still this truth seemed strange to me. 
Though ever by thee I should glide, 

I was invisible to thee ! 



I strove to lid the veil which hides 

The progress of immortal birth ; 
The thin partition that divides 

The world of spirits from the earth ; 
I longed to bear tny spirit up 

To flash around the golden throne, 
But then, stem Death's embittered cup 

Most first be drained by every one ! 
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Yet still I hovered by thy side ; 

My wings ihy very garments bnished, 
Whilst thou but knew I lived and died, 

All else within the tomb was hushed. 
With dreams of earth a sense was blent 

Of some neglect of duty there, 
And oh ! I thought my punishment 

Was greater far than I could bear ! 

How oft I heard thee breathe my name 
In tearful accents, sad and low, 

Then suddenly thy voice exclaim, 
' A ministering angel thou ! ' 

Still swaying thus from sphere to sphere, 
My spirit knew nor peace nor rest. 

Till daylight broke that vision drear. 
And saw me weeping on thy breast ! 



THE VENUS OF ILLE. 

R^NbEllSO IRCM TBH FRSMCU Or V. MSRIMXS BT IBS TRANaZ^TOR OT ' TUS OAXXKT BLArS.' 



BT JOBH HUKTBR. 



After a long day's journey, I descended the last of the Canigou 
mountains, and although it was now past sunset, I distinguished in 
the plain beneath me the houses of the little village of llle, toward 
which I was now directing my course. 

* You know,' said I to the Catalonian who acted as my guide, 
* you know, I dare say, where Monsieur Peyrade lives ? * 

* Do I know ? ' exclaimed he, * I know his house as well as I do 
my own ; and if it was not so dark, I could point it out to you now. 
It is the handsomest in llle. Ah I he has got the money. Monsieur 
Peyrade has ; and he is going to marry his son to one richer than 
himself* 

* Indeed I and will tliis marriage take place soon ? ' asked I. 

* Soon I I '11 be sworn the fiddles are already engaged for the 
wedding. It may be to-night, to-morrow, or the day after, for aught 
that I know. It will take place at Puygarey, for it is Mam'selle 
de Puygarey, whom young master is going to marry. Ah ! there 
will be fine doings, I can tell you ! ' 

I had a letter of introduction to Monsieur Peyrade from my 

friend Monsieur de P . * This gentleman,' said he to me, ' is a 

very learned antiquary, extremely hospitable, and will take great 
pleasure in showing you all the ruins and relics of art for a dozen 
leagues around.' I had consequently counted upon him, to visit 
with me the environs of Illc, which I knew to be rich in ancient 
monuments, as well as those of the middle ages. This wedding, 
therefore, of which I now heard for the first time, seemed likely to 
interfere with my plans. 
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'I shall he an intruder/ said I to myself; *but as my visit has 

been already announced by Monsieur de P , it will be necessary 

for me to present myself/ 

* Monsieur/ said my guide to me, as we reached the plain, * I will 
wager a cigar I can guess what you are going to do at Monsieur 
Peyrade's.' 

* Indeed,* said I, handing him a cigar, ' that will not be so very 
difficult to guess. At this time of night, when one has travelled 
six leagues in the Canigou mountains, the principal business I 
think will be supper/ 

* Oh yes, but I mean to-morrow. Come now, I will bet that you 
have come to Hie to see the idol. I guessed as much when I saw 
you drawing the likenesses of the saints of Serrabona.* 

* The idol I what idol?* the word had excited my curiosity. 

* How I have you not heard at Perpignan, that Monsieur Peyrade 
has found an idol buried in the ground ? * 

* You mean a statue of tcrra-cotta, or clay ? * 

* No, no, of copper, real copper, and there is enough of it to make 
heaps of sous. She will weigh as much as the big bell of a church. 
We found her buried deep in the ground, at the foot of an olive 
tree.' 

* You were then present at the discovery ? * 

* Yes Sir; Monsieur Peyrade told ns — that is Jean Coll and rae, 
about a fortnight ago — to root up an old olive tree, which had been 
frozen last year, for the weather you know was very cold. So you 
see as we were at work, Jean Coll, who went at it with all his 
might, gave a blow with his pickaxe, and I heard a bimm, as if he 
had struck on a bell. What *s that ? said I. We dug away, and 
dug away, and presently saw a black hand, which looked like the 
hand of a dead man, stretching forth from the earth. I was 
frightened, and ran to Monsieur: 'There are dead men, master/ 
said I, 'under the olive tree ! We had better send for the priest I' 
' What, are you talking about dead men ? * said he. He comes to 
the place, and no sooner sees the hand than he begins to cry out 
like mad, ' An antique ! an antique I * You would have thought he 
had found a treasure. And so to work he goes with pickaxe and 
hands, and with such a hearty will that he did as much as Jean and 
I together.* 

* And at last what did you find ? * 

* A large black woman, more than half naked, saving your 
presence, Sir, all of copper ; and Monsieur Peyrade told us that it 
was an idol of the heathenish times — of the time of Charlemagne, 
may be I * 

* Ah I I see what it is ; some good virgin in bronze from a ruined 
convent' 

* A good virgin I ah ! yes indeed. I should have known it soon 
enough, had it been a blessed virgin. No, no ; it is an idol, I tell 
you ; you can see that well enough by its looks. It stares upon 
you with its great white eyes. They say it will stare you out of 
countenance. One is forced to cast down his eyes when he looks 
at it.* 
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* White eyes ? no doubt they are inserted in the bronze ; this 
must be some Roman statue.' 

* Roman I that 's it ; Monsieur Peyrade said it was a Roman. 
Ah ! I see you are a learned man ; just such another as he.' 

* Is it in good preservation ? perfect ? ' 

* Oh yes, Sir, nothing is wanting. It is handsomer, and better 
made than the bust of Louis Philippe of painted plaster, which 
stands in the town-hall. But for all this, the face of this idol does 
not please me. She has got a wicked look ; and in fact, she is so.' 

* Wicked ? why what trick has she played you ? ' 

* Not exactly on me ; but you shall hear. Four of us went to 
work to set her upright ; and Monsieur Peyrade, he too must pull at 
a rope, although, worthy man I he has n't much more strength than 
a chicken. With a good deal of trouble we at last got her straight 
up. I took a piece of tile to keep her steady, when patratas I down 
she comes headlong, all in a heap. I sung out : * Take care below ! * 
but not quick enough, however, for Jean Coll had n't time to pull 
out his leg.' 

* And was he injured ? * 

* Broken smack off was his poor leg, as if it had been a bean- 
pole. Sacristi I when I saw that, I was furious. I wanted to 
break the idol to pieces with my pickaxe, but Monsieur Peyrade 
would n't let me. He gave some money to Jean Coll, who is still 
in his bed, though it is a fortnight since this happened ; and the 
doctor says he will never walk as well on this leg as on the other. 
*Tis a great pity, for he was our best mnner, and, next to young 
master, the best tennis-player in the country. Monsieur Alphonse 
Peyrade takes it very much to heart, for he always played with 
Coll. Oh I it was a beautiful sight to see them send the balls up ! 
Faff — jmff — they never touched the ground.' 

Conversing in this manner, we entered lUe, and I soon found 
myself in the presence of Monsieur Peyrade. He was a little old 
man, still ruddy and active, with powdered hair, a red nose, and a 
gay and jovial air. Before opening the letter of Monsieur de 

P , he installed me at a well-spread table, and introduced me to 

his wife and son, as an eminent archeologist who was going to 
draw forth Roussillon from the state of oblivion in which the 
indifference of the savans had so long left it. 

While eating with that fine appetite which the keen mountain 
air imparts, I studied the appearance of my hosts. I have already 
spoken of Monsieur Peyrade; I may add that he was vivacity 
itself He chattered, ate, jumped up, ran to the library, brought me 
books, showed me prints, })oured out wine for me ; in short, he was 
not a moment in repose. His wife, who, as most of the Catalonian 
women are after the age of forty, was rather fat, and seemed to be 
a substantial country dame, wholly taken up with the affairs of her 
household. Although the supper was sufficient for at least six 
persons, she ran to the kitchen, ordered pigeons to be killed, had 
fritters made, and opened I know not how many pots of sweet- 
meats. In a few moments the table was loaded with dishes and 
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bottles, and had I only tasted all that was offered me, I should 
certainly have died of indigestion. Still, at ^very dish which I 
declined, there were fresh apologies. They were * afraid I did not 
find things to my liking at Lie. They had so few resources in the 
country, and Parisians were so hard to please I * 

During all this bustle and turmoil, and running to and fro of his 
progenitors, Monsieur Alphonse Peyrade remained motionless as a 
post. He was a tall young man, of about six-and-twenty, with 
handsome, regular features, but totally devoid of expression. His 
figure and athletic appearance accorded well with the reputation he 
bore throughout the country, of being a first rate tennis-player. He 
was dressed this evening in an elegant manner, his clothes being 
made to resemble exactly the engravings of the last number of the 
Journal of Fashion. But he did not seem to be at ease in his dress. 
He was as stiff as a pike-staff in his velvet collar, and when he 
turned his head, it was only by a movement of his whole body. 
His large sun-burnt hands with their short nails contrasted strangely 
with his costly coat ; they were the hands of a laborer issuing from 
the sleeves of a dandy. 

Although he examined me from head to foot, with great curi- 
osity, which my character as a Parisian had probably excited, he 
addressed to me but a single question during the whole evening ; 
which was to ask, where I had bought my watch-chain. 

'And now, my dear guest,' said Monsieur Peyrade to me, as 
supper drew to a close, ' you arc in my house, and are my property ; 
and I shall not let you go until you have seen all the curiosities of 
our mountains. You must take some pains to get acquainted with 
our Roussillon, so as to do her full justice. You must have no 
doubts about the things we are going to show you. There are 
Phenician, Celtic, Roman, Arabic, Bysantian monuments ; you shall 
sec them all, from the cedar to the hyssop. I will take you eVery 
where, and not a brick shall escape you.* 

A fit of coughing here forced the old gentleman to pause ; taking 
advantage of which, I began to express to him my regret at intrud- 
ing upon his family circle at such an interesting period. 

* If you will only give me your excellent advice,* said I, * touching 
the excursions I propose milking, I will not put you to the trouble 
of accompanying me.' 

* Ah I ' said he, interrupting me, * you mean the marriage of that 
boy there. This is but a trifle; it will take place the day after 
to-morrow. You must be present at the wedding with us, in a 
quiet family way; for the intended bride is in mourning for an 
aunt, whose property she inherits. So we are to have no merry- 
making, no ball. This is a great pity. You ought to see our Cata- 
lonian girls dance. They are buxom lasses, and perhaps some of 
them might induce you to follow the example of my Alphonse. 
One marriage, they say, leads to others. On Saturday, the young 
folks wedded, I shall be at liberty, and then we will commence our 
rambles. But I beg pardon for wearying you with this country 
wcddipg', you a Parisian, tired of eity gayeties and festivities: and 



1843.] The Venus of lUe. 541 

a wedding without even a ball I However, you will see a bride ; 
and such a bride I you must tell me what you think of her. But 
you are so grave and sedate a man, that perhaps you do not look at 
the women. But I have something better than this to show you ; 
I will let you see something to-morrow I A grand surprise will you 
have, I promise you/ 

* Indeed,' said I, ' but it is a difficult matter to have a treasure in 
one's house, without people being aware of it. I suspect I can 
guess what it is you have in store for me. If it is your statue to 
which you allude, the description my guide gave me of it has only 
served to excite my curiosity, and prepared me to admire it.' 

* Ah I you have then heard about the idol, as they call my beauti- 
ful Venus Tur But I must say no more at present. To-morrow 

in broad daylight you shall see her, and you will then say whether 
I have not reason to be proud of such a master-piece. Parbleu I 
you could not have arrived more opportunely. There are inscrip- 
tions upon it, which I, poor ignoramus, explain after my own 
fashion ; but a savant from Paris I You will perhaps laugh at my 
explanations : for you must know that I have drawn up a paper on 
the subject Yes, even I, old country antiquary as I am, have 
launched into it. I shall make the press groan. If you, now, would 
read and correct my memoir for me, I should have some hopes. 
For instance, I am very curious to know how you would translate 

this inscription on the pedestal ? Cave But I must not ask 

any thing of you now. To-morrow I to-morrow I Not a word of 
the Venus to-night' 

* You will do well, Peyrade,* said his wife, * to leave your idol 
alone for the present You must see that you are preventing Mon- 
sieur from eating his supper. Besides, Monsieur has seen at Paris 
a great many handsomer statues than thine. At the Tuilleries there 
are dozens of them, and all of bronze too.' 

* Here is ignorance for you ! the blessed ignorance of the prov- 
ince!' interrupted Monsieur Peyrade. * To compare an admirable 
antique with the foolish images of Costou ! ' With what irrever- 
ence do my household speak of the gods I * Do you know that my 
wife wishes me to melt my statue, and run it into a bell for the 
church ! The good dame would like to stand godmother to it. A 
master-piece of Myron, Sir.' 

* Master-piece I master-piece I a pretty master-piece she has made 
of it I To break a man's leg I * 

' Look you here, my wife,' said Monsieur Peyrade, in a resolute 
tone, and stretching toward her his right leg encased in silken hose, 

* if my Venus had broken this leg, I should not have grieved for it' 

* Grood heavens ! Peyrade, how can you talk so ? Luckily the man 
is doing well ; but still I cannot take pleasure in looking at a statue, 
which causes such misfortunes. Poor Jean Coll I ' 

* Wounded by Venus, Sir,' said Monsieur Peyrade, bursting into 
a loud laugh, ' wounded by Venus ; the rogue may well complain : 

* Veneris, nee proemia noris ; * who has not been wounded by 
Venus ? ' 
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Monsieur Alphonse, who understood French better than Latin, 
gave a knowing wink, and looked toward rae, as much as to say : 
* Do you understand that, Parisian ? ' 

The supper at length was finished. I had not been able to eat a 
mouthful for the last hour. I was extremely fatigued, and could not 
conceal the frequent yawns which escaped me. Madame Peyrade 
was the first to perceive them, and observed that it was time to go 
to bed. Then commenced new apologies for the poor night's lodg- 
ing I would have. It would not be as at Paris. In the provinces 
one is so badly provided, I must make allowances for the Roussillon 
fare. In vain I protested that after a long journey in the mountains 
a bundle of straw would be a delightful bed; they persisted in beg- 
ging me to pardon i)oor country folks, if they did not treat me as 
well as they wished. At length I ascended to the chamber allotted 
me. accompanied by Monsieur Peyrade. The staircase, the upper 
steps of which were of wood, terminated in the middle of a corri- 
dor, upon which a number of apartments opened. 

* On the right,* said my host to mc, ' is the room I have appropri- 
ated to Madame Alphonse, that is to be. Your chamber is at the 
opposite end of the corridor. You know,' added he, with an air 
which was meant to be facetious, ' you know we must keep the 
new married couple by themselves. You are at one end of the 
house, and they are at the other.' 

We entered a well-furnished apartment, where the first object 
which met my eye was a bed about seven feet long, six wide, and 
so high that it would require a step-ladder to clamber into it. My 
host having pointed out to me the bell-rope, and satisfied himself 
that the sugar-basin was replenished, and the bottles of Cologne 
water, and other appendages of the toilet, duly placed upon the 
table, and having asked me twenty times over if I wished for any 
thing more, at length bade me good night and left me alone. 

The windows were closed. Before undressing, I opened one, that 
I might enjoy the cool night air, so delicious after a long supper. 
Opposite me was the Canigou, at all times striking in appearance, 
and now illuminated by the beams of a brilliant moon, seeming the 
most beautiful mountain in the world. I stood for some time gazing 
upon its picturesque outlines, and was about closing the window, 
when casting my eyes down, I perceived the statue upon a pedes- 
tal, some twenty toises from the house. It was placed at the comer 
of a quicks(?t hedge, which separated a small garden from a large 
square perfectly level, which I afterward learned was the tennis- 
ground of the village. This piece of land, the property of Monsieur 
Peyrade, had been thrown open to the public by him, at the urgent 
solicitation of his son. At the distance at which I stood, it was diffi- 
cult to distinguish the attitude of the statue. I could only judge of 
its height, which seemed about six feet. Just at this moment, two 
idlers of the village passed across the play-ground, pretty near the 
hedge, whistling the pretty air of Roussillon rrwntdgnes regalades. 
They stopped to look at the statue, and one of them apostrophized 
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it aloud. He spoke the Catalonian dialect, but I had been long 
c nough in Eoussillon to comprehend nearly all he said. 

*AhI there you are, you slut I (the Catalonian epithet was more 
energetic) there you are I * said he. * It was you, then, that broke 
Jean Coil's leg ? If you belonged to me I would break your cursed 
neck ! * 

* Bah I * said the other, ' with what ? She is made of copper, an I 
so hard that Stephen broke his file trying to make a notch in her 
It is copper of the time of the heathens, and harder than any thing 
I know.' 

* If I had my good chisel here, (it seems he was a locksmith's 
apprentice,) I would soon have out those big wliite eyes, as I would 
take an almond from the shell. There's enough silver there to 
make an hundred sous.' 

They proceeded a few paces. * I must bid the idol good night,' 
said the larger of the two apprentices, suddenly stopping. 

He stooped down and probably picked up a stone. I could see 
him stretch out his arm, throw something, and immediately a ring- 
ing sound was heard from the bronze. At the same instant, the 
apprentice put his hand to his head, uttering a cry of pain. 

* She has flimg it back at me ! ' cried he ; and the two vagabonds 
took to flight, as fast as their legs could carry them. It was evident 
that the stone had rebounded from the metal, and punished the wag 
for the insult he had offered the goddess. 

I closed the window, laughing heartily. * Here is another Vandal 
punished by Venus I May all the destroyers of our ancient monu- 
ments have their heads broken in the same manner I * With this 
charitable wish I fell asleep. 

When I awoke it was broad day. Near my bed stood on one 
side Monsieur Peyrade in his morning gown, and on the other a 
domestic sent by his wife, with a cup of chocolate. 

' Come, get up, get up, Parisian I Why, what lazy fellows you of 
the capital are I ' said my host, as I hurried on my clothes. * This 
is the third time I have been up here. I approached your door on 
tiptoe : nobody stirring ; not a sign of life. It is bad for the health 
to sleep too much at your age. And there is my Venus, which you 
have not seen yet. Come, swallow this cup of chocolate from Bar- 
celona ; real contraband. You can't get the like of it at Paris. You 
will need all your strength, I cUn tell you ; for when you once get 
before my Venus you will not so easily be drawn away from her.* 

In five minutes I was ready ; that is to say, half shaven, scarcely 
buttoned, and with throat scalded by the chocolate, which I had 
swallowed boiling hot. I descended into the garden, and found 
myself before an admirable statue. 

It was, in truth, a Venus, and of a marvellous beauty. She was 
above the common stature, as the ancients usually represented their 
principal divinities. The right hand raised to the level of the breast, 
was turned with the palm inward, the thumb and two first fingers 
outstretched, the two others slightly bent. The other hand placed 
near the hip, sustained the drapery which covered the lower part of 
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the body. The attitude of this statue reminded me of that of the 
thrower of the discus, which is designated, I know not why, as 
Gerraanicus. Possibly the artist wished to represent the goddess 
playing at that game. 

However this might be, it was impossible to conceive any thing 
more perfect than the figure of this Venus ; nothing more soft or 
more voluptuous than its outlines ; nothing more noble or elegant 
than the drapery. I had expected some production of the middle 
ages ; I saw a master-piece of the best period of statuary. What 
chiefly struck me was the • exquisite truth of its form, so that one 
might have supposed it modelled from natiu-e, did nature ever pro- 
duce perfect models. 

The hair, turned back from the forehead, appeared to have been 
formerly gilded. The head, small like those of almost all the Greek 
statues, was slightly inclined forward. As to the face, I despair of 
being able to express its strange character, the type of which did 
not at ail resemble that of any ancient statue I remembered. It 
was not that calm and severe beauty of the Greek sculptors, which 
imparts by design to all the features a majestic repose. Here, on 
the contrary, I observed with surprise the evident intention of tlie 
artist to express in the countenance malice almost bordering on 
malignity. All the features were slightly contracted; the eyes a 
little oblique, the comers of the mouth drawn up, and the nostrils 
somewhat dilated. Disdain, irony, cmelty, might be read in the 
countenance, which was still of incredible beauty. Indeed, the 
more one looked at this admirable statue, the more one experienced 
a sense of pain that such marvellous beauty should be allied with 
the absence of all sensibility. 

' If her model ever existed,' said I to Monsieur Peyrade, * and I 
doubt if heaven ever produced such a woman, how I should pity 
her lovers ! She would have taken pleasure in making them die of 
despair. There is something ferocious in her expression, and yet I 
have never seen any thing more beautiful.' 

* C'est Venus tout entiere si sa proie attachee I ' exclaimed Mon- 
sieur Peyrade, satisfied with my enthusiasm. 

This expression of infernal irony was perhaps increased by the 
contrast of the silver eyes, which were very brilliant, with the hue 
of blackish green which time had given to the whole statue. These 
lustrous eyes produced a certain illusion which almost gave the 
effect of the reality of Ufe. I recollected what my guide told me, that 
she made those who looked at her cast down their eyes. This was 
in fact almost true ; and I could not help feehng vexed at finding 
myself not quite at my ease before this visage of bronze. 

* Now that you have admired every thing in detail, my dear col- 
league in antiquarian lore,' said my host to me, ' let us have, if you 
please, a little scientific conference. What say you to this inscrip- 
tion, which you have not yet noticed ? ' 

He pointed to the pedestal of the statue, where I read these 
words : 

CAVE AMANTEM. 
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* What do you say to that, most learned ? ' demanded he, rubbing 
his hands. Let us see if we can agree upon the meaning of this 
cave amantem' 

' But,' said I, * there are two senses in which it may be under- 
stood. It may be translated * Beware of him who loves you ; do not 
trust lovers.' But in this sense I hardly know whether cave amantem 
would be good Latin. On looking at the diabolical expression of 
the lady, I should rather think the artist wished to put the spectator 
on his guard against this terrible beauty. I would therefore prefer 
translating it : * Take care of yourself, if she loves you.* ' 

* Humph I ' said Monsieur Peyrade ; * to be sure that meaning is 
admissible; but with due deference I prefer the first translation, 
which however I will develope a little. You remember the lover 
of Venus ? ' 

* She had a great many.* 

* True, but the first one was Vulcan. Now does not this mean to 
say : * In spite of all your beauty, and your proud and disdainful 
looks, you shall have a blacksmith, a miserable lame wretch for a 
lover.' A profound lesson, Sir, for coquettes ! ' 

I could scarcely repress a smile at this far-fetched explanation. 

* This Latin is a terrible language with its conciseness,' observed 
I, not wishing to contradict more directly the good antiquary ; and 
I stepped back a few paces, that I might have a better view of the 
statue. 

* One moment, colleague I ' said Monsieur Peyrade, seizing my 
arm ; * you have not yet seen all. There is another inscription. Get 
upon the pedestal, and look at the right arm.* 

So saying, he assisted me in climbing up. I put my arm without 
much ceremony around the neck of the Venus, with whom I began 
to be on familiar terms. I gazed at her a moment face to face, and 
found her on a close survey to be still more wicked-looking, and 
still more beautiful. I then noticed some small characters, appa- 
rently of an ancient date, engraven upon the arm. With some 
difficulty, and by the aid of a magnifying-glass, I spelled as follows ; 
Monsieur Peyrade repeating after me each word as I pronounced it, 
with strong emphasis and gesticulation : 

VENERI TVRBVL • • • • 
EVTYCHES MYRO 
IMPERIO FECIT 

After the word tvrbvl of the first line, there appeared to be some 
letters effaced; but tvrbvl was perfectly legible. 

' And what does that mean ? * asked my host, chuckling, and 
smiling maliciously ; for he rightly thought that I would not be able 
to make out this tvrbvl. 

* There is one word here that I cannot yet explain,' said I ; * all 
the rest is easy enough. Eutyches Myron has made this offering 
to Venus, by her command.* 

* Very well. But tvrbvl; what do you make of that? What 
does tvrbvl mean ? * 
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* Why, TVRBVL puzzles me a good deal ; I am trying to recollect 
some of the appellations of Venus to aid me. Let me see ; what 
do you say to tvrbvlenta? Venus who troubles, who disturbs? 
You see I am constantly impressed with her wicked expression. 
TvEBVLENTA ; this is not a bad epithet for Venus ; * added I, with 
an air of deference, for I was not myself very well satisfied with 
this explanation. 

* The turbulent Venus I Venus the virago I Ah ! you think then 
that my Venus is a Venus of the ale-houses. By no means, Sir; 
she is a Venus of good society. But I am going to explain to you 
this TVRBVL .... You must, however, promise not to divulge 
my discovery before my memoir is published ; because you must 
know that I take some little credit to myself for this investigation. 
It is but fair that you gentlemen savans of Paris, who are so rich in 
the spoils of antiquity, should leave a few ears to be gleaned by us 
poor devils of the provinces.' 

From the top of the pedestal, on which I still remained perched, 
I solemnly promised him that I would never be so base as to steal 
his discovery. 

* For TVRBVL • • • • , Sir,* said he, coming close to me, and lowering 
his voice for fear any one else should hear him, * read tvrbvlnek^.' 

I was not a whit wiser than before. 

* Listen to me,' continued he ; * about a league from hence, at the 
foot of a mountain, there is a village called Boullemere. This is a 
corruption of the Latin word tvrbvlnera. Nothing is more com- 
mon than these inversions. Boulternere, Sir, was a Koman city. 
I have always had my suspicions of this, but never had the proof. 
Now, Sir, there is the proof This Venus was the local divinity of 
the city of Boulternere. And this word Boulternere, which I am 
going to show is of ancient origin, proves a still more curious fact, 
which is that Boulternere, before it was a Roman city, was a Phe- 
nician town I ' 

He stopped a moment to take breath, and enjoy my surprise. I 
could scarcely repress a strong inclination to laugh. 

* In fact,' contmued he, * tvrbvlnera is pure Phenician. Tve, 
pronounce tour ; tour and sour, the same word, is it not ? Soub 
is the Phenician name of Tyre ; I need not recall to you its mean- 
ing. BvL, this is Baal, Bal, Bel, Bui, with slight differences of pro- 
nunciation. As to nera, this has given me some little trouble. I 
am strongly inclined to believe, in default of finding a Phenician 
word, that this comes from the Greek neros, humid, marshy. This, 
it is true, would make it a hybrid word. To justify nerds, however, 
I will show you at Boulternere how the streams from the mountain 
form stagnant pools there. On the other hand, the termination 
nera might have been added at a much later date, in honor of Nera 
Pivesuvia, the wife of Tctricus, who probably had conferred some 
benefit upon the city of Turbul. But, in consequence of the marshes, 
I prefer the etymology of nerds* 

My worthy friend here took a pinch of snuff) with an air of great 
satisfaction. 
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* But let lis leave the Phenicians, and return to our inscription. I 
translate it then : ' To Venus of Boulternere, Myron, by her com- 
mand, dedicates this statue, his work.* 

I took good care not to criticise my learned friend's etymology, 
but wishing to give in my turn a proof of penetration : ' Hold there. 
Sir I ' said I ; * allowing that Myron has dedicated something, it does 
not follow that it is this statue.' 

* How ! ' cried he, * was not Myron a famous Greek ? Talent 
would be perpetuated in his family ; and it was one of his descend- 
ants who made this statue. Nothing can be more certain.' 

* But,' replied I, ' I see upon the arm a small hole ; this, I think, 
has served to support something ; a bracelet, for instance, which this 
Myron has given to Venus as an expiatory offering. Myron was 
some unfortunate lover with whom Venus was angry, and he 
endeavored to appease her by the offering of a golden bracelet. 
You must remember that fecit, made, is often used for consecravitf 
dedicated. They are, indeed, synonymous words ; and I could give 
you more than one example, had I Gruter, or rather Orelius at hand. 
Nothing is more natural than that a lover should see Venus in a 
dream, and imagine that she commanded him to give a golden 
bracelet to her statue. Myron dedicated a bracelet to her. After- 
ward the barbarians, or perhaps some sacrilegious robber * 

*Ah I ha ! one may easily see that you have written romances ; ' 
cried my host, giving me his hand to assist me in descending. * No, 
no ; Sir, it is a production of the school of Myron. Only look at the 
workmanship, and you must be convinced of it.' 

As I make it a rule never to contradict an obstinate antiquary, I 
bowed with an air of conviction, and merely observed : * It is indeed 
an admirable piece of work.' 

* Ah ! mon Dieu ! ' cried Monsieur Peyrade, * here is another piece 
of Vandalism I Somebody has thrown a stone at my statue I ' 

He had just perceived a white mark a little below the bosom of 
the Venus. I had noticed a similar appearance upon the fingers of 
the right hand, which I supposed had been grazed by the stone 
thrown at her the preceding evening, or more probably a fragment 
had been detached by the concussion, and had glanced off from the 
hand. I related to my host the insult of which I had been the wit- 
ness, and the prompt punishment which followed. He laughed 
heartily, and comparing the apprentice to Diomede, wished that, 
like the Greek hero, he might see all his companions changed into 
white birds. 

The breakfast bell here intemipted our classic conference; and, as 
on the previous evening, I was again compelled to eat the share of 
four. Then came the farmers of Monsieur Peyrade ; and while he 
gave them audience, his son took me to see a new carriage which 
he had lately bought at Toulouse for his intended bride. I admired 
it in silence, and then accompanied him to the stables, where he 
kept me half an hour, boasting of his horses, relating their pedigree, 
and telling me how many prizes they had won at the neighboring 
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races. At length, by a transition from a gray palfrey which he 
intended for her use, he was led to speak of his future wife. 

* We shall see her to-day,' said he. * I do n't know whether you 
will think her pretty or not. You Parisians are hard to please ; but 
every body here and at Perpignan think her beautiful. But the 
best of it is, she is deuced rich. Her old aunt at Prades, who died 
the other day, left her all her money ; and no trifle either. Do n't 
you think I am a lucky dog ? ' 

I was grieved to see the young man so much more aflTected by the 
dower than by the amiable quahties of his future wife. 

*Are you a judge of jewels ? ' continued Monsieur Alphonse, hold- 
ing up his brawny hand ; * how do you like this ? Here is the ring 
I am going to give her to-morrow.* 

So saying, he drew from the first joint of his little finger a lorge 
ring set witli diamonds, in the form of two hands clasped together ; 
a pretty allusion, which seemed quite poetical. The workmanship 
was very ancient, but appeared to have been lately retouched, to let 
in the diamonds. On the inner side of the ring were these words 
in Gothic chamcters : * Scmpr* al tel that is, ' Always with ihee.' 

* It is a very beautiful ring,' said I ; * but these diamonds which 
have been added seem to have destroyed its character a little.* 

*OhI it is much handsomer as it is,* replied he, smiling. 'There 
is twelve hundred francs' worth of diamonds there. My mother 
gave it to me. It was a family ring ; very ancient, of the time of 
chivalry. She got it from my grandmother, who had it from hefs. 
The Lord knows when it was made.' 

* It is the custom in Paris, on these occasions,' said I, * to give a 
ring that is entirely plain, usually composed of two diflTerent metals, 
such as gold and platinum. Look, the other ring, which you have 
on this finger, would be more appropriate. This one with the dia- 
monds, and the hands in relief, is so large that a glove cannot be 
worn over it.* 

'Oh! Madame Alphonse must manage that as she pleases. I 
think she will be very well content to have it as it is. Twelve 
hundred francs on one's finger is not so bad. This little ring here,' 
added he, regarding the plain ring on his left hand with an air of 
complacency, * was given me by a lady at Paris one Shrove- Tuesday. 
Ah I ' added he, with a sigh of regret, * what fine times I had in Paris 
two years ago ! That 's the place for sport.' 

As we were to dine this day at Puygarey, with the relatives of 
the future bride, we proceeded in a carriage to the chateau, which 
was about a league and a half distant from Ille. I was introduced 
and welcomed as a friend of the family. I shall not speak of the 
dinner, nor of the conversation which ensued, in which I took but 
little part. 

Mademoiselle de Puygarey was about eighteen years of age ; and 
her slender and delicate figure formed a strong contrast with the 
coarse and robust frame of her affianced. She was not merely 
beautiful, but winning and attractive. I admired the perfect sim- 
plicity of all her movements, and the ingenuousness of her rephes ; 
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and the general expression of her countenance, which was not 
exempt from a sHght tinge of malice, reminded me, in spite of 
myself, of the Venus of my host. In the inward comparison I 
made between them, I asked myself whether the superiority of 
beauty, which must clearly be conceded to the statue, did not in 
some degree depend upon her fierce and tiger-like expression ; for 
energy, even in bad passions, always excites, mingled with aston- 
ishment, a sort of invohmtary admiration. 

* What a pity,' said I to myself on leaving Puygarey, * that the 
wealth of so lovely a person should have rendered her the object of 
attraction to a man totally unworthy of her I ' 

On our return to Illc, not exactly knowing what to say to Madame 
Peyrade, to whom I thought it but civil occasionally to address a 
word : * You are sensible people at Roussillon,* said I ; * how hap- 
pens it that you are going to have a wedding on a Friday ? At 
Paris we shoiUd be more superstitious ; nobody would dare to marry 
on that day.* 

*0h I good Lord I do n't speak of it,* said she ; ' if it had depended 
upon me, you may be sure I should have chosen another day. But 
Peyrade would have it so ; and we had to give up to him. It trou- 
bles me, however, a good deal. Suppose some misfortune should 
happen ? There must be some truth in the superstition, since every 
body has a dread of Friday.' 

* Friday ! ' exclaimed her husband, in a gay tone ; * it is the day of 
Venus ! An excellent day for a wedding I You see, my dear col- 
league, I can think of nothing but my Venus. To tell the truth, it 
is on her account that I have pitched upon Friday. To-morrow, if 
you please, before the ceremony, we will make a little sacrifice to 
her ; two ring-doves as an offering, and if I knew where to get a 
little incense ' 

* Fie upon you, Peyrade ! ' interrupted his wife, highly scandalized 
at this proposition. * Offer incense to an idol ! It would be an 
abomination I Why, what will all the country say of it ? ' 

* At least,' said Monsieur Peyrade, * you will permit me to place 
upon her head a crown of roses and lilies : 

* ManibiM date lilia plenit.' 

You see. Sir,' added he, turning to me, ' the charter is but an empty 
name. We have not the freedom of worship I * 

The arrangements for the next day were made as follows : Every 
one was to be ready, in full dress, at ten o'clock precisely. After 
taking chocolate, we were to go in carriages to Puygarey, where the 
civil marriage was to be performed before the mayor of the village, 
and the religious ceremony in the chapel of the chateau. Then 
there was to be a breakfast ; after which each one was to pass the 
time as he pleased until seven o'clock, when the two families were 
to return to Ille to sup together at the house of Monsieur Peyrade. 
The rest would follow as a matter of course. Not being able to 
have a dance, it was determined there should be as much eating 
and drinking as possible. 

Since eight o'clock I had been sitting before the Venus, with 
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crayon in hand, recommencing for the twentieth time the head of 
the statue, without being able to catch the expression. Monsieur 
Peyrade was bustling about, giving me advice, and repeating liis 
Phenician etymologies ; he then placed a garland of Bengal roses 
upon the pedestal of the statue, and in a tragi-comic tone addressed 
pmyers to it for the young couple who were about to take up their 
abode under his roof About nine o'clock, he reentered the house to 
make his toilet, and immediately afterward Monsieur Alphonse 
made his appeamnce, squeezed into a new coat of the latest pattern, 
with white gloves, well polished shoes, embossed buttons, and a 
rose at his button-hole. 

* You must take the likeness of my "wafe I * said he, leaning over 
my drawing ; * she is very pretty.' 

At this moment a game of tennis commenced upon the play- 
ground, of which I have already spoken, which immediately attracted 
the attention of Monsieur Alphonse. As for myself, wearied with 
my task, and despairing of catching the diabolical expression of the 
countenance, I presently gave up my drawing to look at the players. 
There were among them some Spanish muleteers, who had arrived 
at Ille the evening before. They were from Arragon and Navarre, 
and most of them of great skill and dexterity ; so that the lUians, 
although encouraged by the presence and counsel of Monsieur 
Alphonse, were soon beaten by these new champions. The national 
spectators were in consternation. Monsieur Alphonse looked at 
hjs watch ; it was but half past nine ; his mother had not yet com- 
pleted her toilet ; he hesitated no longer ; threw off his coat, called 
for a jacket, and challenged the Spaniards. 

Not a little surprised, I looked at him with a smile. 

* We must sustain the honor of the country,' said he. I now 
noticed that he was in reality a handsome man. He was excited; 
and his dress, which occupied so much of his attention at other 
times, was nothing to him now. A few moments before he would 
scarcely have turned his head for fear of discomposing his cravat; 
now he thought no longer of his curled locks, or of his ruffles so 
neatly plaited. And his bride I in sooth, had it been necessary, I 
believe he would have postponed the marriage, sooner than have 
declined the game. I saw him put on in haste a pair of slippers, 
turn up his sleeves, and with an air of confidence place himself at 
the head of the conquered party, like Caesar rallying his soldiers at 
Dyrrachium. I leaped the hedge, and seated myself comfortably 
in the shade of a linden tree, that I might see the game to advantage. 

Contrary to general expectation, Alphonse missed the first balL 
It is true it came glancing along the ground, propelled with surpris- 
ing force by an Arragonian who seemed to be the leader of the 
Spaniards. He was a man of about forty years of age, dry and 
sinewy, six feet in height, and his ohve skin had a tint almost as 
deep as the bronze of the Venus. 

Monsieur Alphonse cast his racket upon the ground in a great 
passion. 'It was this cursed ring,* cried he, * which cramped my 
finger, and made me lose a sure ball I ' 
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He took off, though not without some difficulty, his diamond ring. 
I approached to receive it, but he prevented me, ran to the Venus, 
passed the ring over the third finger, and resumed his place at the 
head of the Illians. 

He was pale, but calm and resolute. After this, he made not a 
single mistake, and the Spaniards were completely beaten. It wa^ 
a fine thing to see the enthusiasm of the spectators. Some uttered 
shouts of joy, casting their caps into the air. Others shook hands 
with the conqueror, calling him the pride of the country. Had he 
repelled a hostile invasion, I do not think he could have received 
more hearty or sincere congratulations. The chagrin of the con- 
quered party added still more to the eclat of the victory. 

* We will have some more games together, my fine fellow,* said 
he to the Arragonian, with an air of superiority ; ' but I must give 
you odds.' 

I could have wished that Alphonse had been a hltle more modest ; 
and I felt almost pained at the humiliation of his rival. 

The Spanish giant seemed to feel this insult deeply. I saw him 
turn pale beneath his swarthy skin. He looked mournfully at his 
racket, grinding his teeth, and then in a stifled voice, said : 'Me lo 
pagards* 

The voice of Monsieur Peyrade disturbed the triumph of his 
son ; mine host, who had been very much surprised at not finding 
him superintending the getting-up of the new carriage, was now 
still more so at seeing him all in a perspiration, with a racket in his 
hand. Monsieur Alphonse, however, in haste ran to the house, 
-vvTished his face and hands, put on his new coat, and his polished 
shoes, and in ten minutes we were in full trot, on the road to 
Puygarey. All the Illian tennis-players and a great many of the 
spectators followed us with cries of joy ; and scarcely could the 
vigorous horses which drew us keep ahead of these intrepid 
Catalonians. 

We arrived at Puygarey, and the marriage train were on the 
point of proceeding to the -town-hall, when Monsieur Alphonse, 
striking his forehead, said to me in a low voice : 

* What a blunder I I have forgotten my ring I It is on the finger 
of the Venus; devil take her! However, say nothing to my 
mother ; perhaps she will not notice it.* 

* Could you not send some one back for it ? ' said I. 

* Bah I my servant remained at Ille ; and I cannot trust these 
fellows. Twelve hundred francs' worth of diamonds ; *t would be 
too great a temptation. And beside, what would they think of my 
forgetfulness ? They would nm their jokes upon me, and call me the 

husband of the statue. If it is not stolen Luckily, however, 

these rascals are afraid of the statue, and dare not come within 
arm's length of her. Bah ! 't is no matter ; this other ring will do.* 

The two ceremonies, religious and civil, were performed with 
suitable pomp ; and Mademoiselle de Puygarey received the ring 
of a Parisian milliner, without suspecting that the bridegroom had 
made for her the sacrifice of a pledge of love. The party then 
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seated iheraselves at table, where they ate, drank, and even sang 
by turns. I pitied the bride, for the coarse and vulgar jests to which 
she was exposed. She, however, made the best of her situation, 
and her embarrassment was neither that of awkwardness nor affec- 
tation. Possibly courage comes with difficult, situations. 

At length breakfast terminated, and it was now nearly four 
o'clock : the men walked out into the park, which was a magnificent 
one, where they amused themselves with looking at the peasant 
girls of Puygarey in holyday attire, dancing on the greensward of 
the chateau. In this manner we whiled away some hours. In the 
mean time the women crowded around the bride to admire her 
wedding presents. Afterward, she changed her apparel, and I 
noticed that she covered her beautiful tresses with a cap, and hat, 
and feathers, for married women usually lose no time in assuming 
the dress which custom forbids them to wear as maidens. 

It was nearly eight o'clock when all were in readiness to set off 
on our return to Ille. And then a pathetic scene took place. The 
aunt of Mademoiselle de Puygarey, who had supplied to her the 
place of a mother, a very aged and pious lady, was not able to 
accompany us to the city At the leave-taking, she made to her 
niece a long and touching speech on the duties of a wife, which 
produced a torrent of tears, and kisses, and embracings without 
end. Monsieur Peyrade compared this separation to the rape of the 
Sabines. We at length got away, and during the journey, every 
one attempted to divert the bride, and make her smile, but in vain. 

At Ille, supper was waiting for us, and such a supper I If the 
coarse jollification of the morning had shocked me, still more so 
now, did the vulgar jests and rude jokes of which the bride and 
groom were especially the subjects. The bridegroom, who had 
disappeared for a few moments before seating himself at table, 
looked pale and haggard. He drank freely every few moments, of 
the old wine of Collioure, which was almost as strong as brandy. 
As I was seated by his side, I thought proper to caution him. 

* Be careful I ' said I ; * they say that wine ' I hardly know 

what foolish speech, in accordance with the tone of the company, I 
was about making, when he touched my knee, and in an imder 
tone, whispered : 

' When they get up from table, let me speak two words with 
you.' 

His solemn manner surprised me. I looked at him more atten- 
tively, and remarked a strange alteration in his countenance. 

* Do you feel indisposed ? ' inquired I. 

* No I ' and he began again to drink. 

Presently, amidst shouts and clapping of hands, a child of about 
eleven years of age, who had slipped under the table, held up 
before the company a pretty riband of white and red, which he had 
just detached from the dress of the bride. They called it her 
garter. It was immediately cut in pieces, and distributed among 
the young men, who ornamented their button-holes with it, after an 
old custom which is still observed in some patriarchal families. 
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This made the bride blush to her eyes. But her confusion was at 
its height, when Monsieur Peyrade, having proclaimed silence, sang 
to lier some Catalonian verses, which, as he said, were impromptu. 
Their meaning, as nearly as I could comprehend them, were as 
follows : 

* What is the meaning of this, my friends? 
Does the wine raase roe to see doable ? 
There are two Venus^s here ' 

At this, the bridegroom suddenly turned his head with an air of 
affright, which set all the guests a laughing. * Yes, my friends/ 
continued Monsieur Peyrade : 

* There are two Venus's beneath my roof. 
The one I found in the earth like a truffle ; 

The other, heaven-descended, comes to share with us her girdle.* 

He wished to say, * her garter.* 

* My son take which you like the best ; 
The Roman, or the Catalunian Venus. 

The rogue chooses the Catalan, and his choice is good. 

The Roman is black, the Catalan is fair. 

The Roman is cold, the Catalan inflames the hearts of all who approach her.' 

This sally excited a hurrah so loud, and shouts of applause, and 
laughter so obstreperous, that I thought the ceiling would have 
fallen upon the table. There were but three serious faces present : 
those of the newly-married pair, and my own. I had a violent 
headache ; and beside, I know not why, a marriage always makes 
me feel sad. This one, moreover, was not to my taste. 

Some concluding couplets having been sung by the deputy magis- 
trate, which, I must say, were quite clever, we passed into the hall 
to witness the departure of the bride, who, as it now drew near 
midnight, was soon to be conducted to her chamber. At this 
moment. Monsieur Alphonse drew me into the recess of a window, 
and with averted eyes said : 

* I know you will laugh at me ; but I do n*t know what is the 
matter ; I am bewitched ! The devil 's got me ! * 

My first thought was, that he imagined himself threatened with 
some such malady as those of which Montaigne and Madame de 
Sevigne speak : 

* Tout I'empire amoureux est plein d'histoires tragiques,' etc. I 
remembered, however, that these accidents only befel men of wit 

' You have drank too freely of the CoUioure wine, my deajr Mon- 
sieur Alphonse,' said I. ' You remember I cautioned you against it.' 

' Yes, may be so,* replied he, in a lamentable voice ; * but this is 
something much more dreadful.* 

He spoke in broken accents, and I thought him completely 
tipsy.* 

* You remember my ring ? ' continued he, after a few moments' 
silence. 

' What of it ? Has any one stolen it ? * 
•No.* 

* Well, then, have you got it ? ' 
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* No. I — I cannot get it off the finger of this devil of a Venus.' 

* Indeed I you did not pull hard enough.* 

* Yes I did ; but the Venus — she has shut her finger ! * 

He looked fixedly at me with a haggard expression, and leaned 
against the casement for support 

' What a story is this ! * said I : * you have pushed the ring on too 
far. To-morrow you can get it off with pincers ; but you must be 
careful not to injure the statue.' 

* No I no I I tell you, the finger of the Venus is bent, closed; she 
shuts her hand ; do you understand me ? She is my wife, doubt- 
less, since 1 have given her my riug. She will not give it back.' 

For an instant, I experienced a sudden chill, and my flesh 
seemed to creep upon me. But a long-drawn sigh, which he gave, 
sent a puff of wine into my face, and all emotion vanished. 'The 
miserable wretch,' thought I, ' is completely drunk.' 

' You are a learned man, Sir,' added the poor fellow, in a deplor- 
able tone ; * you know all about this sort of statues ; may be there 
is some power, some deviltry, which I do not understand. If you 
would go and sec I ' 

* Willingly,' said I ; * come along with me.' 

* No ; I had rather you would go alone.' 

I left the hall : the weather had changed during supper, and the 
rain was beginning to fall with violence. I was about asking for 
an umbrella, when a sudden thought stopped me. * 1 shall make a 
great fool of myself by going to see if what this dnmken fellow has 
told me, is true. And beside, it is possible he wishes to play some 
trick upon me, to set these honest country folks a-laughing, and the 
least that I can get off for will be a good soaking, and an attack of 
rheumatism.' 

I cast from the door a glance toward the statue, which was drip- 
ping with water, and then ascended to my chamber, without reenter- 
ing the hall. I went to bed, but could not get asleep. All the 
scenes of the past day were present to my mind. I thought upon 
this young girl, so beautiful and so pure, abandoned to a brutal 
drunkard. ' What a detestable thing,' said I to myself, ' is a mar- 
riage of convenience ! ' A magistrate puts on a tri -colored scarf, a 
priest a stole, and here is one of the finest girls in the world given 
up to a minotaur! Wliat can two beings who do not love each 
other have to say at a moment like this, which two real lovers 
would purchase at the price of their existence ? Can a woman 
ever love a man whom she has once seen make a beast of himself? 
First impressions are never effaced, and I am sure this Monsieur 
Alphonse deserves to be hated.* 

During my monologue, which I have here much abridged, I 
heard a great deal of walking to and fro through the house, doors 
opening and shutting, and carriages leaving : then I seemed to hear 
upon the staircase the light footsteps of a number of women which 
were directed toward the end of the corridor opposite my chamber. 
They were probably the attendants of the bride, whom they were 
conducting to the bridal chamber. At length they all re-descended 
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the staircase. The door of Madame Peyrade was closed. * How 
troubled and sad must this poor girl now feel I ' thought I, as I 
turned myself upon my bed in not the best of humors. A bachelor 
plays but a sorry part in a house where a wedding is taking place. 

Silence reigned for some time, when it was interrupted by heavy 
footsteps which ascended the stairs. The steps of wood creaked 
loudly. 

* What a booby ! * exclaimed I. ' Ten to one, he will fall down 
the stairs.* 

All became tranquil. I took up a book to change the current of 
my thoughts. It was a statistical work of the department, enriched 
by a memoir of Monsieur Peyrade upon the Druidical monuments 
of the district of Prades. I fell asleep at the third page. 

I slept badly and awoke a number of times. It might be about 
five o'clock in the morning, and I had been awake more than twenty 
minutes, when a cock crew. Day was about breaking. At this 
moment I distinctly heard the same heavy footsteps, the same 
creaking of the stairs which I had heard before I went to sleep. It 
seemed strange. I tried, while yawning, to divine why Monsieur 
Alphonse should get up so early. I could imagine nothing that 
seemed probable. I was about closing my eyes, when my atten- 
tion was again excited by a strange trampling of feet, with which 
was presently mingled the ringing of bells, and the noise of doors 
loudly opened ; I then distinguished confused outcries. 

' My drunken friend has set fire to something ! ' thought I, as I 
leaped from my bed. 

I dressed myself quickly and went out into the corridor. Cries 
and lamentations proceeded from the opposite extremity, and a pierc- 
ing voice was heard above all the others, exclaiming, * My son I my 
son ! ' It was evident that some accident had happened to Monsieur 
Alphonse. I ran to the bridal chamber; it was full of persons. 
The first object which met my eyes was the young man half 
dressed, stretched across the bed, the frame work of which was 
broken. He was livid and motionless. His mother was weeping 
and uttering wild shrieks at his side. Monsieur Peyrade in extreme 
agitation, was rubbing his temples with cologne water, and putting 
salts to his nostrils. Alas ! his son had been for some time dead. 
On a couch, at the other end of the room, lay the bride in strong 
convulsions. She uttered inarticulate cries, and two stout maid- 
servants could scarcely hold her. 

* Good God!' cried I, *what has happened?* I approached the 
bed, and raised the body of the unfortunate young man ; he was 
already cold and stiff The set teeth and blackened face expressed 
the most horrible agony. It was evident that his death had been 
violent, and that he had suffered terribly. No traces of blood, 
however, were to be found on his clothes. I drew aside his shirt, 
and perceived upon the breast a livid mark, which extended around 
the sides and back. One would have said that he had been 
enclosed within a circle of fire. My foot touched something hard 
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which lay upon the carpet; I stooped down and found it wtis the 
diamond ring. 

I led Monsieur Peyrade and his wife to their own chamber, to 
which I afterward caused the bride to be conveyed. * You have 
still a daughter/ said I to them ; * she requires all your care.' I 
then left them alone. 

I had no doubt that Monsieur Alphonso had been the victim of an 
assassination, the perpetrators of which had found means to intro- 
duce themselves by night, into the bridal chamber. The bruises 
upon the breast, and their circular direction embarrassed me a good 
deal, for a club or bar of iron would not have produced them. 
Suddenly, I remembered to have heard that at Valencia the bravos 
are in the habit of using long sacks of leather filled with fine sand, 
for the purpose of putting to death those for whose murder they 
have been paid. I immediately recalled to mind the Arragonian 
muleteer and his threat ; although I could scarcely beheve that a 
few random words would have instigated him to so terrible a revenge. 

I went throughout the house, seeking all over for traces of a 
breaking in, but could find none. I then went into the garden to 
see if the assassins had got in on that side, but could perceive no 
certain traces. The rain of the preceding evening had besides so 
softened the ground that it would not well retain an impression. 
I observed, however, some footprints deeply indented in the soil ; 
they seemed to be in contrary directions but on the same hne, 
leading from the angle of the hedge adjoining the tennis-ground, 
and terminating at the door of the house. They might have been 
the steps of Alphonse when he went to look for his ring upon the 
finger of the statue ; or, the hedge being less closely planted at lliis 
place than elsewhere, it might have been here that the murderers 
had effected their entrance. As I passed to and fro before tlie 
statue, I stopped a moment to look at it, and I must confess I 
could not on this occasion behold its expression of ironical wicked- 
ness without a sense of dread ; and, my head filled with the scene 
of horror I had just witnessed, I seemed to gaze upon an infernal 
deity mocking at the calamity which had befallen the house. 

I returned to my room, where I remained until mid-day: I then 
came forth and made inquiries about my hosts. Tliey were a little 
more composed. Mademoiselle de Puygarey, I should say the 
widow of Monsieur Alphonse, had recovered her senses. She had 
even had an inter\'iew with the king's attorney of Perpignan, then 
on circuit at Ille ; and this magistrate had received her deposition. 
He requested mine. I told him all I knew of the melancholy affair, 
and did not conceal my suspicions of the Arragonian muleteer ; for 
whose arrest he gave immediate directions. 

* Have you learned any thing from Madame Alphonse ? ' said I to 
the magistrate, after my deposition had been taken down, and 
signed. 

* The poor young creature has become completely deranged,' 
answered he, with a mournful smile. * Crazy ! completely crazy I 
Her strange story is as follows : 
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* She had been in bed,' she says, ' a few minutes, the curtains 
drawn, and every thing silent, when the room door opened, and 
some one entered. Madame Alphonse was then lying on the far- 
ther side of the bed with her face toward the wall. She made no 
movement, thinking it was her husband. In an instant the bed 
creaked loudly, as if it had received an enormous weight. She was 
greatly terrified, but dared not turn her head. Five, ten minutes 
perhaps — for she could form no idea of time — passed in this man- 
ner. She then made an involuntary movement, or it might have 
been the person in bed who made one, and she felt something in 
contact with her as cold as ice. These are her expressions. She 
buried herself beneath the bed-clothes, and trembled from head to 
foot. Shortly afterward, the door opened a second time, and some 
one entered, who said : * Good evening my little wife.' Presently, 
the curtains were withdrawn, and she heard a struggle and a stifled 
cry. The figure in bed beside her seemed to raise itself to a sitting 
posture, and to stretch its arms forward. She then turned her head 
and saw, as she says, her husband on his knees upon the bed, his 
head as high as the pillow, in the arms of a sort of greenish-colored 
giant, who embraced him with great force. She says, and the poor 
creature has repeated it to me at least twenty times — she says, that 
she recognized — can you guess what? — the bronze Venus; the 
statue of Monsieur Peyrade I Since this piece of sculpture has 
been here, every body, I think, has gone mad. But I am merely 
repeating the narration of the unhappy lunatic. At this spectacle, 
she became senseless, and probably for some moments lost her 
reason. How long she remained in this swoon she can form no 
idea. When she came to herself, she again saw the phantom, or 
the statue, as she persists in calling it, immovable, the lower part 
of the body in bed, the bust and arms extended forward; and 
between the arms, her husband lifeless and motionless. A cock 
crowed ; on which the statue got out of bed, let fall the dead body, 
and departed. Madame Alphonse pulled the night-bell, and you 
know what followed.' 

They brought in the Spaniard ; he was composed, and defended 
himself with much coolness and presence of mind. He did not 
deny the speech I had overheard, but explained.it, by saying that 
he only meant that on the morrow, when he was rested, he would 
beat his antagonist a game of tennis. I remember, that he added, 
* An Arragonian, when insulted, does not wait until the next day for 
revenge : had I thought Monsieur Alphonse meant to insult me, he 
would have had my knife in his body on the spot' 

They compared his shoes with the print of the footsteps in the 
garden ; the shoes were much larger. Beside this, the innkeeper 
with whom the man lodged, testified that he had passed the whole 
of the night in rubbing and giving medicines to one of his mules 
that was sick. It was also proved that this Arragonian was a man 
of good character, and well known in the neighborhood around, 
which he visited every year for purposes of traffic. He was accord- 
ingly released, with an apology for his detention. 

I had almost forgotten the testimony of a domestic, who was the 
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last person that saw Monsieur Alphonse alive. At the moment he 
was about going to his wife's chamber, he called to this man, and in 
an agitated manner, asked him if he knew where I was. The domes- 
tic replied that he had not seen me ; upon which Monsieur Alphonse 
gave a heavy sigh, and remained for more than a minute without 
speaking ; he then exclaimed, wildly : ' Chme on, then ! the devil must 
have carried him off too ! 

I asked this man if Monsieur Alphonse had on his diamond ring 
when he spoke to him. The domestic paused before replying : he 
at length said, that he beUeved not ; but that he had not paid par- 
ticular attention. *But,' added he, correcting himself, 'if the ring 
had been on his finger, I should doubtless have noticed it, for I 
believed that he had given it to Madame Alphonse.* 

While questioning this man, I felt a little of the superstitions 
terror which the deposition of Madame Alphonse had spread 
through the house, creeping over me; but observing the king's 
attorney looking at me with a smile of pecuUar meaning, I refrained 
from farther inquiry. 

A few hours after the funeral rites of Monsieur Alphonse, which 
so closely succeeded those of his marriage, had been performed, I 
made my arrangements to quit Hie. The carnage of Monsieur 
Peyrade was to convey me to Perpignan. In spite of his feeble- 
ness and distress, the poor old man insisted upon accompanying me 
as far as the garden gate. We walked in silence, he leaning heavily 
on my arm, and dragging himself along with difficulty. At the 
moment of our separation, I cast a last look upon the fatal Venus. 
I well foresaw that my host, though he did not partake of the ter- 
ror and hatred with which she inspired the greater part of his 
family, would be very wilhng to get rid of an object, which inces- 
santly recalled so frightful a calamity. My intention was to per- 
suade him to place it in a museum. As I hesitated about opening 
the subject, Monsieur Peyrade turned his head mechanically in the 
direction, toward which he saw me looking so fixedly. He saw the 
statue, and immediately burst into tears. I embraced him, and 
without venturing to say a single word, entered the carriage. 

Since my departure, I have not learned that any thing has tran- 
spired to throw light upon this mysterious catastrophe. 

Monsieur Peyrade died a few months afler his son. By his will, 
he bequeathed me his manuscripts, which I may possibly some day 
publish. I did not, however, find among them the memoir relating 
to the inscriptions on the Venus. 



P. S. My friend Monsieur de P has just written to me 

from Perpignan, informing me that the statue is no longer in 
existence. Afler the death of her husband, the first care of 
Madame Peyrade was to have it cast into a bell, under which new 
form it now serves the church of Ille. But, added Monsieur de 

P , it seems as if bad luck continues to attend the possessors of 

this bronze. Since this bell has sounded at Ille, the vines have 
been twice frozen. 
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The old dry leaf came circling down, 

On a windy autumn day, 
The leaf all sere, and glazed, and brown, 

On the bleak, bare hill to play ; 
And the sky put on its dreariest frown, 

On that wuidy autumn day. 

The heavy clouds went driAing by, 

As gray as gray could be. 
And not a speck of azure sky 

Could the worn-out wanderer see ; 
That dark, stem man, low crouching by 

The gnarlM old oak tree. 

But drearer grew the inky sky, 

As daylight fled away. 
And the wmds came out, and hurried by, 

As if they dared not stay ; 
Howling aUir, and shrieking nigh, 

Like spirits doomed, at play. 

Then the old man shook his hoary head. 

As on his staff leaned he. 
For the sky above with blood seemed red. 

And the earth a bloody sea ; 
And on him crimson drops were shed 

From the boughs of the old oak tree. 

Then the old man laughed a horrid laugh, 

And shook his head again. 
And clenching fast his crooked staff, 

He turned him to the plain ; 
And the hills rung back nis hellish laugh. 

Mocking in wild disdaui. 

On, on he hurried, but still there rung 
That laugh back from the hill ; 

While livid clouds above him hung, 
And forms, his blood to chill 

High o*er his head in mid-air swung, 
And all were laughing still ! 

The old man noted not his way, 
For hU heart grew cold with fear ; 

And language never breathed by day 
Was whispered in his ear : 

But he hurried on, for he dared not stay. 
Those awful words to hear ! 

He had trod that selfsame path before. 

Ere evening, when he fled 
That mangled form bathed all in gore. 

And to the hill-side sped ; 
And now at midnight met onoe more 

The murderer and the dead ! 
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Hushed were the winds, the clouds rolled bcu^k, 

And on that lonely dell, 
Revealing clear a blood- marked track, 

The cold, pale starlight fell ; 
Ah ! light the old man did not lack, 

llis handiwork to tell. 

lie had loved full long and well the youth, 

So cold and quiet lain, 
But what to him was love or truth ? 

VoT bitter words and \'ain 
Had passed that day ; and now, in sooth. 

He ne'er might love again ! 

Mom came ; and on one fearful bed, 

In that dark, lonely wild, 
With sere brown leaves of autumn spread, 

The sun looked down and smiled ; 
But there they lay. stiff, cold, and dead — 

The old man and his child ! 
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SAINT AUGUSTINE: THE FIRST LOOK. 

I 

There arc places, and there are passages, in life that keep bright 
in all weathers. They improve just in proportion as we have been 
able to contrast them with others, and change, if at all, only to 
come a little closer to the heart. I beg Tom Moore's pardon ; he 
says something about * growing brighter and brighter/ but he was 
thinking of a first kiss, or a last one, which perhaps hangs the 
most ; or at the moment of that writing, he may have had a side- 
thought for the choice wine that smoothed his inspiration ; all which 
are very charming, bewitching, and all-possessing to those who 

affect that sort of thing But I was only thinking of St 

Augustine, East-Florida. I may live to feel a stronger pull at 
the heart ; but so far, St. Augustine is my particular passion. And 
what the deuce is the reason ? It is not my home, for my first step 
* forward and back ' was in the face of a cold wind ; high mountains 
on either side, and the only gap in them opened to the north-east 
All winds north of the sun's track had to bend around and come in 
by that gap. Of course, every thing in that country has a north- 
east cast, and perhaps this is why I love the south, for it 's hard 
loving any thing that is forced upon you with the pertinacity of a 
high wind. Men running after hats, women holding tlieir skirts 
down, topphng chimneys, and faces tied up with the tooth-ache, 
prevail in all that region ; wherefore it is, that those who cannot 
learn to love the place, for these privileges, will (if only to be 
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obstinate) love so much the more the warm sun and air of the 
south, and the quiet, the repose, the opiate of the southern climate. 
But I do not mean the south-west. I was once crossing the Alle- 
ghanies, on my way to the south-west, when, fortunately, it occurred 
to me that the south-west was only a north-easterly continuation, 
and I immediately struck off at right angles, or rather left angles, 
and landed in Florida. That, Sir, is the exact spot, where the 
hat takes care of itself 

I am willing to believe that there are people who sleep with their 
feet uncovered, when the mercury at the bedside is below freezing, 
because I have seen it done, and not as a penance, but a privilege, 
to which the physician gave his consent; and I have myself, spring- 
ing from a warm bed, stepped into a tub of water frozen so hard as 
to require my whole weight to cnish a passage through the ice. I 
have done this often, but not for the pleasure of it. I have also 
been through a course of calido-frigido. I suppose you know all 
about that, Mr. Editor, caUdo-frigido? Well, I will tell you the 
order of proceeding. 

Get into a warm bath, so exactly tempered to your delicacy of 
outline, that the change from the warm air of the room is insfensible, 
and having stretched yourself, part your limbs, so as to produce a 
vacant space in the water, and into this space let your servant pour 
hot water which you will pump up and down with a long-handled 
bmsh. (I say you vdll pump, because if you don't, it will be too 
hot there.) The servant then brings hailing water and continues to 
pour, and you to pump, till your nerves begin to slacken, and insen- 
sibly to you, the pump works slower and slower, and at last it stops. 
You think you are still pumping, but that is a delusion. You are 
now in boiling water, but like the approach of vice, or any other 
insidious thing, the change has been so gradual, that you are not 
sensible of boiling ; you only krww that you are very comfortable, 
and that is sufficient. * John, you may go,' but John knows better. 
Presently you begin to confess that you are a little happier than 
usual, and you speculate about Heaven ; where it may be ; how far 
off, and whether it is possible to make a nearer approach before 
breakfast ; and then a faintness comes over you, a die-away-ative- 
ness, during which, you forgive your enemies, and bless those that 
persecute you ; in short, you love every body and every thing 
beyond all conception, and you would clasp the whole universe with 
all its black spots of sin and damnation, for your heart is melting 
within you. All this time, John has an eye upon you ; and just as 
you are going to sleep, with the infatuation of a man sucking exhil- 
arating gas, he lifts you from the bath, and with a struggle, you are 
landed upon the floor. You stagger, and grasp at a chair to keep 
from falling, and the servant, dipping a pail in a tub of iced-water, 
gives you the whole contents at a single dash. First in front, then 
in the rear, then under each arm ; after which he jumps upon the 
bath, and drops a pail-full on top of you head. Of course you try to 
knock him down with si chair, or poker ; but at every attempt, 
splash f comes the bucket of water ; and at the last throw, the 



562 SketcJies of East-Florida. [December, 

servant disappears. Such, Sir, is the operation ; and they say there 
is no living in this climate without going through it once or t"wice a 
week. If you have lived so long, Mr. Editor, without doing it, 
do n't flatter yourself that you will live much longer. You may die 
suddenly, some cold morning, from not practising the calido-frigido. 
After the calido-frigido, you breakfast ; and stepping into the street, 
any warm morning in January, the snow is melting from the hot 
sun, and the gutters are nmning ; the effect of which is so sicken- 
ing that every body is at a gasp. But you delight in it. In the 
evening of the same day you walk home to dinner in a snow-storm; 
streets glazed with ice, wind blowing a hurricane out of the north, 
and Fahrenheit, as the evening papers tell you, twenty degrees 
below zero ; but to you, the weather is charming ; only a fine brac- 
in I atmosphere. Why ? You and your servant went through the 
same contrasting operation before breakfast. Sir, you are accli- 
mated. 

But we have forgotten St. Augustine. Perhaps there is some- 
thing in getting there that renders the place so charming. The 
pleasantest route is by way of Savannah, which you may reach by 
rail road and steam -boat in three or four days, or in half a dozen by 
packet, with a rough-and-tumble, pleasant or unpleasant, as the wind 
happens, and a day or two additional in working up the river, a tide 
at a time. But there you are in another climate ; and if it pleases 
the wind riot to blow, you are quite indifferent whether tlie ship is 
a day or a week in getting up the river. How delightful to be with- 
out the necessity of overcoat and umbrella ; and oh I how delicious 
the soft warm air after a week's passage at sea. Matter-of-fact 
here, is better than the most frolicsome imagination, especially that 
of being seven hundred miles from the region of ice and snow. 
There is nothing very enticing in the low, flat shores, or the inter- 
minable marshes, or the cormorants standing in a row on the beach ; 
but over all, lying warm and lovingly, is the soft haze of the Indian 
summer, giving the country a look, not hke spring, for that has hfe 
and effort, and the feeling of spring is bounding ; nor like summer, 
with its scorching heat and long wearisome days ; nor is it much 
like our northern autumn, for that has decay and death ; the moan- 
ing wind and the rustling of dry leaves ; the scarlet tea that gives 
the same nervous tremor under foot that green tea does to the head ; 
but (if you won't laugh) it is something like what we imagine of 
the silent land ; not dead, but sleeping. You will query whether to 
crack nuts and eat apples on deck, or go ashore and dream away 
the day, not in joy or sadness ; no looking before or behind, and no 
speculation or argument upon the present; but merely its enjoy- 
ment. How is your blood. Sir? Bounding, with a steady motion 
like the falls of Niagara, or faint and intermittent ? Have you suf- 
fered yourself to get feverish, merely for the fun of the thing, and 
now have to endure its tortures 1 Have you prayed for rest — rest, 
that one burden of your prayer ? Then, Sir, take the first packet 
for the Savannah river, and shoot duck, from the quarter deck ; or, 
if you choose to land on some of the islands, there are hawks there 
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that will let you shoot at them a dozen times without winking I But 
perhaps you are a better marksman. I like any thing that is off- 
hand ; but the wit of aiming hard at any thing, with the savage 
determination to kill, in this world of short-comings, great outlays 
and small returns, is too forced to suit my particular temperament 
I do n't see the point of it The next best thing after shooting, is to 
go ashore on the west side. On the edge of the bluff, which looks 
down upon the rice -fields and the river, there is a small circular 
opening in the live-oaks ; and standing about that circle, are fifty to 
a hundred blacks threshing out rice. There are old men and 
women, and young men and maidens, and all varieties of dress, 
from the coquettish and full, to the indifferent and Aa^-dress of more 
fashionable circles ; skirts tucked, skirts looped, and skirts gathered 
at the waist ; some with a riband, and some with a scarf dangling ; 
all with a head-dress of some kind, and all singing whatever hap- 
pens to be the impromptu of the occasion The boys question and 
the girls answer in a kind of chant, and this is repeated opera- 
fashion once or twice, when the young and old all join in a regular 
break-down, and then the flails come down all as one, and exact as 
the bow-tip of an orchestra-leader. The young girl sings with a 
roguish cast of the eye, and a smile on her lip, but the old men, and 
the old hags of women, how frantic they look as they burst into the 
chorus I Here and there is an old African, who hardly knows what 
it all means, but with a guess at the subject, he joins in with his 
native lingo, and his notes are as well timed and unearthly as the 
best of them. The song may affect to be lively and joyous, but 
it is not so. There is something so sad and wild about it, that I 
defy any one who knows the tones of the heart, to look on and 
listen without something of a shudder. And yet they appear to be 
happy, all but those old creatures who have the look of being past 
all care or hope. On the edge of the bank, in a sentry-box, a man 
stands, with rifle in hand, ready to pick off any bird that may come 
within his aim, and on the other side of the group is an old, blind, 
gray-headed negro sitting in the straw, with a dozen half-naked 
children froUcking about him, and rolling in the sunshine. Puffing 
away at his pipe that went out * long, long ago,' he will sit there in 
the sun hour after hour, bare-headed and almost motionless, mutter- 
ing to himself, or grasping eagerly at the young ones, as though he 
would tear them in pieces ; but they know better, for just so have 
they seen an old cat play with her kittens. Occasionally he starts, 
as though he heard and understood the song of the threshers, and 
with a fling of his arms, as if there again at his old post, he breaks 
out with some old, forgotten ditty, and then crouches down again in 
the straw, motionless as before ; and so the time goes by, fill the 
children lead him away to his hut and his hominy. 

In this lounging way a day or two passes pleasantly, during which 
the ship has drifted up to Savannah, where fifteen darkeys, of different 
sizes and novelties of wardrobe, stand ready, each with a hand 
raised to his hatless head, to take your luggage to Mr. Wiltberger's. 
Not less than fifteen will answer ; for it needs two for a hat-box, 

VOL. xxii. 72 



564 Sketches of East- Florida, [December, 

three for a valise, and five for each trunk. I recommend this in 
preference to the more gentlemanUke way of having your baggage 
sent for ; for a cart would have to be got up for that purpose, and a 
negro who could harness a horse in less than half a day, would be 
too smart to live at the South. With this ragged troop you clamber 
up the high bank, and after a good deal of fuss, find yourself in a 
pleasant room at the Pulaski House, and look out the open window 
to see what is going on ; but the square and the streets are still and 
dreamy as midnight Nothing living save the warm sunlight ; but 
that seems so much a thing of life, that you put out your hand to 
see if it will bite, and, rather surprised that it do n't, look about again 
for an object. 

The shop doors are all open, and through one of them is discov- 
ered a man with a lathered face, the sunshine lying half way up 
his lap, a white barber holding his nose, and a small black one 
whisking about the room with a bru^ Every little while the small 
barber goes out to the door-steps to pull at the ears of a dog that 
lies asleep on the side -walk, and then back again to brush with 
renewed vigor. It is not fly-time, but he is whisking for a picayime. 
And this is all that can be seen of Savannah during the impatient 
half-hour of the day. At the end of that time, a black head appears 
at your door and asks, ' Will massa please walk down to dinner?' 
which being repeated three times to make you fully understand the 
meaning, you follow the head to the first floor, and sit down to con- 
stituents from all parts of the land. Delicate preparations from the 
interior, the substantial from Charleston market, the luxuries of the 
Florida coast, and West- Indian fruits freshly -gathered, are all there, 
to help charm away the hour. Beside, there are pleasant faces and 
bright eyes about you, and not the slightest jar to disturb your diges- 
tion. Those who like to doze or dream over the last half hour, 
will find the low murmur of table-talk as lulling as a brook in a 
June night. After dinner you step into the street with renewed 
conviction that stomach and climate have more to do with one's 
rehgion than most people imagine. The wide street that opens to 
the south (every one knows how beautiful are the streets in Savan- 
nah) leads past a cemetery, where of course it is very still and 
solemn, but it is equally so in every other, save the one that skirts 
the river bank ; and even there the cawing of the crows a mile dis- 
tant over the river comes to the ear as distinctly as in the shut-up 
mountains of the Highlands. Fifty feet below are the outward- 
bound ships, stowing away their cotton for the East, and from their 
gloomy depths comes up the half-smothered, never-ending song of 
the negro slave. All day long you may hear the same monotonous, 
melancholy cry, a little exaggerated as the labor varies ; and, with 
only at long intervals a louder quack from some bold crow ventur- 
ing over, or the far-off* scream of a boat coming down the river, 
there is nothing to prevent your taking a siesta, wherever the 
humor of the moment is disposed to be lazy. 

The journey south from Savannah was formerly made in what is 
called the inland passage, between the Sea Islands and the main 
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land. The boat that ran in those waters, some seven or eight years 
since, promising to reach Picolata as soon as the weather and tide 
would permit, was a small fussy affair, lying very low in the water, 
with no cabin under deck, but hatchways very convenient to fall 
through, and a power of engine, equal to — say five hundred cats. It 
also had about the same power of screaming, and was steered by a 
big black on the upper deck, with the old-fashioned tiller. Much of 
this inland channel is narrow and crooked, running for long distances 
through immense marshes, where the passage was alike solemn 
and slow. If the helmsman happened to look aside for a moment, 
it needed but a slight penchant either way for the boat to go ashore; 
but the motion was never so great as to send us very far inland, 
and by the help of setting-poles and reversed wheels, we were 
soon made to float again. But it would sometimes come to pass, 
that in working with the one desire of getting the boat off, the 
captain and his men forward and the big helmsman aft would not 
amalgamate in their operations, and the boat when launched would 
be heading the wrong way. In such cases, we had to run back to 
find a place wide enough to turn in, or go ashore again very care- 
fully, and repeat the operation. As this occurred pretty often, and 
the captain always found some landing-place to rest over night, it 
was only after many days, and a die-away scream, as though the 
poor old thing was breathing its last, that the boat reached its des- 
tination. Now, the boats are intended to be sea-worthy, and when 
the weather is pleasant, the passage is made outside, running in 
between the islands occasionally to the landings on the coast, and 
stopping at St. Mary's the last night, so as to pass the bar at St. 
Augustine by daylight. The tide of those inland seas and rivers 
seems to be very sluggish; but a little incident occurred a few 
years since, showing the contrary, in no very contemptible manner. 
Half a dozen of us had taken passage for St. Augustine, and the 
third day out, just after we had passed the St. Johns, the wind sud- 
denly freshened from the south, and the boat pitched about to such 
a degree, that we decided upon running back and making the 
harbor. The captain had never passed the bar, and the breakers 
were in one continued dash of foam for miles, presenting no pas- 
sage to the eye ; but a gentleman on board said he knew the way, 
and under his pilotage we floundered through ; and avoiding a wreck 
that was rolling about near the scene of its disaster the day j)revious, 
we ran up to Pablo and fastened to a schooner that was secured to 
a dock ; shortly after, a government steamer came in and made fast 
to us outside, so that the three vessels and the dock, which was quite 
long, extended some distance into the river. After a stroll of some 
hours on shore, prying into the bushes very carefully, for fear of 
Indians, we went back to supper, condoled with the ladies upon 
sea-sickness, discussed the probability of an Indian attack, and 
went to bed. The nights soon fell, solemn and still ; so still that the 
small talk of the pelicans over the river might have been heard 
distinctly ; that is, if any one had been awake to listen ; but some 
time between midnight and morning, there wa3 a sudden shock. 
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something like an earthquake, only more personal ; after which a 
shouting and tramping, but no yells, as in that case it would have 
been an Indian attack. What could be the matter? We might 
have been struck with lightning, or, as any thing is possible to our 
apprehension, it might be that the boiler had burst, though the fire 
had gone out long ago ; but then the engine would certainly have 
screamed at that ; beside, in case of lightning, or steam, we should 
have smelt, or felt it, which we did not. All things considered, as 
there was no cry of fire, nor murder, we turned over in our berths, 
and went to sleep again. The next morning, going on deck, we 
found the boat anchored some two miles from shore ; the govern- 
ment steamer still farther out on the west side; the schooner in 
another direction ; the dock in pieces, hither and yon ; and outside 
of all, dancing about in the breakers, was the wreck. Fine work, 
indeed, for Sunday morning I The old thing had gone up with the 
tide in the night, and getting a fair start, came down broadside on, 
and carried us all out to sea I 

About nine o'clock, we fired up and ran down the coast, making 
St. Augustine early in the afternoon, to the great delight of the 
idlers who had marked our coming by the black hne on the horizon, 
long before the boat was in sight. The coast of Florida above 
St. Augustine is not such as wc should expect from the promised 
land ; a smooth white beach with little hillocks of sand in the rear, 
having a stunted growth of scnib oak, with here and there a cabbage- 
tree, or palmetto, and in the spring a few large flowers of the Span- 
ish'bayonet, looking in the distance like sentries with white feathers, 
posted on the verge of the sea. 

St Augustine, sheltered by an island in front, and a sea-wall 
running close along the town, presents only a long line of low, flat 
stone houses, with narrow sandy streets, a square in the centre with 
a church and cathedral, and at the upper end of the tow^n, an old 
fort, looking as though it had been built in the time of Adam, and 
so, for that matter, looks the town. There is much, very much, that 
would be intolerable in any other latitude ; but oh I beautiful, beau- 
tiful beyond all picturing, the climate I The first day you take to 
be the belle of the season ; a little passee, and a little sad, you 
think, but for all that, very bewitching. Well, the next day rises 
and sets the same, with perhaps a brighter blush at parting ; and 
after a fortnight of such, you feel an utter contempt for all the 
extras and extravaganzas of northern Hfe. Your boxes of books 
are unopened, and so they remain all winter, with an increasing 
wonder that you ever cared for them, when the song, and the 
dance, and the real poetry of life can so thoroughly fill the heart 
Nothing under heaven to do, (so you say in writing home,) and yet 
with fishing, and riding, sea-bathing and nine-pins, pic-nics and 
dances, and the half dozen ' sociables * of the day, not forgetting the 
one * round the comer,* you will go to bed in the small hours, with 
some urgent fancy still ahead, which will be fresh for the morning; 
and, sure that the sun will rise to-morrow, and abide with you, you 
neither hurry your dreams nor your breakfast The devotional 
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hour, to be sure, is at sunrise; but the Catholic bells are ringing at 
all hours of the day, and a man would be indolent indeed, who 
could not make out some religion from these multiplied con- 
veniences. 

So passes the day, the week, the month, the winter ; and with so 
much done, there are so many pleasant things undone, that the 
longer you tarry the greater will be the throng to put a finger on 
your hps at the last good-bye. Verily, those who love pleasant 
faces and warm hearts will love St. Augustine. But it is not the 
place for all. The young, the eager, and the ambitious should not 
go into that silent land ; and especially to those who have that kind 
of nervous irritation which requires stimulants to allay, would the 
climate be frightful. Such persons would have the St. Vitus's 
dance. But the mentally-dyspeptic, and all those who have tired 
of crowds, and forced civilities ; all those, in short, who in one way 
or another have *had enough of it,* will find all true as above 
written. 

Have you ever found yourself sitting up in bed after long illness, 
fever or delirium ? You listen to the song of birds, and the thou- 
sand and one voices of the outside world, and wonder whether you 
are in the same old planet from which you retired long ago in sick- 
ness and disgust. You think back, and there is a confused memory 
of pain and trouble ; of long nights in which you neither slept nor 
waked ; of a kind hand that seemed ever vainly attempting to 
minister comfort about you, and of low tones sounding in your ear 
like voices in the dark : musing in this way, you sink back upon the 
pillow, with your face turned to the light, and after a little, begin 
to argue with yourself, very rationally as you think, whether this 
too is not a dream, only pleasantcr than usual ; and then you dispute 
whether you were just now sitting up in bed, and deciding on the 
whole that that too was a delusion, you fix your eyes upon the sun- 
shine playing on the carpet, and sleep again. Half an hour after- 
ward you wake to the touch of warm lips, the clasp of warm arms, 
and open your eyes to another's and so forth. 

Not unlike, in this quiet city of St. Augustine, is the feeling with 
which you thank God that you have escaped the fretting, restless 
fever of a northern life. As to the lips and arms, I say nothing ; 
but oh I good-bye to the long faces, the sharp look of care and 
apprehension ; the cold reply, the nish of the eager heartless throng ; 
good-bye to all your cold things of the forty-second latitude I I look 
back upon the long line of a thousand miles, and say that your cold 
winds shall not reach me ; your blustering northerners, and your blus- 
tering politics shall storm within their own dominions. Good-bye I 
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There 's not a heart, however rude, but hath some little flower 
To brighten up its solitude, and scent the evening hour : 
There 's not a heart, however cast by grief and sorrow down, 
But has some memory of the past, to love and call its own. 
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THE MEETING AT SEA. 



'Sposbw — BspL 5. L\t 47 41, Lon. 13. ahip South Carolina. Owvn. fmm Ha^re. for Kew-Orlean« : (trjVb* 
Rocheiter, atCoweii. from New Orleaii«. comznamded bj a non of Cxi.>t^n Owsw. They h«d not «<*«!i. •^'i--b 
other for several yean, and the weather being fine. Oaptain Owkm of the Kooheetar made a viait tv hla paroit) 

Sutrrxva Lin. 



When amber skies huni^ o'er the wave, 

And autumn winds were light, 
And neither sea-fowl dij>ped his bill, 

Nor petrel took her fli/^nt ; 
When o er the ocean here and there 

A tremulant ripple swept, 
And on the vast Atlantic's breast 

A deepening^ silence slept ; 
The captain of a gallant ship, with hearty sailors manned, 
Paced slowly o'er the quarter-deck, and all the horizon scanned. 

The stamp of youth not yet removed, 

He troac with manly grace ; 
His heart unhurt by brooding woes. 

No wrinkle marred his face ; 
Yet. with a brow sunburnt and broad, 

All eye with eagle's fire, 
A stalwart form, might well work out 

Ambition's proud desire ; 
He for the moment felt a thrill as tender yet as wild 
As e*er touched woman's bosom, or the heart of sunny child. 

A&r, and yet how far it was ! 

A white speck caught his eve. 
Most like the wing of some fair bird, 

Between the wave and sky ; 
But though along the trackless deep 

Such things were often seen. 
The sailor's eye was moistened. 

And he showed an altered mien ; 
Whoever could then have looked upon the compass of his soul, 
Had marked the needle of quick joy point truly to Hope^s pole. 

' Make sail ! make sail ! ay, Yore and aft, 
Below, and up alofl ; 
Spread wide the billowy canvass. 

To catch the breezes sofl. 
My spirit feels, that ere this day 

Shall deepen into shade, 
Or ere these winds shall all expire, 
Or sunset colors fade, 
I '11 grasp a hand, and clasp a form, ungrasped, unclasped for years ! ' 
' Ay, ay ! make sail ! ' the seamen cried, * staud by to haul, with cheers ! ' 

Then glided fleetly o'er the wave 

That tall and grace^l ship. 
While ripples murmured at her bow, 

As words from woman's lip ; 
The dark keel glided onvraro, 

O'er beds of tinted shell. 
And shaded from the intruding sun 

Full many a mermaid cell. 
Joy was around her — joy above, as on her path she went, 
Like some o'er-joyful messenger, on welcome errand sent 
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As some white cloud which riseth up 

Throug^h Heaven^s eternal blue, 
That speck in the horizon rose, 

And broader, larger grew. 
Full soon three taper top-masts lie 

Outlined against the sky, 
And from the halliards, waving out. 

Three well-known signals fly ; 
* Bear down I 't is he ! my noble Sire ! as cherished on the seas 
As when, a child, I clambered up, to prattle on his knees ! * 

• ••••• 

Behold ! two ships upon the deep. 

With canvass partly furled, 
And flags that droop along their masts, 

By breezes scarcely curled : 
No sound of flapping rope is heard. 

No creak of heavy block ; 
But side by side, and easily. 
Those meeting vessels rock. 
' My son ! my father ! * Both have met upon that ocean-plain. 
And thoughts of home and childhood-life crowd on their hearts again ! 
Nr-w-OrUcuis^ Oct.^ 1943. A. C. Auiswoiitu. 
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fiarrg parson. 



ORArrrn sinurvKirrB. 

Michael Rust sat in his office with his arms twined round 
his knees, and his chin bowed down to them, like a wild beast 
crouching to spring. His thin cheek was thinner than on the day 
before ; his hair tangled and matted ; and, unconsciously, he grated 
his teeth, and muttered to himself. But he neither moved, nor 
changed his position; and the black flashing eye, which darted 
hither and thither, never resting, even for a moment, alone showed 
that his mind was on the alert. 

He was awaiting the return of his messenger, who was exceed- 
ingly dilatory. Step after step came and went Persons ascended 
and descended the stairs ; and as the morning advanced, and the 
hours of business approached, the sound of out-door bustle increased, 
until a perfect current of human beings seemed to pour through the 
street. Still, Rust sat there in silence, watching the return of his 
clerk. Once, he fancied that he distinguished his voice in the entry. 
He got up, opened the door, and looked out ; a strange man was 
loitering in the passage, but no one else. He shut it, dragged a 
chair to the middle of the room, stamped it down heavily, and flung 
himself into it, gnawing his flst with impatience. Ha ! a step slowly 
ascended the stairs. He was certain this time. It was Komicker. 
There was no mistaking that heavy, irregular tread ; but, never- 
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theless, Rust did not stir until the door opened and Komicker 
walked in. 

* Your answer I ' said Kust, looking at him, as if to read his suc- 
cess in his features. 

* lie '11 come.' 

* When ? ' 

* He did n*t say,' repUed liis clerk, shutting the door by butting his 
shoulder against it. 

* Did he write ? ' 
'No.' 

* Gk)od I ' replied Rust, abruptly. * Any thing else ? ' 

* No. If you 're done witli me, I '11 get my breakfast* 
' Go.' 

Komicker departed, and Rust relapsed into his old attitude, occa- 
sionally biting his nails, or passing his fingers throngh his matted 
hair, or casting a suspicious glance toward the door. 

Half an hour had passed, and Rust was absorbed in his own 
dreams, when he was startled by a heavy step at his door. He sat 
up in his chair, and listened attentively, holding his breath. There 
was something in that step which he did not like. It was calm, 
slow, and deliberate. He hoped that it would pass on, but it did 
not. Two hard knocks at the door followed. 

' Come in,' said Rust, without rising. 

The door opened, and Harson and Holmes entered. Still Rust 
sat where he was, with his black eyes peering from beneath his 
heavy brows, and glancing from face to face. 

* I 'm seeking a Mr. Rust,' said Harson, advancing. 

* That 's me. My name is Rust,' was the laconic answer. 

* And mine is Harson,' replied the other. ' I received this, this 
morning,' said he, pointing to the letter which he had received from 
Komicker, and have come to keep the appointment proposed in it' 

Rust moved uneasily on his chair, and turned to the lawyer; for 
some moments he did not speak ; but at last, seeing that no farther 
efforts at opening a conversation were made by his visitors, he 
pointed to Holmes, and asked : 

* Is that gentleman's name Henry Harson, too ? 

* No,' replied Harson. 

* Then he was n't invited here. My note was to Henry Harson, 
and to no one else. My conversation is to be on private matters, 
which I do n't choose to make known to every body.' 

* Perhaps it is as well that I should go,' said Holmes, without any 
trace of anger. * I 'II leave you, Harry, and will return in half an 
hour.' 

He was leaving the room, when Harson laid his hand on his 
arm, and said : ' No, no ; do n't go, Dick ; I can't spare you.* Turn- 
ing to Rust he added : * There are no secrets between this man and 
me, and I do n't intend that there shall be. So, what you have to 
say, you must speak out before us both, or keep it to yourself* 

Rust eyed him for a few moments in silence, with his thin lips 
closely compressed, and then looked on the floor, apparently making 
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up his mind. At length he said, in a slow tone : * So you toill have 
him here, will you ? Well, be it so. Should what I say hit hard, 
thank yourself that one more knows it than is necessary I ' 

He went to the table and took up a letter, which he handed to 
Harson. * Did you write that ? * 

Harson opened it, and ran his eye over it. ' I did,* said he. 
• How came you by it ? ' 

* No matter. You '11 find that out, some day ; but not now. I 
may have borrowed it, I may have found it, or bought it, or begged 
it, or stolen it. Michael Rust, you know, is not too good to do any 
thing. I think you hinted something of the kind in it* 

Harson passed the letter to Holmes, who seating himself, deliber- 
ately perused it, and turned it over, and examined the back, with a 
kind of habitual caution. There was a smile upon his lips, as he 
read it, that puzzled Rust. * It *s not at all improbable that he may 
have stolen it,' said he, folding it up, and returning it to Harson. 
' The language is free, but no doubt it is deserved.* 

Rust's eyes fairly shot fire, as they encountered the calm, steady 
gaze of the old lawyer. But he could not look him down, and he 
turned away and said : 

* I 'm not fond of law, or there is that in that letter which, if 
revenged in a court of justice, would fall heavily upon the writer 
of it' 

' Perhaps so, perhaps so,* said Holmes, in reply. 

' Well, Sir, I '11 not waste time about this matter, but will state 
why I sent for you ; which weis, not to ask favors, but to warn you 
against the consequence of your own acts. For weeks, a man whose 
gray hairs might have brought him prudence, has been at work in 
the dark, tracking my footsteps, prymg into my actions ; throwing 
out insinuations against me ; asserting nothing openly, but doing 
every thing in secret ; working with the vilest tools, and frequenting 
the haunts of the very ofiscouring of the earth. It was a noble pur- 
suit,' said he, bitterly, * and it was worthy of the person upon whom 
I was at last able to fix it That person was you, said he, pointing 
to Harson. ' Stop, Sir ! ' said he, seeing that Harson was going to 
speak, * stop. Sir. Your turn will come. Hear what / yet have to 
say. I have told you what you have done ; I have told you too 
that I hated law ; but if you think that I am the man to be hunted 
down like a beast, and branded in the eyes of the world, with impu- 
nity, you do n't know Michael Rust* 

Harson's fingers had gradually closed, until his fist grew into a 
form not unlike the head of a sledge-hammer ; and for a short time 
it was a matter of no small doubt whether it would not light upon 
the sharp, fierce face that glared upon him. But a cautioning 
glance from Holmes called him to himself; and he replied in a 
manner which, if less to the point, was at least more peaceable : 
' What I have done, I will abide by ; what I intend to do, you '11 
find out, and that soon. Take your own course, and I '11 take mine. 
If you are innocent, you *11 not be injured ; if you are not, you '11 get 
your deserts.* 
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Rust bit his lips at this quiet answer. * Perhaps/ said he, in a 
low, sneering tone, * since you seem to be so anxious to pry into my 
conduct, you may obtain more authentic information by applying to 
me in person; and perhaps you will not object to make my mis- 
deeds, of which you hint so freely, known to wc, who certainly am 
interested in learning what they are/ 

Harson drew Holmes to the other end of the room, where they 
whispered together for some moments ; after which, Holmes turned 
to Rust, and said : 

* Your name, I think, is IVIichael Rust ? * 

* That is my name/ replied Rust, bowing stiffly. 

* And you accuse Mr. Harson of having endeavored to injure your 
character ? ' 

* I do,' replied Rust. 

* Perhaps your memory may lead you astray, and his remarks and 
allusions may refer to another than yourself/ 

Michael Rust turned from him with a contemptuous smile ; and 
then tapping the letter with his finger, said : ' Ink never forgets. 
Henry Harson and his friend may both vary their story, but this is 
always the same, and the slanders once uttered against me herCt 
are here still unchanged and unsoflcned.' 

* Against yaii 1 ' repeated Holmes. * Read it again. You are not 
even mentioned in it.* 

* Rust glanced at it ; and the lawyer thought that for a moment 
he observed a change in his features. If so, it was but momen- 
tary ; for he answered in the same low tone, though perhaps with 
even more of a sneer : 

* It was a trap, was it ? Pah ! a child could see through it I It 
alludes to one Henry Colton. The charges are made against him. 
I '11 save you the trouble of farther manoeuvering to obtain informa- 
tion on that point, by informing you that Henry Colton and Michael 
Rust are one. I '11 inform you too that you knew it before you came 
here. If you wish it, I '11 give you the same admission in writing/ 

* I accept your offer,' said Holmes, quietly. * There 's paper/ said 
he, pointing to the table ; * write it on that.' 

Rust cast an angry glance at him, and seemed to hesitate ; but he 
saw that he was watched narrowly, and must not shrink. So he 
sat down and scrawled something, which he pushed to Holmes. 

Holmes read it over slowly : * Alter t}i<U ; the wording is not 
clear/ said he, pointing out a paragraph which did not suit him. 

Rust took up the pen and altered the phrase. 

* Perhaps thai will do ? ' said he, again handing it to Holmes. 

* That 's just what I want,' replied the lawyer, running his eye 
over it, and apparently weighing every word. * But you are very 
forgetful. You have n't signed it.' 

Rust took the paper and signed his name to it. * I hope you are 
satisfied. I suppose you have me now/ said he, with a sneer. 

* I think I have,' replied Holmes, folding up the paper, and putting 
it in his pocket. * Have you any farther remarks to make to 
Mr. Harson or myself? What you have done has been of much 
service, and will save us a great deal of trouble.' 
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* None/ replied Rust ; * I sent for him* said he, pointing to Ilarson, 
* to let him know that I was aware of his proceedings, and to warn 
him that I was prepared to defend myself; and that if he persisted 
in his attacks upon me, he would do so at his peril/ 

* It is well,' said Holmes. * It's frank in you, and no doubt Mr. 
Harson feels grateful. And now that you have finished, perhaps 
you will listen to a strange tale, which I am going to narrate to you. 
I wish you to pay particular attention, as you may find it interesting. 
It 's quite romantic, but strictly true/ 

*Once upon a time/ (that's the way stories begin, I think,) there 
were two brothers living at a place far from this city ; the names of 
whom were George and Henry Colton. The former received a large 
property from a distant relative ; while the means of the latter were 
limited ; so much so, that but for the liberality of his elder brother, 
he would have found it utterly impossible to live, in the style and 
manner in which he always did and still is accustomed to live/ 

* Well, Sir, does this refer to me ? ' said Rust ; ' and if it does, and 
is true, what then ? ' 

* I have not finished,' replied Holmes. * You shall hear the rest 
Shortly after the accession of George Colton to this property, he 
married ; but previous to doing so, to secure his brother against 
want, he settled upon him property sufficient to produce him a 
handsome income.* 

* Well, Sir,' said Rust, ' what then ? ' 

* You shall hear,' replied Holmes. * By this marriage George 
Colton had two children, who in the course of law would have 
inherited his entire property, had they been living at the time of his 
death. These children had reached the ages of two or three years, 
when they were lost in a very singular manner. They had been 
left alone by their nurse, in a room in their father's house ; and when 
she returned, after the lapse of a very few minutes, they were gone ; 
and from that day to this their parents have had no tidings of them. 
Search was made in every direction ; rewards were offered ; persons 
were employed in all parts of the country, and descriptions of the 
missing children were placarded in every quarter. No one was 
more earnest and untiring in his efforts to find them than Henry 
Colton, the younger brother ; for he remembered only his brother's 
past kindness ; entirely forgetting, that if these children were dead he 
would, in all probability, receive his brother's vast property. But he 
was equally unsuccessful with the others. By degrees, hope grew 
fainter, and the efforts of all, except this noble younger brother, 
relaxed ; but he travelled, wrote, had agents employed in every 
direction, and, I am told, is still endeavoring to unravel this mystery. 
And now/ said he, in a low, stern tone, * shall I tell you the reason 
why he failed ? It was this. The agents employed by him were 
put on a false scent ; and although a high reward was offered for 
the discovery of the children, a higher one was paid for keeping the 
place of their concealment undiscovered. Shall I tell you/ added 
the lawyer, in the same tone, * who paid the bribe ? That same 
noble Henry Colton, the younger brother ; and what *s naore, that 
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same man sometimes bore the name of Michael Rust All this can 
be proved beyond the shadow of a doubt, and will be, in a court of 
justice, if we are compelled to do it/ 

The lawyer paused, and looked Rust steadily in the face. 

* Well, Sir,' said Rust, * part of what you say is true. I know that 
the children were lost, I know that I did what I could to find them. 
As to the rest, it is false, and I care nothing for it They are dead, 
I fear.' 

* Not quite,' repUed Holmes. * One of them is already rescued ; 
so that Michael Rust's hopes and schemes are thwarted ; and his 
only chance to escape the arm of the law is to give up the other, or 
to tell where he is.' 

Rust turned toward him, and looking him steadily in the face, 
said : * Well, Sir, if this be tme I 'm glad of it ; but if some design- 
ing scoundrel is desirous of palming off his own brats on an honest 
man, to swindle him out of his property, let him beware, lest he run 
his legs into shackles. For my part, I *ve no doubt that the whole 
tale is a fabrication of that old man's,' said he, pointing to Harson, 

* got up for no honest purpose.' 

* That 's false ! ' replied Holmes, sternly. * Lie as you will ; deny 
as stoutly as you please ; I tell you that what I have said is true, 
and that you are the man.' 

Rust grew deadly pale, but said nothing. 

* And I tell you again,' said Holmes, in the same stem voice, ' that 
^your only hope of escaping punishment is in giving up the remain- 
ing child, or in giving such information as may lead to his discovery. 
Do that, and we will show you all the favor we can.* 

* Nay, more,' added Harson. * We will never let it be known 
what you had to do with it We '11 let it be supposed that the chil- 
dren were stolen, and found. We will keep it quiet, won't we, 
Ned ? ' said he, walking up to the lawyer, and laying his hand on 
his shoulder. 

' You 've said so, and your promise must be kept,* replied Holmes. 

* I shouldn't have made it But you must decide at once.* 

Michael Rust had sat as still as a statue, merely turning his eyes 
from one to the other, as they spoke. 

* Have you done ? ' asked he, in a voice as quiet and composed 
as if the threats just uttered had no reference to himself. 

* You have heard all that we have to offer,' said Holmes. 

' You 're very kind,' rephed Rust ; * you 're very kind ; but you 
do n't know Michael Rust He accepts favors from no man. There, 
there — go I He values your threats and promises ahke ; and neither 
the one nor the other will turn him one inch from his own course, to 
aid you in your dishonest purpose. It's against his conscience. 
Good morning. Our interview is ended, I think. I *m sorry to see 
gray hairs so steeped in depravity.* 

* Michael Rust,' said Holmes, turning to him, ' you have sealed 
your own doom. I'm glad you've rejected our offers, and I now 
withdraw them. You 're unworthy of them ; and you shall have no 
other grace than what the law extends to a felon.* 
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Rust bowed. * You 're kind. I shaD not trouble you to repeat 
the offer. As for the grace extended to felons, I believe there is a 
law which makes a conspiracy to defraud, a felony likewise. It 
takes three to make a conspiracy, in law ; but I have no doubt you 
have abettors. Perhaps you had better examine the matter. I wish 
you good morning, gentlemen ; I wish to be alone.' 

Bust sat without moving, until the sou^d of their footsteps 
descending the stairs was lost, and then he sprang to his feet. 

* Now then,' exclaimed he, * I know where I am ! Now I can see 
where to strike. Ha I ha I We '11 see who conquers, Harry Har- 
son or Michael Rust — a desperate man, who has no alternative but 
to succeed or die. Ho ! ho ! I know where the mine is to be 
sprung ; and I will countermine ! ' 

Listless, desponding, and irresolute as to his course, as he had 
been before his interview with Harson, all trace of it had disap- 
peared now. He had decided upon the steps to be taken ; and, des- 
perate as they were, he was not the man to hesitate. The anxiety 
which had borne him down, disappeared as he ascertained the extent 
of his danger, and was able to nerve himself to cope with it ; and 
his manner was not only cheerful but merry, and his eye shone 
with a self-confidence not unlike that of a gladiator preparing for a 
conflict in which he or his adversary must perish. 

Lingering in his office only long enough to give his two visitors 
time to get some distance off, he put on his hat, locked the door, 
placed the key over it, so that Kornicker might know where to find 
it, and sallied out into the street 



A lover's recollections. 

Could'st thou but know how dark and drear my days, though few, have past 

Since o^er my once light heart Despair his gloomy shadow cast ; 

Without one joy to cheer me here, and not a hope on high. 

The only prayer I offer there, to be allowed to die ; 

Could'st tnou but know (he anguish which iriy tortured heart must hide. 

While a:azin^ on thee smiling still, in youth and beautyV pride, 

While Ustennig to thy thrilling voice until my burning brain 

Is maddened with the withering thought that /must love in vain! 

Thou would'st forgive me that I dare in hopelessness reveal 
The fierce and frenzied agony of soul thou wilt not heal ; 
Thy gentle breast would pity one whose brimming cup of woe 
Has gathered deeper bitterness from passion's scorching glow. 
I thought that even charms like thine my sered heart could not move, 
That sorrow's strength had steeled it long against the might of love ; 
That that last pang, of all the worst, could never more be mine, 
And beauty's power so long defied, I should not bow to thine. 

But oh ! that cold sad freedom lost, I would not now regain ! 

Far dearer to my soul I hold the love thou wilt disdain ; 

Still on mine ear thy gentle voice in silent music falls, 

Bathing my heart as moonlight bathes some donjon's craggy walls ; 

Still can 1 gaze in thought into those bright bewildering eyes, 

Within whose heavenly depth enshrined Love's mighty shadow lies ; 

Still hang upon those lip« which poured their melody of tone. 

And breathed a soAness on my heart, until that hour unknown. w. o. h. ». 
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SONNET. 



TO THS ItS7. BSHRT W. BSZ.LOW8. MSW*TO«K. 



Lo ! where it stands, the green life-giving tree, 

Mid the pure garden of thy noble faith, 

Where tnou, unwearied, tread'st the onward path, 
And Mo:»e8 and Elias talk with thee. 
Droop we beneath the cloud despondingly. 

Thy voice its cheering influence imparts, 

Ancl we arise, and, girding up our hearts, 
Go forth in hope to win eternity. 
Behold ! to thee is given a tongue of fire ! 

Thou speakest wisdom to the ear of youth. 

And age takes counsel from thy lip of truth. 
And each with trust thy teaching doth inspire. 
By this we know the light thou hast divine — 
Ob ! may our darkened souls new lustre gain from thine ! 

Nn^York, Nan., 1843. Hakt E. Hswirr. 



WIDOWS. 



' Dearobbona lei la place d'un corite.' — MoirrAiOMB. 



Fuller says, in his * Holy State* that * the good widow's grief for 
her husband, though real is moderate ; * and it is our object to illus- 
trate the old divine's text by two famous and most ancient stories ; 
but we would in the first place offer a few remarks upon the species 
fvidow. 

If widow be derived from the Latin viduus, void, then Mr. Wel- 
ler the elder's pronunciation, vidder, is the most etymological. We 
are, however, far from sharing that gentleman's feelings toward 
those ladies, cleverest of their class. We love widows. We gain 
by their loss. And the void to us and we fear to them is any thing 
but an ' aching void.' 

In society a Miss is, not to make a pun, amiss. Your sixteens 
and seventeens are always at sixes and sevens among the men. 
They are so walled about by what is proper and what is not proper, 
that they can do nothing but sit bolt upright with their arms folded. 
Their sitting, walking, riding, dancing, talking, are all carefully 
graduated to the proper. They start when you speak to them, as a 
pigeon does when it sees a hawk, and take hold of a man's arm as 
though he were made of phosphorus ; and are bound to look silly, 
and take refuge under mamma's wings, if the air be tainted by the 
ghost of a possible impropriety. In Spanish society young ladies 
are danced with, but never spoken to ; but no more of them : 



* Non ragionam di lor ; ma guarda e patsa.' 
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But a widow, as soon as the becoming sorrow is over, which soon 
takes place, is always gay, always charming : 

* Jkppo. La princesae est reave, Maffio. 
Maf. On le volt bieu 4 sa ^ete.' 

In the first place, the widow sent vivre. She knows how to talk to 
men and how to treat them. In the second, she does what she 
pleases, and Miss Scandal has to shriek, * How improper ! ' in a 
whisper. In the third place, she never grows old. A spinster is on 
the wane at five-and-twenty, and at forty, even Echo would be 
afraid to answer her, for fear she should consider it an ofier ; but a 
widow at thirty is on the ' wax,' and in her prime at forty ; at least 
so says the song. We wonder that all women do not wish they 
were born widows ; and that failing, and the occasion presenting 
itself, do not emulate the fifty Misses Danaus, in the mythology, 
who in their haste to become widows, stabbed their husbands on 
the wedding night. 

The Rev. Dr. Sterne remarks, that * the Lord tempers the wind 
to the shorn lamb.' Bereaved married people must be shorn lambs. 
We have heard widowers a fortnight after the sad event humming 
Gai! Gai! de profundis! — and widows finding the breeze of a 
most comfortable temperature, and keeping up a cheerful liveman- 
loving spirit behind their impenetrable black veils, just as the sun 
shines as brightly as ever behind the darkest thunder-cloud. 

The first tale is that of the Matron of Ephesus, told with infinite 
spirit by La Fontaine in his Contes. He took it from Boccaccio. 
It is to be found in Petronius, who had it from the Greeks. They 
borrowed it from the Arabians, who in their turn owe it to the 
Chinese. Du Halde has it in his version. The origin of most of 
our every-day stories is as completely hidden in the obscurity of 
by-gone ages as the name of the inventor of the plough. Who in 
Heaven's name was the father of jokes ? Was Joseph Miller the 
Joseph who found favor in the eyes of the facile Fatima? Did 
Pharaoh write facetiae? Or did Job edit a jest-book ? Or weis the 
husband of Eve the great first wag ; and must we not consider 
Joseph a misnomer for Adam ? 

Once upon a time there lived in Ephesus a lady renowned for 
her beauty and for her wit, but most of eJI for her intense affection 
for her husband. Mothers cited her as an example to their daughters, 
and husbands were forever singing her praises to their wives. In 
short, the town esteemed itself lucky in possessing within its walls 
such a model of virtue. But alas ! the husband died. Far from 
being consoled by a will full of legacies in her favor, the widow 
abandoned herself to the most distressing grief, and sobbed and 
groaned so bitterly and so loudly, that all the neighborhood was in 
tears. Frantic with her loss, she resolved to descend into the tomb 
with her husband, and to die upon his body. A faithful maid- 
servant accompanied her, after trying in vain to bring back her 
mistress to the love of life. She wished to feed her eyes to the 
last upon the bier of the deceased, and this was the only aliment 
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she intended to allow herself. One day passed in sighing and 
weeping, and her grief omitted nothing which is necessary in such 
cases. 

Another dead body was lodged not far from this tomb, but very 
difierently. His monument was a gallows, and himself his only 
epitaph — a warning to all thieves I A soldier watched him night 
and day, and was threatened with instant death if the body were 
removed. During the night, the sentinel perceived to his great 
surprise a light flashing through the crevices of the tomb, and 
stealing toward it, heard many soft oh*s and alas's. Entering, he 
was amazed to see two pretty women in tears, and inquired politely 
what motive could induce them to inhabit so melancholy an abode? 
The widow did not of course deign to answer, but the servant 
explained to him that they had resolved to starve themselves to 
death for love of the deceased. The soldier explained as well as 
he was able what life was, and asked leave to take his supper in 
their presence, if they would eat nothing themselves. They gave 
him permission. Animated by the beauty of the lady, and assisted 
by the maid, who began to tire of starvation, he pleaded so warmly 
and so well, that the dame consented by degrees to forget her mortt 
and to bestow herself upon him. Just as they had ratified the com- 
pact by a kiss, under the very nose of the defunct, he heard a noise 
without, and rushing to his post, found the body gone I Over- 
whelmed with shame and fear, he returned to the tomb, acquainted 
the ladies with the fate which awaited him, and bade adieu to his 
bride. 

* What ! ' said the servant, * shall we allow you to be hung for 
such a trifle ? No I No I One body is like another. Lict us hang 
up our old master. No one will know the difference.' 

The mistress consented; the 'dear departed* was suspended in 
the place of the thief; and the soldier left the guard-house for the 
palace of the Matron of Ephesus. 

The other story is from the Zadig of Voltaire, and illustrates the 
same characteristic trait. 

One day Zadig's wife Azora retiumed from a walk, swelling with 
rage. * What is the matter, my dear ? * said Zadig ; * what can have 
happened to put you so beside yourself?' 

* Alas ! ' said she, * you would be as indignant as I am, if you had 
only seen what I have witnessed. I went to console the young 
widow Cosron, who not long since erected a tomb to her husband 
near the brook whi?h flows through yonder meadow, and vowed to 
the gods to remain at the tomb so long as the waters of the stream 
should flow by it' 

* There is an estimable woman for you ! ' said Zadig ; * she sin- 
cerely loved her husband.' 

* Ah I ' replied Azora, ' if you only knew what she was doing 
when I visited her I * 

* Well, what ? sweet Azora ! ' 

' She was laboring to turn the course of the stream ! ' Azora was 
so vehement in her condemnation of the young widow's conduct, 
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and overwhelmed her with so many hard names, that Zadig was 
displeased with so great a parade of virtue. 

He had a friend named Cador, who was one of those young 
men whom his wife thought better behaved and more moral than 
most others. He made him his confidant, and promised him a 
large sura if his plan succeeded. 

When Azora, who had been passing a day or two at the house of 
a relation, returned to town, the servants in tears announced to her 
that her husband had died suddenly the night before, and had been 
buried that morning in the tomb of his ancestors at the bottom of 
the garden. She raved, tore her hair, and called the gods to wit- 
ness that she would not survive him. 

That evening Cador asked permission to see her, and they wept 
together. The next day they shed fewer tears, and dined together. 
Cador informed her that his friend had left him the greater part of 
his property, and hinted that it would be his greatest happiness to 
share it with her. The lady wept, grew angry, but allowed herself 
to be appeased. The conversation became more confidential. 
Azora praised the defunct, but confessed that he had many faults 
from which Cador was exempt. 

In the midst of the supper, Cador complained of a violent pain 
in his liver. The anxious lady rang for her essences, thinking that 
perhaps one among them might be good for the liver-complaint 
She regretted deeply that the great Hermes was no longer at 
Babylon ; she even deigned to touch the side where Cador experi- 
enced such intense pain. * Are you subject to this cruel complaint?' 
said she, compassionately. ' It sometimes nearly kills me,' replied 
Cador, * and there is only one remedy which soothes it, and that is 
to apply on my side the nose of a man who died the day before.' 

* That is a strange remedy ! ' said Azora. 

* Not so strange,* he answered, as Dr. Amoult's apoplexy-bags.' ♦ 
This reason, and the great merit of the young man, decided 

Azora. * After all,' said she, * when my husband passes from the 
world of yesterday into the world of to-morrow over the bridge 
Tchinavar, the angel Asrael will not refuse to admit him because 
his nose is a little shorter in the second life than in the first.' 

So taking a razor in her hand, she went to the tomb of her hus- 
band, bathed it with her tears, and approached to cut ofif his nose 
as he lay extended in the coffin. Zadig sprang up, holding his nose 
with one hand, and seizing the razor with the other. ' Madam ! ' he 
cried, * say no more against the widow CosronI The idea of cutting 
off my nose is quite equal to that of turning a water-course I * 

And that is the end of our other story. 

The most sincere of us, ala« I are always hypocrites, but never 
so much as when we bring our grief before the eyes of the world. 

' De anelque disespoir qa^une &me soit atteinte 
La analrur est toujoars moins fone que la plainte 
Toujoun an pea d« fiute entre panni let plean.* 

* Dr. Aktiovlt was a Babylonian of those days, who pretended to cure all diseases by means 
of a bag suspended about the neck of the patient. 
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Etiqukttb ; ok a Guidb to the Usaobs of Sociktt ; mith a Glance at Bad Habits. 
By Count Alfred D'Obsat. Number Six of the * Brother Jonathan' Monthly Library. 
New- York: Wilson and Company. 

Ws opened this little work with avidity. It is the production of one whose iame, as 
an accomplished leader and arbiter in fashionable life, has preceded it for some years 
througchout the United States, and may well impart to it the weight of grave authority. We 
read it to the close without interruption, and with the greater interest, from finding in it, 
as we went on, much more than a bare list of rules of intercourse ; and we rose from 
our chair, gratified by the perusal ; full of good feeling toward its author ; and with a 
passage from the divine Jeremy Taylor hovering in our thoughts. This is it : 

* The Greek that designed to make the most exquisite picture that could be imagined, fancied 
the eye of Chione, and the hair of Psgnium, and Tarsia's lip, Philenium's chin, and the forehead 
of Delphia ; and set all these upon Melphidippa's neck, and thought that he should outdo both art 
and nature. But when he came to view the proportions, he found that what was excellent in 
Tarsia did not agree with the other excellency of Philenium ; and although singly they were rare 
pieces, yet in the whole they made a most ugly face.' 

Now it is the exactness of proportion, and what the painters call the good keeping of a 
picture, that in real life designate the well-bred man. It is that quiet exemption from 
unnecessary display or prominence, in any single feature of character, while all are bean- 
tifully sustained ; it is that style of existence which in the Venus de Medicis makes her 
appear to the eye to enlarge as you approach near and more near that miracle of art ; it 
is that nice adaptation of conduct to momentary occasion, dictated by a cool judgment, 
a determined will, perfect self-possession, and a kind heart ; that mark the character aod 
manners, and give a tranquil and yet pervading and an unfbrgotten charm to the inter- 
course of the true and well-born gentleman : 

' it is not in the power of monarchs 

To make a Gentleman, which is a substance 
Only begot of Merit.' 

Count D'Orsat has this innate perception throughout his chapter on Conversation, and 
he has well illustrated it in that on Dress ; indeed throughout his work he writes as fnrm 
a Source : ' It is bad taste to dress in the extreme of fashion ; and. in- general, those 
only do so who have no other claim to distinctioii ; leave it, in these times, to shopmen 
and pick-pockets. Avoid wearing jewelry, unlets it be in very good taste, and then 
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only at proper seasons. This is the age of Mosaic gold and other trash ; and by dint of 
swindling, any one may become ' flashy ' at a small expense. Recollect that every shop- 
boy can coarsely imitate your ' outward and visible sign ' if he choose to save his money 
for that purpose. If you will stand out in ' high and bold relief,* endeavouc to become 
eminent for some virtue or talent, that people may say, * There goes the eeleirated (not 
the notorious) Mr. So-and-so.* In the same chapter are some valuable hints on dress to 
the other sex, too applicable, alas! too applicable ! As our life is not long enough to do 
anything but praise them, we beg to refer our fair readers to the work itself; the whole 
of which they may read with advantage, and we doubt not with pleasure. We were 
much struck by the noble author's chapter on Dinners in several of its passages, one or 
two of which we are disposed to cite. The following is eminently just : ' Well-bred peo- 
ple arrive as nearly at the appointed dinner hour as they can. It is a very vulgar assump- 
tion of importance purposely to arrive half an hour behind time ; beside the folly of 
allowing eight or ten hungry people such a tempting opportunity of discussing your 
foibles.' 

With us indeed, this * vulgar assumption of importance ' on an occasion of dinner is 
rarely imagined, and would never be tolerated at all ; but we have among us some men 
of genius, ( Heaven save the mark !) to whom the flight of time seems never to be a mat- 
ter of account. We remember having had our whole dinner spoiled (except the game, 
which providentially was not put down) by one of this class to whom the entertainment 
was given ; and when at last, after being sent for, he made his appearance two hours 
beyond time, he remarked very blandly, ' I thought the hour upon your card was five 
o'clock.' The clock was striking seven while he spoke! — yet it was impossible to look 
into his face and not forgive him. But the annoyance of the guests is not much less than 
this to the host, when, as is too frequently the case with us, they are kept waiting on 
their part an unreasonable time beyond the hour fixed for the repast. They have arrived 
in due season, have paid their compliments, and are ready for your soup : and Time 
wears leaden wings until they are seated and occupied with it. It is also at all times to 
be considered, that Lunch is by no means in America a thing of course ; and a man may 
easily, with the kindest intentions in the world, by mere want of punctuality in his estab- 
lishment, disarrange the gastric juices of eight or ten of his best friends ! ! 

' Nothing indicates a well-bred man more than a proper mode of eating his dinner. A 
man may pass muster by dressing well^ and may sustain himself tolerably in conversa- 
tion ; but if he be not perfectly ' au fait,' dinner will betray him.' How true ! How 
infallible has this criterion ever been ! We were surprised at the following observation, 
coming from such a source : ' It is a matter of regret that table napkins are not con- 
sidered indispensable in England ; for with all our boasted refinement, they are far from 
being general. The comfort of napkins at dinner is too obvious to require comment, 
while the expense can hardly be urged as an objection. If there be not any napkins a 
man has no alternative but to use the table-cloth, unless {as many do) he prefer his pocket 
handkerchief — a usage suflicicntly disagreeable.' 

Shade of Grammont ! can it be, that at any table in England at which this true gen- 
tleman, this accomplished nobleman ' observed of all observers,' this cynosure, could be 
induced to sit, there can remain such a vestige of barbarism as this want implies, and 
this high authority establishes ? No table napkin ! No ' alternative but the table-cloth 
or the pocket handkerchief! ' Good Heavens ! can it be a possible thing, that these 
' haughty Islanders ' should rail at us upon both shores, come over the sea and compose 
their ' Notes on America ' at tables where they have been invited as honored guests, and 
friends, and then go home to deliver their venom, and make market-money out of their 
coarse detraction of the domestic manners of their hosts, and spitting-boxes alike of their 
stomachs and their printing-presses ; and this at a time when it is their practice to defile, 
with their soiled fingers, the drapery that covers a board that should be sacred in the eyes 
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of all Christian men, as it is in those of the Mussulman and the Moor ! Oh En^i^laDd ! 

England ! and yet, Fatherland ! Fatherland I to think, that from thy protitick and 

exhaustless bosom, thou shouldest send forth, almost in the same season, to us, warmed 
into life and golden being, the gentle, the accessible, the illustrious Morpeth — whose 
visit hath left a trace oi light along the path he trod upon our shores — and that the same 
Sun should, ' kissing carrion,' give motion from Thee to these maggots of a dead dog ! 
that crawl their way across the same blue deep to mark us with their slime ! But enoug^h 
of this ; at least we use napkins at our dinners throughout the Union, thank Goo ! 

Two other short extracts shall be made, in order to establish with our readers the 
author's right to the rank he holds in society : 

* There is no better test of a man's claim to be considered ' a Gentleman^* than a scrutiny of his 
conduct in money tran.^actions. A man may possess rank and fashion, and, by an assumed frank- 
ness of character, deceive the multitude ; but the moment his purse is invaded, if he be not of the 
true caste, he will display the most contemptible meanness ; he will take advantage of the liberal ; 
eiHuJe^ by every miserable subterfuge, the claims of those he dares not oppress, and unblushingly 
defy those unfortunate persons whose poverty is likely to prevent the due assertion of their rights. 
Such a man may possess station in society — he may be an 'elegant' — he may be •.prince! — but 
if he be not honesty he is not a gentleman.^ 

'Gentility is neither in birth, manner, nor fashion — but in the Mi:f d. A high sense of honor ; a 
determination never to take a mean advantage of another ; an adherence to truth ; deUcacy and 
politeness toward those with, whom yon may have dealings — are the essemial and disiingoisbing 
characteristics of a GsifTLEMAN.' 

The work concludes with an admirable and elaborate analysis of the Waltz ; and it 
is with earnest pleasure that we recommend it as a whole to the readers of the Knick- 
erbocker. 

Since preparing the preceding notice for the press, the following Rides ^ la VOrsaf, 
adapted to the meriiiian of New- York, have been handed to us under the highest &sh- 
ionable sanction, to be appended lo the future American editions of this interesting pro- 
duction. We leave to the publishers the charge of arranging them under the various 
heads to which they respectively belong. 

' I. If your entertainer hand you his box, help yourself immediately to snuff* with the 
fore-finger and thumb of the left hand ; close the box at once and return it him with a 
demonstration of thankfulness for the compliment he has paid you. There is no need, if 
you should not be in the practice of regaling yourself in this way, to taste the snuff; you 
need raise the pinch only once to your olfiictories, and may then let it fall. Neither aflect 
the mastery of the box, by offering it to any one else ; or by passing it round the table 
without an intimation from your host. Never breathe over it ; nor, while you aspire to 
the character of a gentleman, smell from it and say, that ' you wish you could indulge 
yourself in this way.' 

' II. Instruct your servants, that at all times before the course of Game be ser\*ed upon 
your dinner-table, every dish of Vegetables be removed from the apartment. There are 
among us, grave men and of honest extraction who are yet capable of eating cooked 
vegetables even with Game ; and who, with sallad at hand, and a woodcock before them 
extended upon his proper toast, would yet, (if permitted to practice such an enormity,) 
ask the servant for a potatoe without a sense either of humiliation or of remorse ! ! 

* III. Abjure all dinner-communion whatever with the host, who, for the second time, 
places you at his table upon a cushionless chair ; the bottom of which is formed of those 
hexagons of misery made out of split rattan, and known in New- York by the appropriate 
title of Cain-bottoms, doubtless in honor of the first murderer of man : the most charita- 
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ble construction that can be placed upon such conduct being, that your entertainer com- 
passes your death during the ensuing winter : 

* You 're there in double trust : 
First as his Friend ; his Entertainer, oft; 
Strong both agrninst the deed. And ne, your Host ; 
Who should against the sharp Wind close the door, 
Not ban the kni/t himself! ' 

* IV. Never again send a card of invitation to the young person — gentleman we could 
never call him — however great ' his expectations ' may be, who at your ball or evening 
party where ladies are your guests, has had the insolent temerity of lighting his cigar 
before leaving the house. 

' V. Until you thoroughly understand, and can gracefully accomplish in perfect time, 
the varied steps of the Waltz, never venture upon the experiment, even of a single tour^ 
with one of those precious beings, whose feet are formed to touch the earth only par 
eourtoisU ; for — shall I tell you ? — the very hyena might have uttered cries of real griefj 
during more than one morning last winter, over the bruised and discolored spots — traces 
of the last night's movement — upon a small, plump, eloquent foot, where the instep 
fades with a quick descent into the narrow and imperceptible plain, and the heel is lost 
at the moment an upright posture is assumed : and over which nature, until then, had 
gazed, entranced by the dimpling and ever- varying beauty of her Work ! 

* Practise yourself until perfect with some female professional Teacher, who can descnbe 
to you the effects of your gatiekerie^ and instruct you how to remedy it ; or if, as is the 
case with many a worthy young man well received in society, you be come of a numer- 
ous, clumsy family, go it oflen with some of your strong-armed maiden aunts, or good- 
natured sisters, who can honestly and vigorously kick you in return, and break you in by 
degrees ; and teach you feelingly what you are ; and what pain you may impose, and 
absolute lameness you may inflict, upon that irradiation of light and joy, which, (as no 
language can express the pL*asure that she gives,) we call by the pain she sometimes 
causes ; and, in our tears, have named her Wo-man ! 

' VI. Do not entertain the thought, that as a young gentleman * of large expectations ; ' 
or from your being one of those 'admirable waltzers ; ' or one of- that class of favored 
persons whom for whatever cause, the ladies rank immediately next the music when 
they tell the /><.Vc de famiUe^ or the future manager, * We must immediately engage 
So-and-so's band, and here is a list of the indispensable beatix without whom our party 

will be a failure ' do not, although your name be first upon that list, imagine you 

have nothing more to do, than go to the ball ; enjoy yourself as much as you can ; leave 
a card during one of the three following days ; give a passing recognition in the street 
to the lady of the house ; and then cut the family like a watering-place acquaintance 
until they give a ball again, or new-year's day come round to prove you ready for another 
night of pleasure. Leave such a course to the half-bred vulgarian. It is the part of the 
true gentleman on the contrary, after observing the other forms of etiquette toward a 
family whose hospitality he has chosen to accept, to take opportunities occasionally at 
the houses of their mutual acquaintance to renew his cheerful compliments to the lady, 
as he meets her undergoing the routine — alas! how often the laborious; the devoted, the 
unsatisfactory routine — of attending night af\er night upon those in whom her maternal 
wi.«hes are centered and at stake ! Do not believe, (if you require an incentive,) that this 
will be lo^t to you. It is among those amenities of life in which pleasure increases as 
the heart dispenses it Your bosom's lord shall * sit more lightly on his throne ' for this 
employment of his gracious faculties ; and — for there are many attentions that the sex 
love to see exercised toward each other — Eyes shall follow you approvingly, that may 
contain thi untold treasure of your futurt hope.' 
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BASKRrPT Stories. Edited by Harut Franco. *The Hauntkd Merchaxt.' In one 
volume, pp. 361. New- York : John Allen, 139 Nassau-street. 

Soon after the work entitled ' Ilanry Franco ' had made its appearance, we took the 
liberty to send it, together with several other late publications of the day, to our eminent 
contributor, Mr. Washington Irving, then at hischarming ' Sunnyside Cottage' on the 
Hudson. In acknowledging his reception of the books, he took especial occasion to 
speak of * Harry Franco' as a work replete with natural description and quiet humor; 
and on learning that the author was a regular correspondent of the Knickerbocker, he 
added: 'Cherish him; he is a writer of excellent parts, and great promise.' 'The 
Haunted Merchant ' was soon after commenced in these pages ; and after gradually 
increasing in interest, until the interval of a month in its publication was deemed by 
many readers a very painful hiatus^ it was suddenly suspended by the author, owing to 
overwhelming business avocations, which engaged his undivided attention. When, after 
many months, he was once more in the enjoyment of the necessary leisure to finish the 
work, it was not deemed advij«able to resume it at so late a period in the Knickeb- 
BOOKER, but to complete it in a volume, in which it should form the first of a series of 
* Bankrupt Stories ; ' and this is the volume before us, more than two-thirds of which 
will be entirely new to our readers. "We have once or twic« referred to the work, while 
in the process of publication in numbers ; but having re-perused it entire in its present 
form, we cannot resist the impulse to counsel our readers to secure the enjoyment of the 
same pleasure. Aside from the numerous ' palpable hits ' at men, manners, and custonu, 
in our commercial metropolis, there is in the story itself, in its incidents and characters, 
a pervading interest, which increases, not fitfully, but in reguhir and natural progression, 
to the denouement. The curiosity of the reader, stimulated but not satisfied, continues 
unabated to the end ; an opinion on which we pledge our critical judgment, and the co^ 
rectness of which we desire our readers themselves to test in the only way iu which it 
can be tested. Meanwhile, leaving the story untouched, we proceed to select a few of 
the * palpable hits ' to which we have adverted, which we shall arrange under indicatiire 
heads, after the manner of certain of our English contemporaries : 

fashionable physicians : sealing-w.\x. 

' With his accustomed ingenuousness, Jeremiah proceeded directly to the liou»e of Doctor 
Sraoothcoal when he went in puri^uit of a physician, for he knew that that personage wa? celebra- 
ted for his hijrh charges, and he ihuui^ht that no physician could have the ctmscience to value hi« 
services at a higher rate than the rest of tlie faculty unless he were conscious that they were worth 
more to the patient ; and as there were many other simple-minded people beside Jeremiah, Doctor 
8moothcoat had a good many rich patients who enabled him, by their contributions, to live in grfat 
magniGcence, and occasionally lo refresh himself by a vi.«it to Eun>pc, which bronirht him more 
paiiciits than even his high charges, for an European reputation is a great help to one's progress ia 
the New World. 

' Jeremiah^s heart sank within him when he reached the doctor's house, and w^s informed that 
the great man was out on a professional visit ; he waited a long time expecting him lo return, and 
at last came away without seeing him, but left a note on his office-table requesting him to call at 
Mr. Trcnilett's house. He sat by the old gentleman's bed-side until past midnight watching with 

Seat anxiety, but no physician came ; and then, growing alarmed, he went aipiin in searrh of 
octor Smoothcoai. This lime he found the professional gentleman at home, but he was aston- 
ished to learn that he had been for more than an hour in bed and asleep. How could be sleep 
when a patient lay sick almost unto death, wailing foriiis assistance ? 

' But the Doctor said he had not received a call. 

• ' Did you not get the note that I lert for you ? ' asked Jeremiah. 

' • The note ! ' said the Doctor ; ' I have received no communication from you.' 

' ' But I left one upon your office-table,' said Jeremiah. 

' ' Oh ! ah I I do remember that I observed a bit of paper lying there directed to me. but I did not 
think that it could be of any moment,' said Doctor Smooihcoat; 'gentlemen having communi- 
cations to make to me usually seal their letters with wax.' 

' ' Wax ! ' exclaimed Jeremiah, with unusual warmth ; ' wax ! O, true ; it should hare been 
wax ; and here it is sealed with a wafer ; and it has not been opened I Well, well , I am Tcry 
sorry. But, surely the life of a human being is of more consequence than a bit of wax! ' 

* The doctor thought otherwise. He had not been to Eampe for nothing. Moreover, he was a 
conservative, and consequently a great stickler for forms. So wicked a departure from established 
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usages as sealing a note to a person of his consequence with a wafer, was not to be lightly passed 
by. He understood the full importance of wax.' 

WRITING A LOVE-LETTER ! COUNTERFEIT EMOTION. 

' JoHNj aAer he had retired to his chamber, sat down and penned a few bot expressive lines to 
Fidelia, m which he told her in simple langaage, without adornment or exaggeration, that he 
loved her, and that on his return he shouldcall upon her to learn from her own lips whether or not 
she could love him in return. Never before had he expressed himself on paper so easily, so feel- 
ingly, and so much to his own satisfaction. AAcr he had written his letter he read it over and 
over again ; delighted at the true expression of his own feelings, and wondering at his success in 
a style of composition which he had then attempted for the first time. Those who feel can write 
feelmgly ; but counterfeit feelings on paper, like counterfeit laughter, or counterfeit tears, aflect 
nobody, because feelings lie deeper than the eye or the ear, and like can only aflfecf like : as the 
devil could not tempt St. Anthony, although he has tempted so many sham saints before and 
since his time ; and the angel could find shelter with no man but Lot in all Sodom, because Lot 
alone of all its inhabitants partook of the angel's nature.' 

A 'good man,' as THE WORLD GOES. 

* Mant people looked upon Mr. Bates as a very excellent person, as indeed he was : for he 
had always paid his debts, a great thing assuredly in a community where a neglect to ao so is 
looked upon as an odious otlencc, without any consideration of the debtor's misfortunes or ability ; 
but then it must be remembered that nobody would have trusted Mr. Bates beyond his known 
ability to pay ; he had robbed no man of his money, an unusual thinr in those days, when even 
governments and independent slates set examples of dishonesty ; he nad never cheated govern- 
ment out of a penny, although it is right to say thai he had never been intrusted with any of the 
nation's funds ; he had run away with no man's wife, which was a greater merit in him, since he 
would not have looked upon it as an unpardonable offence if any body had run away with his; 
he had never accepted office of a party and tlien proved traitorous to those who placed him in 
power ; a rare virtue in him, since he saw so many examples around him, and heard them spoken 
o( as good jokes rather than as black crimes.' 

DEAD HONORS TO DEAD MEN. 

' When a rich man dies, everybody says : ' Is it possible ! ' as though it were quite an impossi- 
ble thing for audacious Death to grapple with a man of wealth : when a lawyer dies, all the courts 
adjourn with complimentary speeches, and Justice sheathes her terrible leA-handed sword and 
pockets her scales for a whole day ; as though lawyers were so exceedingly rare that the loss of 
one deserved to be wept as a public calamity : and when a merchant dies, all the ships in the har- 
bor hoist their flags half-mast, out of respect to his memor>' ; as though the business of merchan- 
disinjBT was one of such exceeding honor to humanity that the bare accident of being connected 
with it conferred such peculiar merit upon a man that his loss called for a public demonstration of 
grief This last compliment was paid to Mr. Tuck ; and while there was but one pair of eyes 
that wept a tear at his funeral, there were hundreds of yards of bunting, of all possible colors and 
combinations, drooping from the halAmast-heads of innumerable sea-going crails at the wharves, 
and in the river, and bay, out of respect to his memory.' 

A QUAKER damsel AMONG THE WORLD^S-PEOPLE. 

' HtTLDAH was by no means so strict a disciplinarian as her father, and she was guilty of some 
wide departures from the rules of her sect, which would have given the conscientious farmer much 
concemof mind if he had witnessed them. For instance, she had twice accompanied Jeremiah 
to a Presbyterian meeting ; and once she had even entered the precincts of a public garden where 
there was much profane music elaborated by fiddles and comets-a-piston ; and she had looked with 
a manifest liking upon a gentleman and lady, decorated with a wicked profusion of spangles, and 
quite an unnecessary economy of clothing^ who performed certain mysterious and highly fi|;ura- 
tive evolutions, the object of which she did not fully comprehend ; but they were called m the 
bills a * grandpas de deuz.^ ' 

SAGE ADVICE TOUCHING MOTHERS-IN-LAW. 

' It is a matter of grreat mortification to me, my son, that in so important a transactbn as mar- 
riage I am incompetent to give you any advice. But l hope that advice will not be needed by you 
and Julia : you will no doubt be happy in each other; yet there is one thing that an old gentleman 
used to tell me when I was of your age. which I think you will do well to bear in mind. ' Why 
don't you get married my boy? ' he useu to say to me : ' Because,' I would reply, * I don't know 
how to choose a wife, and I am afraid of gettingr a bad one.' ' Poo! poo! ' he would sav ; * any 
wife is good enough, if her mother do n't uve with you, but the best wife will not be good enough 
if she should.' ' 

LOVE-LETTERS. 

' I NEVER liked the looks of letters from young people,' said the old man, drawing a long whiOT 
at his pipe. ' I do n't suppose that Mr. Tremlett would write anything out of the way to ray 
grand-aarter, but I never liked the looks of letters. They have a suspicious look. I am now 
rising my seventy-sixth year, and I never wrote a letter to a yotuig woman in my life ; never ; 
and f don't think I ever shall.' 
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We have but one remark to make, in concluding our notice of ' The Haunted Mer- 
chant* It is printed with large types upon clear white paper ; but the punctuation is 
' most tolerable and not to be endured ; ' and there are other evidences of carelessnesi 
in the proof-reading, which we hope to find removed in the next edition. 



History ov Ettropk fkox thr Commencemkrt of the Fasivcn Rvvoluttox in 1730^ to the 
RBSTOKATio.f or THE BouRBONA iif 1815. By Archibald Alison, F. R. S. E., Advocate. 
In four volumes, 8vo. pp. *i426. New- York : Harper and Brutuers. 

This transcendant work is at length completed, and in four well -bound and well- 
printed volumes, may be obtained of the publishers at one tenth of the price charged for 
the English copy. It certainly is unnecessary for us to enlarge upon the many and N'ari- 
ous merits of this great work. They are every where, and by all claftscs of readers and 
critics, cordially conceded. Certain mistakes there were, indeed, in the chapters upon 
Great Britain and this country, to the commission of which the monarchical and aristo- 
cratical predilections of the author naturally led him ; but when pointed out to him by 
Chancellor Kent, he had the candor to acknowledge them, and the justice to correct 
them, in the edition before us. Another great defect in the European edition has here 
been supplied. The original work was issued without any Index, so that any particular 
document or fact could with difficuhy be disc6vered by the reader. The verx' copious 
Index which is now supplied, adds largely to the value of the work, and so facilitates the 
references which may be necessary, that every prominent occurrence and record amid all 
its multitudinous subjects can be traced throughout the history. A series of explanatory 
notes, tending materially to rectify the author's principal errors, and to enhance the value 
of the narrative, leave little to be desired in this monument of historical research, which 
will be as lasting as it is unrivalled. 



The Rose of Sharox: a Religious SowEifia, for 1844. Edited by Miss Sarah C. Eooar- 
Tox. pp. 304. Boston: A. Tompkins and B. B. Musset. 

Here is a modest but very pleasant annual, which contains, aside from its embellish- 
roents, matter which would far more than repay the small cost of its purchase. Of its 
engravings, however, we may say in passing, that the first is a charming view, exqui- 
sitely drawn and engraved, of ' Sabbath- Day Point ^ on Lake George : the third, a capi- 
tal engraving of Li verserob's 'Good Resolution ; * the fourth, Ueputhah's Daughter ;* 
and the fiAh a pleasant 'Scene on the Hudson.* The volume opens with an essay on 
' Human Life,' from the pen of Horace Greelet ; a paper which we should be glad 
to copy entire, but for the * tyranny oi space' It is written iu an easy, graceful style, 
and is replete with thought and feeling. ' Emma,' by Miss L. M. Barker, deser\'es all 
the praise of the Editor, and will tlwt of the public. The overflowings of a bereaved 
heart are visible in the almost sobbing ' Lines on the Death of an only Daughter ; ' and 
to the writer, as well as to others who have sufllcred the loss of near and dear friends, we 
commend ' The Happy Thought ' which succeeds it, the cx>nclu8ion of which will forci- 
bly remind the reader of the close of Rev. Mr. Dewey's unriN-alled and inimitable dis- 
course upon the ' Natural Dread of Death.' The Editor's portion of the volume is by 
no means the least of the attractions of ' The Rose ; ' and her fair collaboraleurs have 
lightened her task by the excellence of their own contributions. With variety and 
excellence in its prose and verse ; unexceptionable in all its inculcations ; well printed 
and tastefully bound ; we cannot choose but commend the volume to the favor of the 
public, in the holiday season which is approaching. 
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Visitors at thk * Home Department.' — * I cannot make a speech myself/ said a 
wag, when suddenly called upon to address a political assemblage, * but if any body else 
wants to speak, I Ml hold his hat! ' This was an obliging person ; and we here ask leave 
in some sort to imitate his example. While we are making out the Index to the twenty- 
second volume of the Knickerbocker, our readers will permit us to introduce to their 
acquaintance our thoughtful friend ' Hans Von Spiegel,' and our imaginative and mer- 
curial correspondent 'Julian,' whose ' Jhp of New York* in our last number, by the by, 
we placed to the credit of a new contributor to this Magazine, whose hand-writing 
greatly resembles his own. These gentlemen came too late to sit at the regular board ; 
so an' please you, reader, make them welcome, as we do, to our round-table. We have 
' taken their hats ; ' and while the one addresses you, upon a theme neasonaile at this 
present, and fraught with reminiscences of golden days, and the other enlightens unwed- 
ded people on the subject of 'matrimonial gettings-up of a morning,' permit us to 
accomplish our ungrateful task of composing a ' curtailed abbreviation compressing all 
the particulars ' of the various matters contained in the last six numbers of the Knick- 
erbocker. Ladies and gentlemen, ' Hkbr Von Spiegel,' in an * Epistleized Reverie : ' 

* Whil« I mused, the fire buraed.' 

' The gorgeous aatumnal sun had jost sunk behind the line of the Jeraey shore as Hans, an 
hoar since, turned homeward. He had ii in his thoughts, dear Editor, to give thee a desultory 
train of reflections which the quiet loveliness of the scene suggested : the hills of Long Island 
stretching away to the eastward, with their wooded sides yet mantled with the many-colored 
foliage, that brightened in the evening glory of the sun ; the radiant surface of the Narrowsi 
dotted here and there with sails, their swelling bosoms spread to the land breeze ; the white gulls 
returning in many a gyration to find their resting-places among the rocks on the beach ; as they 
had done ages before ; when the red man, who harmed them not, alone and happy, paddled his 
canoe around the head-lands which now are crowned with the tasteful dwellings of civilization ; 
the gray sky bending over all, and arching in the landscape He thought to discourse with thee of 
these ; but now, seated before a coal-grate, all a-blnze and cheerful, he has changed his mind. 
Througfh the window-blinds of his chamber he can see the cold twinklings of the Northern Bear ; 
and, if he would, the star that looks so brightly down on the Arctic Sea. There, now he don 
gaze upon it — sadly though, and tearful. Thou mayest not know why that star makes him sad. 
Again his eyes are turned away from his window, and his heart from sad thoughts. He pusheth 
the table a hair's breadth farther from the fire ; presseth the cushion of a comfortable chair with a 
pair of curiotu slippers, in which his feet are encased ; adjosteth himself at an easy angle ; 
droppeth his head upon his breast, and wooeth the enchantress Fancy, lustrous-eyed and beaa- 
tiful. • • • Hast thou never feh, gentle reader, while enjoying the first oold evening of the 
season, beside thy glowing hearth, a sadden influx of fresh life ; a flow of quiet joyonsness, as 
mysterious as pleasant ; the melancholy gloominess with which thou beheldest the approach of 
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winter, all at once disappearing to trouble thee no more for a whole year? — the dread of anow- 
tempests, and keen winds, and hurrying, gray clouds, on the instant giving place to a longing love 
for merry sleigh-bells, jingling in the frosty air ? Well ! Hans thought he was not the only one 
who ezperienceth the like. 

Give us thy hand, Old WmTZR! Thou art welcome! Thou awakenest visions of other days, 
when Hans, in the simplicity of his childhood, believed that * Thanksgiving* and * Christmas,* 
aome how or other, came into town in an old-fashioned double-seated sleigh, with racing gray 
horses and cracking whip, wielded by an invisible Jehu. How the idea got into his head, is mors 
than he can tell. Exquisitely happy were those days of uncareful childhood ; when the winter 
school called scores of rosy-cheeked urchins, hallooing on the morning air, through the snow lo 
the old red school-house in the village of Hans's nativity. The larger boys all with their sleds, on 
which sat their sisters, with the ^ dinner-basket ' in their laps ; and their smaller brothers flounder- 
ing through the drifts which they sought, contrary to the last injunctions of their mothers, along the 
fences. The huge box-stove roared a * good morning ' to them, as the boys stamped off the ice 
from their shoes, and the girls untied the strings which kept down their pantalettes. As there 
were no unlucky flies to inter and imprison in transparent quills, nor coke-berries wherewith lo 
point the sides of their noses farthest from the master's eye, the boys, perforce, studied their tasks ; 
and the girls, as girls always are, were equally the objects of pedagogical favor. Was the day 
'thawy,' the noon-time witnessed magic castles erected ; and the numberless streaks of bare turf 
showed where the huge balls of snow of which they were constructed had been rolled into 
unwieldy masses ; and the wet mittens under the stove in the afternoon amply compensated for 
the want of water in the iron basin on the top of it. Shouting when four o'clock released them, 
they hurried home, only to prepare for the evening's sport of * riding down hill.' Hans would giva 
worlds to be a boy again, and for one single moonligfht evening slide down * Funmce-hill,* as of 
yore ! • • • When a few winters had passed over your boyish head, beloved reader, and you first 
knew that magnetic feeling which told you what gave the charm to rosy lips, and you guest^ what 
kissing was, did you not feel all ecstasy while the bell-bedizzened horses and the belle-enlivened 
sleigh scoured with half a score of you over hill and through dale ; the thick hood of the maiden 
next you being excuse unquestionable for telling her pretty lips what her ear could not so well 
apprehend ? You need n't be ashamed to confess it ; for those were, let YIans tell you, the golden 
days of your life. Before the wide fire-place of thy father's kitchen, thou hast, days long gone by, 
arranged the pippins just outside the andirons, and placed the gallon-pitcher of good brisk October 
on the coals, and cracked hickory nuts, (yes, and the more tucessMe butternut,) for thy semi-cirrla 
of smiling, grown-up sisters and sweet blooming cousins, until the apples were roasted and the 
cider warmed. Then, when nine o'clock came, and thy spectacled and pious grandmother had 
read a chapter in the Holy Book, and thy father had knelt in prayer, didst thou not, as Hans does 
now, while thou laidst thy head upon thy pillow, and heard the whistling wind shaking thy win- 
dow, bless Old Winter for making yon so happy? • • • Courteous reader, Hans, while he draw- 
eth up the bed-clothes, biddeth thee * Good Night ! ' 

It 19 not possible that the foregoing can be read by any one who has enjoyed the 
blessed privilege of passing his early years in the country, without ' kindling the flame of 
memory,* and placing before him, as in a backward-moving panorama, the hallowed 
associations of childhood and youth. Listen now to * Julian.* He keeps a late appoint- 
ment with a friend, with whom he is once more to look down upon ' the top of New- 
York.' He is certainly highly colloquial, and very familiar ; but you Ml find thought 
enough in him, expressed and suggestive, albeit at the first glance he may seem rambling 
and desultorv : 

* Mt dear Sir, how are you now ? Hope you have n\ been waiting. Possible ? Been here all 
the morning under an umbrella ! Von must have breakfasted very badly. I should have been up 

sooner, but my wife Ugh ! how the wind blows ! Wont you have part of my cloak ? 

There goes your umbrella iiuide out. Ah, well ; it 's better than a collapse. This *■ falling inward,* 
as the women call it, is frightful. This, then, is December. Chimney-tops pirouetting, tiles on 
the wing, and clouds pouring out of the North, legion upon legion, as though all the winds of 
Heaven had been gathering them for the last month, and were now bound to the tropics with the 
momentum of the world's motion. The top of New- York, Sir, is very well of a warm day j but 
allow me to say that there is air below, now— plenty of iu Suppose we step down and look oui 
ef the window? . . . Well, Sir, how hare you been? Down in the month again! Ah, Sir, 
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you have b«en looking at something too long. Never shoald do that. In a world that ^s whirling 
a thousand miles an hoor, every thing shoald be taken at a glance. Get the wit of a thing, and 
have done with it. I give you five minntes every day to look at the stars, bat do nH partica- 
larize ; for some in those far-off places send their light down long aAer they have been knocked 
out of existence, and yoa may be looking at a blank. Look oot for sach delusions, and act, 
remembering that the poetry of the hour, like the cream of yoar coffee, should be fresh every morn- 
ing. Oh, Sir ! in a world that never halts for a single moment in its everlasting round of chang- 
ing amusement, your small agony is unpardonable. Why, the clouds and darkness are part of 
the play. Certainly — part of the play. Rain and snow, and chilling winds, pain, trouble, and 
torment — these are the variations for which you may thank God. If there were not plainer facet 
and worse figures, your little wife would soon be a fright to you — a perfect fright. Find your 
bubble and blow, but never stop to look at the colors. Let them burst ; no matter for thai, while 
your wind lasts. Blow away ; there 's nothing like it. If you are tired, like myself, and would 
like to look on, I can only say that the moralities of such speculation are hazardous ; and if yoa 
have any wind leA, it 's better to die with a round cheek than a hollow one. A man withoat a 
bubble is flatulent ; and a woman without one — but that's impossible. Take my advice, Sir, 
and let the world wag. If it choose to run off the track, Ut it, and if any comet is amind to take 
ns tn route to the sun, why, blaze away ! There are thousands of better dots in creation than this 
old concern; and whether we go up, down, or sideways — rocket, earthquake, or thirty-two 
pounder — we shall land somewhere ; can't get lost. In short. Sir, you have no right to grumble, 

unless you are But that's my secret. Shall I confess it? Mind, a secret; for if my wife 

should hear of it, she would tease me to death. Of course you will dine with me to-day ; beg 
you wouldpH hint this in the remotest manner; not a whisper. • • • Sir, I am n*rv<nts — a 
solemn truth. Been examined by a double-combined microscope, and found to have two sets of 
nerves. I can see double, hear double, think double, and sleep double ; and yet with such nerves, 
I have this very day been outwitted by a woman with only a common set. * Nothing remarkable 
about that,' you say. Perhaps not ; we shall see. • • • Speaking of nerves ; now a day like this 
is endurable. People, you observe, are in earnest. There is what the new school would call a 
* oneness ' in the public mind to get out of the rain ; and cloaks, handkerchiefs, umbrellas and 
skirts are used for the temporary shelter, because one can't stop to be nice. But of a warm day, 
when people can afford to dally and act their part, my nerves are troublesome, and I mount to the 
top of New- York. Did you ever look at a crowd of faces, when, under some dull lecture or 
sermon, the mind is comparatively at rest, and the character stands out upon the countenance ? 
the smile, and all the other acted poetry of the face, gone for the moment, leaving only the impress 
of the slow march of years, the crows'-feet, the hieroglyphic, the line upon line of the deviPs own 
hand- writing? If you could forget that yoa have looked at such things for a life-time ; say for 
instance, you were a modest individual, just dropped from the moon, or any star that may be a 
part of Heaven ; what would be your first impression? Why, Sir, you can't make your own dog 
look you in the face. There are different ways of viewing things, and in this light, one would be 
disposed to say that if the sim is the bad place that some people think, why, the farther planets 
may not, aAer all, be such outside barbarians as we generally imagine. There may be a reason, 
a very convenient reason, why we are not farther off. 

* But, Sir, I was speaking of my wife. As you are a man of family, and I am only experi- 
menting a little, nervously so to speak, return the compliment by giving me a little advice upon a 
matter of my own. How is it, Sir, about getting up first? We can't agree. She insists (my 
wife) that the man should rise first, as the sun before the moon, the useful before the ornamental, 
etc Now, if I am gifted in any one thing, it is the half-hour dream after the first rouse in the 
morning ; but my wife. Sir, in that particular is a perfect genius. Talk about sympathies ! Let 
me tell you that people must not count upon married happiness from unanimous likenesses. The 
likes may be too like, and they may like too well. They may. I have decided that point. Well ; 
this morning I was roused from the half-hour dream by the breakfast-call, and was provoked to 
find my wife still asleep ; that is, she pretended to sleep ; and I must confess that she had studied 
her attitude, so far as longitudinal position would admit, with no little skill. Having this import- 
ant engagement with you, I gave her a little shake. * Fanny! Fanny!' said I; but she didnt 
move a dimple. So I gave another shake. *Eh?' said she; 'what's that? mercy! how yoa 
ftrightened me ! ' and then dropped away again. * I say, Fanny ^^ accenting it a little. ' Ah, donUt 
dear, you are so rude ! ' She opened her eyes the merest trifle, and then lapsed away again into 
perfect oblivion as any one would snppose, who did nH know all about it. Patting on another 
e mphasis, I sang oat again, ' Ire yoa going to get ap ? ' She raised her eye-brows a trifle : * Why, 
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my dear child, you know it *8 your turn this morning.' My turn ! and ' my dear child ! * I knew 
from the manner of her saying that, that she would lie there all day before getting up first ; but as 
I was determined to give her a trial, and am always easy at a nap, I thought of my interrupted 
dream, ajid sliding gently into the continuation, was soon fast asleep. When I woke again, it 
was twelve o'clock, but there was Fanny, just as before, the arm perhaps a little more d la 
Grecque^ and a tinge on her cheek that looked a little aaucy ; but that might be the thought of her 
dream ; the fit of a cap, or a new bonnet, any of those Innocent little things that make up the bor* 
den of women's night-thoughts in the way of dreams. Any one would have sworn it was sleep, 
deep and profound ; a child asleep after a day's frolic would not have been more perfect ia the 
* doing' of it. By this time, people were beginning their morning visits; but of course, Mrs. 
Julian was ' not at home.' People come and went for an hour ; and I was about despairing of my 
breakfast, when the sleeping wife sprang suddenly from the bed and ran out of the room. 

' What now ? ' said I ; but I did n't get up, for I knew there was some mischief a-foot ; and sure 
enough, back she came in a jiffy, and got straight into bed, munching a iargepiee* of ginger-bnad! 

' Now, Sir, what is the law in such a case ? Jou a«. 



Life and Times of the late William Abbott : Second Notice. — This enter- 
taining work, from the MS. of which we quoted several admirable passages in our last 
number, is now in the hands of the Brothers Harper ; and when it shall appear, it will 
be found to sustain, and more than sustain, the character we have given of it We 
annex one or two additional extracts which were prepared for our November issue. In 
the following incident, we rather incline to the opinion, Mr Abbott ' had the worst of 
it ; ' his evident self-satisfaction to the contrary notwithstanding : 

* On my return to London from Paris, the farewell engagement of Mr. Kemblk took place ; and 
in the play of ' Cato,' Mr. Yonxo had relinquished the toga of *■ Portius,' which fell most unwor- 
thily upon my shoulders. A rehearsal was called on my account ; but all the adjuncts of trum- 
pets, drums, etc., were not considered necessary. My usual exuberance of spirits would have 
placed me in a most awkward position, but for the extreme simplicity of the great tragedian. 
When Cato is seated in council, an announcement is made of ambassadors from the senate, 
through the medium of a flourish of trumpets. Without a moment's hesitation or thought, I gave 
an imitation of the required instrument, to the perfect astonishment o{ all the performers. 
They looked at me, to see if there was any appearance of sanity IcA in me. I hung my head in 
dismay, fully expecting a severe lecture from the chief; the actors of course enjoying the antici- 
pated censure ; but to the astonishment of all parties, Mr. Kkmble looked up with evident sur- 
prise, and said ; ' Well, I declare, that is one of the most extraordinary things I ever heard in the 
whole course of my life. My good boy, do it again.' I naturally felt that this was meant as a 
kindly reproof, and with some little hesitation, I repeated it. The actors now began to chuckle ; 
but Mr. Kemblr retained his gravity, and was again astonished by my performance. He then 
made an asthmatic attempt to do the same, but his wind would not fill ihe instrument ; and with 
an effort amounting to ' Pooh ! I can't do it ! ' he said : *■ Well, now we will go on with our rehear- 
sal.' It was quite evident, from his general manner, that he really did look upon it as an extraordi- 
nary effort I triumphed, consequently, and had the laugh against those who were exulting in 
the prospect of congratulating me on the loss of a week's salary.' 

The annexed anecdote of 'old Mathews ' occurs in a description of the dinner g'iven 
by John Kemble, soon aOer his retirement from the stage, to some of the principal 
actors of Covent- Garden Theatre, at which Talma was present, as already recorded : 

*At this dinner but one feeling prevailed ; and the only alloy was the thought that perhaps we 
looked upon oar host for the last time ; an anticipation soon too painfully realized.* The inven- 
tive talents of Mathews were of the highest order ; nor were they merely confined to the com- 



* 1£& KsMBU x«tired soon after to Launanne, where, after a ahoit re«ldex>ce. he was aeized with an apoplee- 
tie fit. which was aoon fullowed Xxj aaothar and fatal attack. By the aaxne malady fell alao his friend and 
fervent admirer. Mr. A».ott. E„. r»iCEHii.ocE«iL 
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mon peculiarities of the individotl in whom he took an interest, but he had the art of throwing his 
"Whole mind and spirit into the very gtnhu of the man. I had lived on the most intimate terms 
with that fine-hearted and roost eccentric creature ; indeed, my acquaintance with him commenced 
at Bath, and very soon after I entered the profession : I was consequently inducted into all the 
peculiar bearings of his oddly-constructed mind. In the course of the evening, in the midst of the 
most social gayety, and flashes of wit that would have enlightened the dullest of mortals, I arose, 
said asked Mr. KkmbleU permission to propose the health of a distinguished friend, which was 
immediately accorded. In a few brief remarks, I stated how gratifying it must be to the whole 
party, on such an occasion, to be honored with the presence of the late Master of the Rolls in 
Ireland, Mr. Curran. This was quite sufficient ; for a great majority of persons at the table were 
aware of the wonderful powers of Matiibws, although little prepared for so brilliant an exhibi- 
tion of them. The extraordinary peculiarities of Mr. Cxtrrait were sufllciently characteristic, to 
give eflect even to a common-place imitation ; but Mathews was able to enter into the disposition 
and thoughts of his subject as eflectually as if he had been changed into the very man. Burkk, 
speaking of the imitative powers of a person of his acquaintance, said, that whenever he thought 
proper to penetrate into the inclinations of those with whom he had to deal, he composed his face, 
his gestures, and his whole body, as nearly as possible into the exact similitude of the person 
"Whom he intended to examine, and then carefully observed what turn of mind he seemed to 
acquire by the change. Such a man was Mathsws. He immediately arose, and made a brilliant 
oration. He scattered the flowers of poesy with the most lavish hand ; not a metaphor did he 
lose, that could in the sligfaest degree illustrate the departure of Kkmblk from the stage ; the bril- 
liancy of the setting sun, the tears of Mslpomknk, the joys of Thalia at the prospect of her tmdi- 
vided reign, etc. There was no hesitation, no pause ; and he concluded with a peroration which 
was perfectly electrifying ; for he concentrated all his powers, and when he did this, he was irresist- 
ible. I scarcely ever witnessed so glowing a scene ; and Mr. Kkmbls seemed lost in utter aston- 
ishment. It must be perfectly understood that no previous arrangement had taken place, and that 
my proposition was made at hazard, and without communicating with an individual.' 

Here is a very pleasant anecdote of Le Mbrceir, the distingaished author of the 
* Tableaux de Paris,' a remarkable old man, whose daughter was the wife of Ksnnkt, 
the author of < Raising the Wind,' ' The World,' etc. : 

* 0!f one occasion, he crossed over from Paris to London to visit his daughter, who a few months 
previous had given birth to a pair of fine boys. ' On arriving at the house in Bedford-Square, he 
found, to his great mortification, that she had leA that day with her husband for Brompton, leaving 
behind the nurse and one of the twin-children, to join them on the following day. The old gentle- 
man's distress was extreme, and greatly increased by his slight knowledge of English, and the 
sdmost utter impossibility of making himself understood. The servant, with the infant in her 
arms, came to his relief. She had fortunately been living there during the time of his previous 
visit. The old gentleman's ag^tauon was intense ; and the tears rolling down his time-worn 
cheeks, made the interview quite afifecling. He clasped the unconscious child to his heart ; and 
anxious to see the other, gave vent to his inquiries in the following words : * Ok, mon petit ! my 
dare ! — ah! you lUtel rog! — Vfhere is — ah! yaeUj tohere is — de oder piece belong to dis!^ At length 
with some difficulty he found his way to Brompton \ and when he arrived at his daughter's lodg- 
ings, the family had retired to rest. AfYer knocking for a long time, a head was thrust out at the 
window, demanding to know who was there. ' Opanty opane de door! lam de fader of all! ^ was 
the comprehensive reply, which of course procured him instant admittance.* 



Mr. GotrLD*s Abbidomrnt or Alisoh^s Htstoxt or BtTROPi. — We have good reason to 
believe, both from our knowledge of the capacity and industry of Mr. Oould, and an examhna- 
tion, at considerable extent, of the abridged work before us, that the main and important poinu of 
Alison's History are here preserved with great care and fidelity ; and that as a work of accurate 
historical record, of wonderf)d cheapness, it will doubtless command the * patronage > not only of 
many general readers, but more especially of colleges, academies, and other seminaries of learn* 
ing, for which, as we may infer, it is deemed particularly appropriate. Tha editor claims, and 
we have no doubt jnstly, to hare ' extracted every material fact from Au son's work, adding 
nothing of his own in the way of opinion, argtimeut, or assertion, and endeavoring to present the 
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original narrative in the spirit of the author,' but toitkout endeavoring to preserve bt« language, 
which a condensation so great rendered quite impossible. The work is presented upon good 
paper, with a large, clear type, and reflects no little credit upon the ' New- World ' press of Mr. 

J. WiNCHSSTKR. 



Gossip with Readers and Correspondknts. — Ws have been profoundly impressed bjr 
reading in a late English periodical a dissertation on the nature, origin, and destination of the 
Soul, written in 1793, by the Right Hon. Warren Hastings. He commences with the argn- 
mentthat our attachment to this life is grounded on delusion, to the end that we may be compelled 
to fulfil our allotted course through it, and that it may serve as a preparative to a better state 
reserved for us in another. How forceful and philosophical are the following sentences : ' In 
health all the allurements of sense strongly attach the mind to that stale of present existence which 
furnishes the means of their gratification, and quicken the relish of those enjoyments which are 
purely intellectual ; while, on the other hand, an instinct, infinitely more powerful, imprints on the 
soul a fixed horror of its dissolution. Without these codperaiive principles, man would give him- 
self no care about his preservation or existence. They were, theiefore, ordained by nature as 
necessary to both. When sickness or the infirmity of age has exhausted all the powers of life, 
and the dread of death has nothing left to excite it but the last parting pang, the illusion of instinct, 
no longer necessary, disappears, and leaves its place to be occupied by reason alone, encumbered, 
perhaps, and enfeebled by the bodily weight which oppresses it, but free from all desires or fears 
except those which it derives from its conceptions of futurity ' In relation to the necevity of im- 
mortality — if we would not derogate from the power and wisdom of the Deity, or controvert our 
own experience of the laws by which he regulates all his works — the writer remarks : * Can we 
for a moment believe that a Being of infinite perfection has made us for no other purpose than ' to 
fret our hour upon the stage ' of monality, and then vanish into nothing? that He has quickened lu 
with sensations exquisitely susceptible of happiness and misery, to make the latter only our gen- 
eral portion ? that He has endowed us with intellectual powers capable of extending their opera- 
tions beyond the bounds of this narrow sphere which we inhabit, and of penetrating into the 
regions of infinite space, which we are destined never to see but in contemplation ? and that He 
has stimulated us with desires of future bliss which we are never to enjoy?' No! He has 
made nothing in vain ; He has made nothing without ends adequate to its means ; and though all 
things may change, nothing perishes. Man was made susceptible of happiness that he might be 
happy ; he was made capable o( receiving but a small portion of happiness here, that its comple- 
tion might be made up in another state ; and he had given him the conception and hope of another 
and better state, that he might qualify himself for it, and that he might hereaAer possess it.' This 
is felicitously and forcibly put, and will perhaps remind the reader of the fine lines of Bowring : 



• I» all our hop«9 and all our feara 

Were prinoned in life's D>irrow bound. 
If, traTelleni Id thl« v^le of tears. 

We ^aw no b»*tter world beyond : 
Oh \ what could check the rising sigh T 

What earthly thincr c'^uld pleasure ijive T 
Oh ' who would venture then t<> die T 

Oh ! who would venture then to live 7 



• Were life a dark and desert m-or. 

Where mi«t« and clouds et«f rnal spread 
Their 9I0; my v«?ll behind, before. 

And t^mpeet^ thunder overhead • 
Wher<) not a luubeam breaks the ploom. 

And nr>t a floweret smiles beneath. 
Whn could exist in such a tomb '' 

Who dwell in darkness and in death ? ' 



Touching the Allure destination of the soul, Mr. Hastings observes: 

* It must either remain in its unmixed and elementary state, or be united to some body, and 
endowed with new powers in participation with it. In either way, its existence is secured Bat 
we may reasonalily conclude that, as it was necessary in the order of Providence for its prior state 
to have been an incorporate one, its next will he o( the same kind, however varying in the form, 
character, and quality which it may derive from those of its new associates. I do not mean by 
thia supposition to reject the po.'*sibility of the soul existing independently of a bodily support. I 
believe such a slate to be possible, and, if possible, certainly probable ; but as our present is a 
mixed state, and as it is very unlikely that it our souls are destined to exist for ever, they began 10 
exist in their present state, and yet more unlikely that they should have originated in a perfect 
and proceeded in an imperfect one, it will be most reasonable to suppose that a pure spiritual 
essence is to be that of our ultimate destination.' 



We have remarked in one or two of our weekly and daily journals elaborate defences of Mr. 
Forrest, the distinguished American actor, against charges of ingratitude to early and devoted 
friendship, and of a lack of generosity in spirit, and of liberality in practice. We had almost said 
that these defences were wholly onnecessary. We have known Mr. FoRmBST for fiAeen years, 
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and daring that period have been intimate with tho»e who have known him for twice that length 
of time ; and we know that the very virtues in which he is now declared, in certain quarters, to be 
deficient, are the very attributes of his character for which his friends have the most ardent 
esteem. Where a man Hves down such calumnies as we have cited, it really seems like supere- 
rogation to defend him from them. Tritth isn^t slipping on boots, while Falskhood of tMa 
stamp is running away unscathed. • • • Thk old adage that *Habit is second nature ' was well 
exemplified in a case cited by a friend of ours, of an old sea-captain livmg in a small town on the 
coast of the Bay State. He had followed the seas for forty years and upward, during which time 
he always shaved himself on ship-board, in storm or calm, without the aid of a looking-glass, or 
of any thing by which to steady himself. So accustomed had he become to this mode of shaving, that 
when he finally left the seas, he found it impossible to remove his beard without keeping himself 
in motion the while ; and if he attempted to look in a glass, he invariablyV:ut himself. His most 
usual method, while performing this operation, was to run about his room, and occasionally tum- 
ble over a chair, to preserve his equilibrium, as he said. Sometimes, however, when there was a 
storm without, and a heavy sea rolling, even this was too tame ; and he then varied his exercise 
by trotting up and down stairs, and once in a while sliding down the ballusters! • • • Thbrjb is 
another 'RicuMOifD m the field!' Scarcely have we done chronicling the thousand-and-one 
attractions of the KificxKRBocKER steamer, than we find *our good name ' and the portrait of old 
Dkidrich arresting the eye over the Gothic entrance of the Masonic Temple in Broadway. 
Enter that imposing edifice, walk along the vaulted passages, and ascend to the great saloon 
* What a scene ! ' exclaims every visitor : ' six ten-pin aUeys in Westminster Abbey ! ' And this is 
the description, precisely. The majestical roof, with iu mingling arches and rich and elaborate 
tracery, overhangs a hall profusely ornamented, and * illustrated ' with several fine paintings, and 
which contains six of the best ten-pin alleys in the world. Here the ' Knickkrbockkr Club,* 
composed of ' O. F. M.', (our first men,) and their non>residenl guests, drop in ever and anon, to 
develope their chests and strengthen their lungs, in * a bout ' or two at the healthful game of bowling. 
There, too, do we occasionally ' expand and bourgeon,' when we have over-wrought brain and 
hand ; an example which persons of sedentary pursuits would do well now and then to imitate. 
Other apartments there are, for billiards, whist, and dominoes, (as well as for conversation, read- 
ing, refreshment, etc ,) which are in a kindred style of elegance and comfort; and attractive to 
those who, unlike ourselves, are not confined in their exercise to ' ball and pin.' The proprietor's 
care for the convenience and enjoyment of his guests is such as might be expected of a tasteful 
Knickerbocker, from the classic region of Sleepy Hollow. By the by ; he suggesu a roost 
important addition to the pictorial ' features ' of the great saloon ; namely, the Nine-pin Players 
whom Rip Van Wimxle found bowling among the KalLukill mountains one thundery afternoon. 
A capital suggestion, and worthy of heed. • • Ws are in the receipt, at too late an hour, we 
regret to say, for adequate notice, of * An Address to the People of the United States in behalf of 
the American Copy-right Question^* recently put forth by a committee of the * American Copy-right 
Club.' We earnestly commend it to the attention of every American reader, who has a desire to 
enhance the prospects, and increase the value, of our native literature. The address, we are 
informed, proceeds from the pen of Mr. Cornelivs Mathews ; and we lake great pleasure in 
stating that it is what we ventured in our last number to hope that it would be, clear, simple, and 
direct in its arguments ; forcible, and with two or three exceptions, not farced in its illustrations ; 
and occasionally touched with a quiet but not the less affective satire. We shall refer to this 
address, and present certain extracts which we have marked for insertion, in an ensuing num- 
ber. • • • The lines upon 'My Mothfr''s Grave ' are from the heart ; th4>t we can easily perceive ; 
but yet they are not poetry ^ we are unfeignedly sorry, for the young writer's sake, to be compelled 
to say. For the seventh, eighth, ninth, and tenth stanzas, pray read these few lines of Schiller. 
It is all embodied here : 

' It is that faithful mother! 
Whom the dark Prince of Shadows leads benighted| 
From that dear arm where oA she hung delighted. 
Far from those blithe companions, bom 
Of her, and blooming in tneir room ; 
On whom when couched, her heart above. 
So often looked the Mother- Love ! 

' Ah ! rent the sweet Home's union-band, 

And never, never more to come ! 
She dwells within the shadowy land, 
Who was the Mother of that Home ! ' 
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In the coarse of a concert given lately by Mr. Hsit rt Russkll at Washington, (D. C.,) the kX- 
lowing aflecting incident occurred. The vocalist had jast finished singing the little song of our 
friend * the General ' Mobhis, ^WoodmoH! spare that Tree!^ which was received with the custom- 
ary applaase j opon which Mr. Russell arose, and begged permission to * relate a remarkable 
circumstance connected with that song.' He had but just executed it, he said, at a concert givea 
by him at Boulogne sur Mer, when a gentleman, in a state of alarming excitement, arose from 
the midst of the assembled multitude, and in a voice trembling with emotion, exclaimed: "Wt 
the tree apared ? ' ' Never,' said Mr. Rctsssll, *■ can I foi^t the glow which bu'st out all over that 
man's face, when I answered: 'Y««, it vfai!!^ If that * inquiring mind* did not belong tua 
wicked wag, then the probability is, that we are rather mistaken than otherwise. • • • Wb have 
before us, in pamphlet-form, taken from the last number of the ' Southern Quarterly Review,' a 
^SketA of the Character of the Hon. Hu^ S. Lfgare^ which we have perused with a satisfiirtioo 
nnmingled, save with a melancholy regret, that one so pretiminently gifted as the subject of ibis 
article, should have been so early called away. The lamented deceased was a man * affluent in 
1 earning, whether it regarded the useful or beautiful in life ; delicate and exquisite in his tastes, 
elevated in character, and sensitive in his affections ; true to his public trusts, and exemplary in 
bis relative duties.' Our country may well lament his loss. The * Sketch ' is in the main well 
written : it irks us, however, to encounter in a description of Mr. Leoabx's dress the term ^-pamu ' 
instead of pantaloons. The word is a vulgarism almost as gross as the substitution of ^gfuxj' for 
gentlemen, aAer the manner of Mr. Tittlxbat Titmousk ; no model, certainly, for a grave 
reviewer. • • • Our readers will doubtless recollect a marriage between a Mr. Long and Miss 
LiTTLB, which went the rounds of the papers some years ago, and to which some wag had 
appended the well-known lines : 

* Man wants but little here below, 
But wants that Little Loxo. 

A few weeks since in B , a Mr. Jonathan Ooodeal was married to Miss Honora Littlb. 

After the ceremony, one of the company rose and uttered the following, which he considered a 
decided improvement on the original couplet : 

* Man wants but little here below, 
But wants that LittU a Good'bal ! ' 

A * VBRT anonymous' correspondent, who signs himself * J. B.' (none of our KmcKBRBOcxxR 

* J. B.*s, as we have with some trouble ascertained,) writes us the annexed notelet: * In your 

* Gossip ' for December, why not, in relation to Weir's picture, commemorate the courtship of 
BCiLXs Standish and Mr. Bradford? Bradford's wife, as the picture-pamphlet tells us, fell 
overboard the day after the arrival, and Mrs. Rose Standish deceased the same autunm. Milbi 
(Query Latin?) it seems looked with complacency upon a Mrs. Aldbn, but being no hero on a 
carpet, desired his friend Bradford to act as liis second, and carry his offer. Bradford complied, 
and pleaded warmly for his friend. The lady, however, listened to him with much impatience, 
and as soon as he had finished, said, very demurely : * And now why do yon not speak for yoor- 
self. Master Bradford ? ' And history informs us that Mr. Bradford did speak for himself, and 
Aldbn Bradfords still extant verify the chronicle. You would also do me a fiivor by anathema- 
tizing one Flaoo, who publishes Victor Hugo's plays, prefaces and all, under the name of 
Flaoo, without giving the great Romanticist any credit therefor.' Mr. Flaoo, who, if * these be 
truths,' ought to be ashamed of his reputation, may consider himself ' anathematized.' • • • 9o3IB 
afflicted gentleman, with whom we deeply sympathize, has lately shown up in fme of the London 
magazines a specimen of the genus Pundit ; one of those persons who, having acquired the 
reputation of a wit, lives in a constant agony of endeavor to keep up the character ; who lends 
nothing of a rational kind to the general entertainment during a whole evening, but watchfully 
' bides his time ' for the infliction of his own especial annoyance. In the present instance, the 

* pundit and stock-joker ' was caught at dinner by his host, during a shower of * original puns' 
which accompanied the various courses, in this wise : 

* Happenino to possess some fine old Madeira in pints, a bottle of it was produced with an 
appropriate puff of irs age. Taking up the bottle, Mr. Pundit remarked, * that it might be old, hat 
it was very little of its age.' Frank was in raptures at the joke, and laughed till trarv came to 
his eyes. On recovering himself, he was surprised lo find that ray countenance, instead of being 
spread out into an approving smile, was fixed in something not much short of a frown. 1 
expressed my regret that Mr. Pundit's admirable memory should be so unprofitably employed, 
while he interposed an appeal m behalf of the originality of the joke ; but I hoped he would forgive 



1843.] 



Editor's Table. 



695 



me, if I proved lo the conirary. ' Be good enousrh,' I lold my son, ' to fetch me the fourth volume 
of Era-smus. It U,' I cotittnucd, turning to Mr. Pundit, '■ the Leyden edition, and 1 shall have the 
pU;tt*ure of showing: y«m your joke in a collection of ancient aphorisms, which was onginallv 
published several centuries ago.' Frank having brought the book^ I found the passage, whicn 
runs thus : 'Gnathena, when a very small bottle of wine was brought in, with the praise that it was 
very old, answered, it is very little of its age.^ ^[r. Pundit was confounded, and confessed to a 
glimmering remembrance of having seen the joke before. ' The wonder would have been,' I 
replied, * had a gentleman of your erudition in witticisms not met with it, for it has, since Eras- 
mus's time, found its way into nearly all the jest-books of various ages and countries. I must, 
however, give you credit for its apt application to my diminutive modicum of Madeira.' 

The old gentleman subsequently adds, by way of salvo : ' I know you err from innocence ; you 
little thought that all the puns you were making were current when I was studying for the bar 
thirty years ago, and originated, I doubt not, amidst the al>fresco festivities of the Saxon heptar- 
chy.' A capital ' recipe ' is given for silencing the series of * dinner-puns ' proper : ' Should the 
Pundit begin at meal-limes, attack his first effort ; request the company's attention, and rattle off 
the whole string. Thus forestalled, he will allow the meal to pass off pleasantly, and the conver- 
sation to flow on.' • • • Surely ' C.,' if he has perused the ' Gossip' of our last number, will not 
think that it is from any lack of ' sympathy ' with him, that we decline his ^Autumnal TTumgfus.^ 
What he felt, looking upon the * glorious decay of Nature ' from her sublime mountain pinna- 
cles — over a scene which May bathed in the smoky light of an October day and an AUeghuny 
valley ' — we ourselves felt, perhaps at the same moment, in gazing upon the frost-painted heights 
along the Hudson, and the calm beauty of the Long- Island shores. We, too, ' saddened by the 
solemn monitions of fading loveliness, went back to the past, and to the dear friends in whose 
light we saw all that the heart can see, of vanished days ; ' and with an unutterable longing to 
know the mystery of life, and the greater mystery of death and the grave, have asked, with a poet 
too gifted to be so little known : 



• WntRS are ye now ' — though Fancy 's flight 

To you my S'^ul Jr.th sometimes bear, 
Departed Time'^ pt':-mal i.ij'ht 

R<3-echoe.i back the! ijue^tion, 'Where ! ' 
Nature, in simple b*^auty drest. 

Still d.-inces round the restless year, 
.And taziiis on h«-r yellrw^ v^at. 

I scmfctimes thiuk xny change is near * 



' Not that my hair with age ift gray. 

Not th-xt my heart bath yet grown cold. 
But that remembered friendsbip-a say, 

' Death loves not best the infirm and old.' 
As many a bosom knows and feels. 
Left. In the flower of life, alonts. 
And many an epitiph reveals 
On the cold monumental ston«.' 



But the lessons of autumn may partake of a sober gladness as well as of melancholy thoughts ; 
and this is beautifully illustrated by a friend and correspondent, whose nom de plume in the ' New 
World ' cannot divert attention from the characteristics of his style. He too has been looking at 
the ' glorious autumnal-forest display on the hills,' which were * bedabbled like a painter's palette.' 
' Ah ! ' he exclaims, ' the frost has done it ! And now the outward life of the trees is killed. That 
beautiful spectacle is Death. Equally lovely does the soul appear when the frost has touched iu 
outer covering. You see what a variety of colors hos been produced by the same cause acting 
upon ditferent natures, for the spiritual life in trees is as various as among men. So it is when 
our natures are touched by the chills of adversity, or death even ; some of us, like the hemlock, 
will look sad and pale ; some, like the wild cherry, will become red and fiery ; and othen, 
like those hardy cedars, the good and patient, will retain their primitive greenness and beau- 
ty.' • • • There is evidently a political or some other conspiracy hatching at this moment in the 
^ little people's ' apartment adjoining our sanctum. Beside the good vrouw's, there are three other 
female heads together, and one of them belongs to a delegate from the High Priestess of Fashion ; 
and through the two open doors, wu can hear, in earnest but broken tones, such exciting words as 
these : ' White feather ^^ apiece,' ' piping,^ ' set in all round^^ * frtos,' ' the skirt,' ' brought round to the 
front and fastened,^ ' single 6om»5,' ' busts^* ' bug^s,'' ^ purple j' ' gore,^ ' when it 's made tip,' etc. Now 
w^hat can all this portend ? Putting ^ that and that together,' we are led to think that the ladies are 
about to follow certain sage advice from a very sage quarter, touching the ' rights of women ! ' 
These words are doubtless only * parts of speech '-es to incite to action ; frag^nents, very like, of 
what runs something in this connection : *■ We have shown the ' white feather ' long enough ! Let 
us throw away our ' bias ' for the gentler virtues, and ' set in all round ' for Mr. John Nkal's par- 
adise of our down-trodden sex ! We have been kept on ' the skirt ' of society since the days of 
Eve ; it is high time we were ' brought round lo the front and fastened ' there by public opinion I 
They think (the * single beaux ' as well as the married men) that we are only fit for ' piping ' times 
of * peace ; ' but we will let them know that we are not unfit for war ; that we can stand by and 
see a shell ' bu'st' without winking ; that we neither fear ' purple ' nor any other ' gore ; ' and that 
the blast of an hundred ' bugles ' would have no terrors for us. Our resolution, ' when it 's made 
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up,' cannot be shaken!' But we may do the ladies (God bless them!) injustice. It hax just 
occurred to us, that perhaps after all it may be only the Elcusinian mysteries of millinery and 
mantuamaking that we are seeking to penetrate. ' Like as nut ! ' • • • What a thoughtful, feel- 
ing, truthful poet Jamcs Russell Lowkll has become ! Not erroneously did we predict, from 
one of his early poems in the Kxicrkrboci.br, ^Threnodia on the Death o( an Infant,' that 'to 
this complexion would he come at last.' Are not these stanzas from ' Th* Htriuige^^ one of Mr. 
Lowell's latest efforts, every way admirable? 



' The rich man-s son inherits lands, 
And pile5 of brick, and atone, and gold, 
And he inherits soft, white hands, 
And tender flesh that fears the cold, 
Nor dares to wear a garment old : 
A heritage, it seems to me. 
One would not care to hold in fee. 

* The rich man's son inherits cares ; 
The bank may break, the factor)' bum, 
Some breath may bur:ft his bubble shares, 
And sofl, while hands would hardly earn 
A living that would suit his turn ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

One would not care to hold in fee. 

* "What does the poor man's son inherit ? 
Stout muscles and a sinewy hean, 

A hardy frame, a hardier spirit ; 

King of two hnndit, he does his part 

In every useful toil and art ; 

A heritage, it seems lo me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

* What does the poor man's son inherit ? 
Wishes o'erjoyed with humble things, 
A rank adjudged by toil-worn merit. 
Content that m)m employment springs, 
A heart that in his labor sings ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 



* What does the poor man's son inhent ? 
A patience learned by being pi>or, 
Courage, if sorrow come, to bear it, 

A fellow-feeling that is sure 

To make the outcast bless his door : 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

' O, rich man's son, there is a toil 
That with ail others level stands ; 
I^arge charity doth never soil, 
But Only whitens, soft, white hands ; 
This is the best crop from thy lands . 
A heritage, it seems to me. 
Worth being rich to hold in fee. 

* O, poor man's son, scorn not thy state, 
There is worse weariness than thine, 
In merely being nch and great; 
Work only makes the soul to shine, 
And makes rest fragrant and benign : 
A heritage, it seems to me. 

Worth being poor to hold in fee. 

' Both heirs to some six feet of sod, 
Arc equal in the earth at last ; 
Both children of the same dear God ; 
Prove title to your heirship vast 
By record of a well-filled past : 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
Well wortn a life to hold in fee.' 



*A TtTBKEY,' once remarked a huge feeder in our presence, ' is a very inconvenient bird, in p*int 
of comin' over a man's pocket, and satisfying his stomach. You see, it's too much for one, and 
not enough for two ! ' This is exactly our quandary in relation to the excellent story of our Missis- 
sippi correspondent. It makes ' too much for one, and not enough for two ' numbers o( the Kmck- 
KRBOCKER. Bcside which, it has ' scene undividable, colloquy unlimited.' We may (ry hereafter 
lo insert it entire, after the printer shall have ' taken its measure.' If we do print it, however, we 
shall take the liberty to erase such words as «'er, ne''er^ o''er, etc., which have no business in prose. 
Ellipses like these are for poetry only, and not always felicitously employed, even in verse. 
*Clang,' moreover, (^ihe one only hope to which his heart clang,^) is a compound fracture of Old 
Prisciax's skull, which would lay his brain open to day-light, and us to an action for assault and 
battery. • • • Mrs. Kirkland {' Mart Clavkrs,') the well-known author of * A New Home,' 
* Forest Life,' etc., has opened a school for young ladies in this city, at '214 Thompson-street, near 
Fourth. Familiar with the languages of Europe ; thoroughly conversant with all the branches of 
an accomplished English education ; of varied experience in society and real life ; and possess- 
ing, with great kindness of heart and amenity of manner, a rare instructive t<xet; we cannot doubt 
that our fair correspondent will attract many pupils to her ^ new home,' and that more will ' fol- 
low.' • • • Our excellent friend, the historian of Tinnccum, has been passing a few pleasant 
days on the Hudson, and in the neighborhood of the city of that name ; and from his gossipping 
epistle thence, we shall venture to select a characteristic Daguerreotype-passage, for the enter- 
tainment of our readers : ' The high hills are a refuge for the wild goats^ and so are the rocks for 
the conies. Hills and goats, rocks and conies, are plenty with me, as you shall perceive. CViu 
donaberis herdo^ if I can get him out to you. The Lancashire sheep, a long-fleeced breed, come 
and eat com out of my hand. I kept my eye on the beautiful blue ranges of the KaaLiskills as long 
as possible, and then delved into this lovely valley. Mountains shut it in on every side, and every 
night the sun lingers upon their summits, and crovms them with a diadem of fire. Yesterday the 
whole scene was white as Soracte. As I was going to the cider-mill to get a jug of the sweet 
juice, my guide stopped to show me the identical spot where a low-spirited man, oh ! horrible ! 
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cut hU own throat. ' What did he do it for ? ^ laid I. * Oh, he was low 'n sparrutt, wery dderp 
and wery grunty. The devU was into him.* * Bad business,' said I, * this calling of throats ; * yet 
did yoQ know that a hog always does it, when he swims across a stream, which is no doubt the 
derivation of smeide. The cider was delicious. The mill was in full operation, set in motion by 
an old blind horse. * Look ! ' said my cicerone, with a mysterious whisper, as I was busy at the 
tub, at the same time directing my attention to the person who was attending at the mill ; ' the 
ton of the man who cut his throat ! * I gazed in utter astonishment, and endeavored to obtain a 

* realizing sense * of the fact. It was almost as good as ' the fork that belonged to the ease-kwifi 
with which Beauchasipe murdered Colonel 8uarpe in Kentucky,* which proved such a rival 
attraction to a western museum-proprietor.* ' This morning I went into the woods to gather 
chestnuts, which the hogs having gut I>efure devoured them all up. It was the same old story as 
on the frequented chestnut-grounds about Tinnecum. ' There ! I found one ! There ! I found 
another! Two! three! four! five! six! Oh! oh! aint they plenty!* Then, alas! no more 
were to be had far or near. I piled them on a little hillock, and calling the attention of a neighbor- 
ing Berkshire to the pile, had the gratification to see him address himself to their mastication, with 
evident goft/.* • • • Oua correspondent who writes upon the '31iMi/<r4(a/umq^ Aftiu/ in ilnrmoilf,* 
and those interested in his able papers upon this theme, will find in the following a very forcible 
illustration of the correctness of his positions : 

*A OENTLKXAN receiving a present of some Florence oil, the flasks were set in his cellar, at the 
bottom of a shallow box ; the oil not being wanted for use, they remained there fur some time ; 
when the owner, going one day by chance in the cellar, was surprisud to find the wicker-work by 
which the flasks were stopped, gnawed from the greater part of them, and upon examination the 
oil sunk about two inches or two and a half from the neck of each flask. It soon occurred to him 
that it must be the work of some kind of vermin ; and being a man of speculative turn, he resolved 
to saiidfv the curiosity raised in his mind. He accordingly found means to watch, and actually 
delected three rats ui the very act ; the neck of the flasks were long and narrow ; it therefore 
required some contrivance ; one of these stood upon the edge of the box, while another mounting 
his back, dipped bis tail into the neck of the flask, and presented it to a third to lick ; they then 
changed places ; the rat which stood uppermost descended, and was accommodated in the same 
manner with the tail of his companion, till it was his tuni to act the porter, and he look his station 
at the bottom. In this manner the three alternately relieved each other, and banqueted upon the 
oil till they had sucked it beyond the length of their tails.* 

Would that our esteemed friend ' Poltook * could really know how many times we have stren- 
uously endeavored to gain leisure, from avocations more than usually various and constant, to 
return, in such poor sort as we might, the gratification we have always derived from his personal 
correspondence ! It is in vain, we fear, that we hope to be able to redeem the past ; for * by-gones,' 
he must let us talk with him, as we have done, in this desultory 'Gossip ' of ours ; for the future, 
Providence permitting, we shall aim to escape even the apptaranre of indiflercnce or neglect. 
Will ' J. N. B.,* of W , New- Hampshire, also bear with us a little ? ' We have his last mis- 
sive filed among our ^ Notes Payable;^ for there were thoughts in it that touched us nearly. 

* L. H. B.,' too, of B , to whom we have been indebted for many favors, must not infer neg- 
lect or indiflference from our compulsory silence. * Say not the words, if you and me is to con- 
tinual friends, for sech is not the case ; * as quoth ' Mrs. Gamp.' We must hope, likewise, that 

* W. G.,' of H 1 Hill, {how of the removal, and toheu of the old homestead ?) and our kind Tin- 
necum friend, will also look upon the above explanatory card as apologetical (if not satisfactory) 
for ' short-comings ' of which, under other circumstances, they might with good reason com- 
plain. • • • Ir you are * i' the vein,' reader, suppose you follow us in a hop-skip-and-jump flitting 
through the pungent, pithy, punning paragraphs of Punch, the ^London Charivari,* late arrivals 
of which garnish our table. Among its ' complaints,* is one against the clock of St. Clement's 
church, which stands opposite its publication-ofiice in the Strand : ' We are constantly troubled by 
parties coming into the ofiice to inquire why all the four dials tell a diflferent story, and why every 
one of them is always wrong. If the clock cannot keep going, let it turn off* all its hands, wind 
up its affairs, and retire at once from public observation ; but let it not continue to occupy a high 
and prominent position, if it is unable to fill it with credit to itself and profit to the community. 
We have put up with more from this clock than from any other public servant. We thought it 
might only want time to bring iuulf round ; but finding it will not give us any hour, we will no 
longer give it any quarter. We expected a meeting of the bonds the other day at twelve o'clock, 
but it did not occur, and things remain in the same tmcertainty. We feel justified in calling on 
the clock for an account of its works ; and, if no minutes have been kept, we shall leave the pub- 
lic to judge of the entire matter. Since writing the above, we have been told that it is the hour- 
hand which refuses to move in the aflair, but that the miimte-hand is quite ready to second any 
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thing reasonable.' Could any thing be more felicitous than this application of ^ suspended pay* 
menl ' terms to the disarrangements of a public time-piece ? Punch himself had just returned 
from a trip to Paris. He describes a diligence as ' a post-chaise fastened to a stage-coach before, 
and a slice of omnibus attached behind, with a worn-out cab mounted oloA ; ' which we are told 
is a perfect portrait of this lumbering conveyajice. Here is a solution of one ' cause why ' the 
French weor so much hair on their faces : ' The inferiority of French cutler>', especially razors, 
renders shaving an elaborate process, for which reason it is generally abaiidoued ; and in common 
with the usual treatment of most tilings springing from a poor soil, they pay more attention to 
dressing their crops than cutluig them. In fact, they consider all attraction to be capillary.' Puncb 
was greatly interested in the ' Egyptian obstacle ' in the Place de la Guerre, 'supposed to be Cle- 
opatra's Needle, covered M'ith hieroglyphics, of which the thread in altogether lost I ' Among 
the domestic intelligence, is an account of the raisingof fragments of the brig Telemaque, by means 
of a diving-bell. There were found » a bit of the binnacle ; half a yard of yard-arm ; a quarter 
of the quarter-deck ; a hen-roost and a portion of the hatch-way ; a part of the cat-head, and an 
old mouse-trap.' In his bnef notices to correspondenis, the readers of the 'Charivari' are 
informed that the editor does not know ♦ who built Bacon's Novum Organum,' nor whether the 
elephant at the Zoological Gardens ha.s his name in brass-nails on his trunk or not ! ■ • • I.n a late 
number of the Albany ^Northern Light ' monthly journal, there is a very able paper by Willis 
Gaylord, Esq., based upon a paragraph in the report of the Geological Lectures of Dr. A Smith, 
of this city, from which we take the subjoined extract : 

' It is a well-ascertained fact derived from a known law of centrifugal motion, that were the 
earth to revolve on its axis once in eighty minutes, as it now does in iwcniy-fonr hours, ull bodies 
wonld lose their weight at the equator; if the revolution was made in a still shorter time, all 
bodies would fly ofl', like the drops of water I'rom a rapidly revolving grind-stone. A universal 
deluge of all the temperate and polar regions would be the result of a stoppage or retardation of 
the earth's motion. Indeed, the first result would be the deluge of the whole ; as the waters of the 
ocean would obey the impulse already communicated, and sweep over the entire earth frf»m west 
to east ; although it is easy to see that when this first impulse wa< over, the waters must flow to, 
and accumulate around the poles. If there must be a philosophical solution given of the existijig 
evidences of a general deluge, can there be one more simple, or which better fulfils all the c:>ncli- 
tions of such a catastrophe, than the one here alluded to f All solutions must exist more or less 
on suppositions, and we have only to suppose the earth checked in its orbit from some cause, to 
produce all the observed phenomena of the deluge.' 

Apropos of the ' Northern Light ; ' it is a journal which we always open with avidity, and from 
which we seldom fail to derive instruction and pleasure. Mr. Street discharges his editorial 
function with ability, and his coUaborateurs are men of mark in the scientific and literary 
world. • • • What has ' enured' to our esteemed friend and correspondent, the ' GVor^ I/iir- 
yCT-?' There has been ' good exclamation on his Worship ' from various quarters of the Union, 
accompanied by inquiries after his health, and the stale of his ' Port-folio.' Qu.srb : Has a 
Georgia lawyer a legal right to ' set himself up against the will of the people ? ' Has not the 
* party of the second part ' the power to set aside a literary nol. pros, of that sort ? ' By the mass ! 
but we think we may stay him ' from keeping all his pleasant thoughu to himself. • • . We are 
glad to learn that our young artist-friend, Mr. T. B. Read, formerly of Cincinnati, is meeting with 
deserved sticcess in Boston, where he has set up his easel. His improvement is very marked. 
There is at this moment before us a little cabinet-gem of his, which really seems to light op our 
sanctum. It is the portrait of a young and lovely maiden, whose attention is suddenly arrested 
as she is about descending a stair : 

' She is fresh and she is fair, 
Glossy is her golden hair ; 
Like a blue spot in the sky 
Is her clear and loving eye.' 

The situation, the drawing, the coloring, all are beautiful, and bespeak alike taste, skill, and 
genius, in the artist. • • • Or the Oi Polloi^ we fear, is the author o( 'Nature, a TribuU.' He is a 
metropolitan, bom and bred, we will wager a year's subscription to the 'Old Kxick. ; ' a sort of 
amateur lover of the countr>', touching which he knows little, and we must infer, cares less. He 
regards it, we cannot help fancying, somewhat as old Chuzzlewit's cockney undertaker did, 
who greatly atfected the 'sound of animated nature in the agricultural districts.' • . . Thk 
^Southern Literary Messenger^ appears monthly, with its accustomed neatness of execution, and 
quantity and variety of literary matter, much of which is of a steriing character. The new editor, 
B. B. MisroE, Esq., discharges his duties with spirit and ability. He appeals to the South for the 
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support which his Magazine well deserves, and should not fail to receive. The Charleston 
* Magnolia,' which ran a short race for popularity with the * Messenger,' has retired from the 
field ; leaving it the only kindred candidate for Southern patronage, if we except the excellent 
Georgia * Orion.' Mr. Minor has ' a squint ' at the ' enterprising editors in Philadelphia, who sell 
»o many pictures every monlh ; ' a branch of ' literary ' business which has experienced a sad 
falling off; yet not sufficient, it would seem, to prevent new * enterprises' of a similar kind. Mr. 
Israel Post, long the ai^ent in New- York for Graham's and Godet's Magazines, has issued, 
since the establishment of a new city agency for those periodicals, proposals for ' The Ctdumbian 
Magazine ,^ 9. work aAer the Philadelphia models, in pictures and price; to be edited by John 
Inmax, Esq. ; a sufficient guaranty that at least one dcpanroent of the work will be well sustained. 
Success to ye all, gentlemen and lady contemporaries ! • • • ^ Who suffers ? ' You know the 
DiDLBRiAX term, reader ; and here is an unintentional illustration of it : * Poor woman ! ' said an 
apothecary, on returning from a patient to whom he had applied thirty leeches, at a quarter of a 
dollar each; 'poor woman! t/iV/ n't she suffer! ' It strikes us as rather possible that she might 
have 'suffered,' at least in one way. • • • We shall have two capital works from the American 
preits in a few days. Kendall, the ' great American Captive,' who came near being lost to lib- 
erty, the ' Picayune,' and ' troops of friends,' is nearly out with Ats volumes ; and that they will be 
rich and racy, few are sufficiently verdant to doubt. (.Makbtat approves of Kendall's writings, 
at all events ; else why should he purloin them ?) Brantz Mayer, Esq., also, whose letters in 
the ' New World ' were »o widely admired, has nearly ready for publication an elaborate wurk 
upon Mexico, profusely illustrated with engravmgs, and written in a very attractive style. It 
will create a decided sensation. • • • We cannot accept the excuse of ' M.' You must let us 
hear from you for the first or second number of our new volume. ^Arouse thee, mon ! ' Remem- 
ber that ' to wiU is to do,' in more than a Mesmeric sense ; and forget not, also, that ' sloth covers 
youthful ambition with the blue mould of morbidity.' • • • Will our fnends of 'TV Cultivator^ 
and 'Farm^'jr Museum^ favor us with the prospectuses of both these excellent periodicals, when 
issued ? We shall be glad to promote the circulation of publications of so great value, in many 
important ways, to the American farmer. • • • Read ' The Venus of IlU^ in preceding pages, 
translated by the friend who rendered into such attractive English the thrilling story of ' The Inno- 
eenee of a GalUy-Slavf.^ The present tale is scarcely less striking than its predecessor. What a 
sweeping con vei^nce of natural incident there is toward the terrific dinooement! — and how 
admirably the minor accessories harmonize with the main design ! Peruse it, and justify our 
enthusiastic admiration of the original, and this most faithful and spirited translation. • • • We 
instanced in our last 'Gossip ' two or three amusing specimens of the lack of clearness of expres* 
sion, arising from a species of unconscious inversion of language. Something akin to the exam- 
ples cited, is- a case mentioned by a London wag, who speaks of ' a hen belonging to a stone-mason 
that lays bricks!^ • • • Q^T* ' I' you love us,' good render, and your <riher friends as well, tell them 
that our next issue begins a New Volume — the Tm'entt-Third ! Have we ever deceived you, 
in our promises for the future ? {A unanimous ' No ! ' from all parts of the Union and the Canadas^ 
with scattering echoes from sundry portions of Europe.) Then believe us when we tell you, that 
although we have every year appeared before you — like the tree * bearing twelve manner of fruits, 
and yielding its fruit every month ' — we have never been able to aimounce a better volume than 
the (me whose advent you shall hail with acclamations in January next. Let every true friend of 
the 'Old Kxrcx.' therefore make one friend as happy as himself, and his friend the Editor as happy 
as ' the pair of ye 's ! ' • • • Let no one who wishes to select books, in any or every department 
of literature, fail to possess himself of Wilet and Pittnam's late catalogue of English, French 
and American works, m the various departments of knowledge ; science, natural history, useful 
and fine arts ; history, biography, and general literature ; Greek and Latin classics, philology, etc. ; 
and theological and medical literature, with appendices, etc. ; the whole classified in subjects, and 
with prices affixed. The catalogue is full, yet concise as clear; and will be sent grtuisxo any 
address. Messrs. Bartlett and Welford, under the Astor- House, issued some time since, a 
similar catalogue, which proved of great convenience to the public, and was no doubt a source of 
ultimate profit to that well-known house. • • • The following articles are either filed for inser- 
tion, or awaiting 'hopeful' advisement: 'A Night on the Prairie;' 'A Piscatory Eclogue,' by 
Peter Von Geist; 'My Leg: a Sketch;' 'The Fratricide's Death,' by the •American Opium- 
Eater ; ' ' The Death-Bed, a Stray Leaf from the Country Doctor ; ' ' The Painted Rock,' ' Maet 
May, the Newfoundland Indian ; ' ' The Spirit-Land ; ' Lines by 'G. H. H. ;" Scene in a Studio ;* 
' Translation from Cattllus,' by 'G. W. B. ; ' with many other papers heretofore alladad to, and 
more to which we have neither leisure nor space to advert, or even to name. 
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* WANDKRiifos ON THE Ska8 AND SnoRss OF AFRICA.' — The fint part of this serial work hu 
at least the effective merit of making us earnestly desire its successor. The author, Dr. Baco.'c, a 
brother as we Icam of Rev. Leoxard Bacon, New-Haven, Conn., has embodied m ii his obser- 
vations and adventures, during a residence of seven months at Monrovia, Liberia, of nine or ten 
months at Cape Palmas, two months at Sierra Leone, two months on the River Gambia, nearif 
two months on the Senegal, and numerous voyages along the coast of Senegambia and Guinea, 
from the Great Desert of Sahara to the Gold Coast ; with visits lo various missionary stations, 
slave factories, trading places, and native towns before undescribed. * It presents a large mass of 
entirely new facts, of the most valuable and important character on the subjects of the slave-trade, 
colonization, Cliristian missions, African commerce, etc. It furnishes, also, the results of consid- 
erable experience and medical practice in the peculiar diseases of the coast, with various obser- 
vations on the topography, geology, natural history, and ethnography of extensive regions hith- 
erto scarcely known by name. These facts are given precisely in the order in which they came 
to the voyager's knowledge, in connection with a personal narrative replete with adventures of i 
remarkable kind, detailing wanderings, suflerings, and dangers among savage tribes, and extreme 
exposures to storms and shipwreck.' With the exception perhaps of ' Two Years before the 
Mast,' we remember no work which affords so vivid a descnption of the sea, and the astronomi- 
cal wonders of the Southern heavens, as these ' Wanderings.' They possess great merit, and 
aflbrd promise of various excellence in future numbers. 

Since the foregoing was ^ committed t.> types,' we have received a second number of the worit; 
and find the promise of the first more than redeemed. We foresee that the plain-speaking of the 
writer bodes no good to the cause of Liberian c«>lonizalion. He tells us only what he has srca, 
and what he knows lo be true. Arrived at Monrovia, we find him at board with the black governor, 
whose Mady' is his laundress, although belonging of course to the 'berry fust circles of good 
sieiy.' We derive some curious facts from Dr. Bacon, connected with colonization matters : for 
example ; that in the main the colonists, from the highest to the lowest, are a hypocritical, ungrate- 
ful, and frequently dishonest people ; that the books (the refuse, too oAen, of the libraries of those 
among us who claim to be ' benefactors ' of Liberia) which are tent from America, are not read 
but are torn up, eaten by cockroaches, or otherwise destroyed; that our Bibles and Tracts 
are as useless to the ignorant natives as if they were in Hebrew ; that fruitful as the country has 
been represented to be, the dependence for even the necessaries of life is on foreign supplies, the 
flour and a large proportion of the meat being imported ; the writer ' never saw fiAy stalks of 
sugar-cane in the fields of the colonists,' nor could he obtain an ounce of ' Liberian coffee,' the 
stories which reach us coiiceniing the Liberian ' coflee plantations ' being wholly humbugeoas, 
and intended only for effect here. Among the writer's colonial patients, was *• a daughter of 
Tuo-mas Jefferso."*, who had with her a niece, the grand-daughter of the great American Presi- 
dent and apostle of democracy, who bore a most striking resemblance to his common portraits ! ' 
This is not pleasant to think o{. The American opinion of ' the venerated Abhmun ' it appears 
greatly needs revision. He is proved to have been ' an unworthy man and a deceiver; ' so much 
so, indeed, that the writer freely expresses his ' contempt and abhorrence of his character,' which 
were so great as to cause the Doctor, on his return to America, to cau^e the nafn«, which had been 
placed in a stereotype work, ' at the end of such a catalogue of saints as ' Brainard, Mills, 
Marttn, Parsons, FisxE, Milne,' to be beaten into the solid metal page, that it might no longer 
disgrace its association ! These facts may be unpalatable to the American Colonization Society, 
but that they rue facts, there can be little doubt ; since they proceed from the mouth of the Soci- 
ety's accredited agent, under whose auspices he repaired to and resided at Liberia. 

Mr. Lttnt's Poem on Ccltitre. — A neatly-printed little volume, in dress of modest drab, lies 
before us, containing 'Culture; a poem delivered before the Boston Mercantile Library Associa* 
tion,' in October last, by George Lunt, Esq., an honorary member of the institution. The first 
glance made us reluct at encountering in the outset the writer's formidable-looking preface. * If 
this,' thought we, ' be what the Italians term la salsa del libro, ' the sauce of the book,' there ia 
much more of the condiment than of the meat.' We were gratified lo find however in this mere 
' preface ' an able essay upon a theme which has more than once been discussed in these pages ; 
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namely, the true philosophy of poetry, and \m influence, actual and collateral, upon society, in con* 
tradidtinction to utilitarianism, and tiiose principles) of expediency, which ' repudiate ' iinaj^inationt 
mnd vitiate our perception of truth. The poem iL»elf abounds in good thoughts, vented with much 
miuic of expression ; all which we could abundantly prove, had we space for extracts. As it is, 
we must ask such of our readers as may have at command the volume before us, to turn to the 
twenty-fourth page of the poem, and admire with us the illustration of * Mind,' in more senses 
than one, which may there be found ; and when they have exhausted that admirable passage, let 
them turn to another, which we had also marked for insertion, commencing on the thirty-fourth 
uid ending on the thirty-sixth page. Next to presenting good things, perhaps some kind reader 
may admit, is the pointing them out. *And here, may it please the court, we rest.' 

*Thx Opal: ▲ pubk Gift for the Holtdats.' — This is an exceedingly pretty moral and 
religious annual, edited by N. P. Willis, illustrated by J. G. Cuapmax, and published by JoBir 
C. RiKKR, Number Fifteen Ann-street. The illustrations, nine in number, are mainly in the light 
and pleasing style of etching, which Mr. Cuapmax has rendered so popular, and in sulijec : Iter- 
nate with Scripture scenes and fancy-sketches of a domestic or religious character. The literary 
articles are from the pens of well-known American writers, including, beside the Editor's, those 
of WiLDB, Hkbbert, Aldrich, Bkxjamix, Hoffmax, Cukkver, Robert Morris, Palmer, 
TucKERMAX, Mrs. Emburt, Mrs. Seba Smitu, W. H. Burleiou, etc. We commend the work 
cordially to our readers, regretting that we can find no space for extracts, at the late hour at which 
the volume reaches us ; save only the following explanatory passage from the preface : * Religious 
books, devoted solely to the inculcation of the precepts of piety, are all-important as one branch of 
instruction and reading. But God, who made all things for his creatures, and gave them taste, 
fancy, and a sense exquisitely alive to the beautiful, intended no ascetic privation of the innocent 
objects which minister to these faculties. The mirth, and the playful elegances of poetry and 
descriptive writing are as truly within the paths of religious reading as any thing else which shows 
the fullness and variety of the provision made for our happiness, when at peace with ourselves. 
Nothing gay, if innocent, is out o( place in an annual intended to be used as a tribute of affection 
by the good.' The work is * opal-hued, reflecting all the bright lights and colors which the prodi- 
gality of God's open hand has poured upon the pathway of life.' 

* Jbaxie Morrisox.' — This beautiful and touching ballad of the gentle Motherwell has been 
set to music by * Dempster, the true-blue Scot,' as Burxs called his namesake, and dedicated to 
his friend James T. Fields, Esq., Boston. The music, as we gather from capable judges, is in 
good keeping with the feeling and sweet simplicity of the verse ; and surely higher praise need 
not be awarded to it. The poem itself would have done honor to Burxs, and a nearer approach 
to his style we scarcely remember ever to have seen. How fervent, how natural, this retrospect 
of a first, fresh boyish love : 



' Mt held rues round and round about. 

My heart flowv like a s^a. 
Ah one by one the thoutthta ruah back 

O'aprlug-tlme and o' thee. 
O mi-imlD^ life ! O xnornlnv love ! 

O llffht<i(jmn days iiod laog, 
Wheii bonierl b^p<^fl around our hearts 

Like him me r blomuxxu sprang 1 



O. zniud ye, Icve. how oft we left 

The deavln.' dinAotne t(;wn. 
To WHZxder by the green burualde. 

Anil hear itn wAtl-rA cto. u 7 
Tho sttnmitr Icavrn hung o'er our heads. 

Th« rtoweni burnt nmnd our fuet, 
An>.\ lu the ploaxnln' o' the wood 

The throstle whlstlod sweet.' 



The publisher of ' Jeaxie Morrisox ' is Mr. Oliver Ditsox, Boston ; but we infer that it is 
also for sale at the principal music-stores in this city. 



Poems st Barrt Corxwall. — Messrs. William D. Tickxor axd Compaxt, Boston, have 
just given to the public a neatly-executed volume, containing ' English Songs and other Poems,' 
by Barrt Corxw^all. It will be an acceptable ofllering to American readers. Procter is a 
Tery charming, heart-fuU writer. To adopt the language of another, there is an intense and pas- 
sionate beauty, a depth of afleciion, in his little dramatic poems, which appear even in the afl^ec- 
tlonate triflings of his gentle characters. ' He illustrates that holiest of human emotions, which, 
while it will twine itself with the frailest twig, or dally with the most evanescent shadow of crea- 
tion, wasting its excess of kindliness on all around it, is yet able to * look on tempests and be 
never shaken.' Love is gently omnipotent in his poems ; accident and death itself are but passing 
clouds, which scarcely vex and which cannot harm it. The lover seems to breathe out his life in 
the arms of his mistress, as calmly as the infant sinks into its soAest slumber. The fair blossoms 
of his genius, though light and trembling at the breeze, spring from a wide, and deep, and robost 
atock, which will sostain hx taller branches witboat being ezhaotted.' 



